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Daddy’s Brat

By

Marissa Scott


I have always had a bit of a sexual appetite, more than most men, and I was fortunate enough that my new wife didn't mind keeping up with me.  Our sex life was very active, even as I approached the age of fifty.  I suppose part of that was due to how well I took care of myself.  I definitely did not look my age.  I got compliments all the time for how young I looked.  Of course, getting married later in life usually means there is some baggage that comes along with the new bride.  Mine had a daughter.

She was a cute girl when we had married, kind of awkward and skinny.  She would always complained about the other girls and how pretty they were.  She didn’t care for the immature boys that seemed to tease her constantly.  Fast forward a few years and the changes were amazing to me.

Her daughter had grown into a sexy, stacked young lady, and I couldn't help but have fantasies about her.  There had been several occasions, especially as she got older, where I had seen her naked body by accident.  I suppose that's why I had fantasies about Her.  Seeing her large, firm tits and clean shaven pink little pussy just triggered something in me.  She was rather small, standing five feet two inches tall which made her already large tits seem even larger.

At the beginning of summer break, I had seen her body one too many times and had made up my mind that she was going to get fucked by me before the summer was out.  I just needed to come up with a plan to get her.  I knew there were times she spied on me, she just didn't know that I was on to her.  Armed with this information, I set about developing a plan to conquer this little brat.

I knew she was a tease, just by how she teased me.  When her mother wasn't around, she dressed with the skimpiest clothing, ensuring I was getting a good show.  Every so often, she would brush against me with either her tits, or her hand would graze my cock through my pants.  Little did she know how soon she was going to get the real thing!

When July hit, I was looking for my iPod one day and remembered she had borrowed it from me to take to a party.  Her and her friends were into the hair metal music from the eighties and my iPod was loaded with it.  I headed up to her room to look for it while she was at work.  I sifted through the clothes lying on the floor hoping to find it buried under one of her garments.  That's when I found it.  As I lifted a pair of her cut-off shorts, a joint fell out of the pocket.  I knew right then and there that I had the leverage to fuck her.  There was no way she was going to refuse me and risk my telling her mom about her joint.

As I made my way downstairs, my plan began to take shape.  I was going to blackmail her into letting me fuck her.  Now I just needed the right circumstances to present itself.  My fantasies got more frequent, and more detailed as I thought about what I was going to do to her.  Each night as I fucked her mom, I imagined it was Carrie I was fucking.  I imagined sliding my cock into that tight, sweet, pink little pussy of hers while she gasped at my size.  I imagined her pink, full lips wrapped around my cock as I fucked her mouth, just waiting to shoot my load down her throat.

My wife was working late one night when Carrie came home from work.  She did her normal routine and went to her bedroom to change.  Coming down to the living room, she was dressed in her t-shirt and skimpy shorts as usual.

"Hi, daddy, where's mom?" she asked me.

"Working late again, honey," I responded.

"So, what are we doing for dinner?" she asked.

"Not sure yet, any suggestions?" I replied.

"I was thinking maybe a pizza, is that ok?" she responded.

"Sure, go ahead and order it," I told her.

I watched her as she got into the door of the end table to get the phone book, her shorts parting her pussy lips as she bent over.  yeah, that pussy was mine for sure!

She turned around to make the call and saw me staring at her.  I think she knew at that point what I wanted, but she didn't let on.  But that look in her eyes told me all I needed to know.  She hung up the phone after ordering the pizza and walked towards me to sit on the couch.

"Come over here for a second, will you?" I said to her.

"What?" she asked as she stood in front of me.

"You know, there are some things your mother just does not understand," I started as her face showed she knew the jig was up.  "Like pot for instance.  What do you think she would do if she knew you were smoking it"?

The color ran from her face as she started to panic.

"Please don't tell her, please.  I'll do anything you want as long as you don't tell her," she begged.  "Please daddy"?

I looked at her and let my gaze run up and down her body, just so she would know what was coming.

"I think we can work something out," I replied.

"Like what?" she replied.

I reached out and put my hand right smack on her pussy.  She didn't even flinch.

"Does that answer your question?" I said firmly.

"You're not going to have sex with me, I don't care what you say," she replied defiantly.

"Ok, no problem," I replied as I sat back in my chair.  

Carrie stood there looking at me as I sat back and stared her in the eyes.  I could tell she really did want me, but she wanted to play the game of defiant little bitch.  She Stood there for a moment staring back at me as she processed her options.  Her body language told me all I needed to know.

"Fine," she replied.  "But how are we going to keep it from mom"?

"Leave that to me," I replied.  "Let's take a walk upstairs, shall we"?

Carrie turned and headed for the stairs with me close behind.  She made sure to work her ass as she walked up the stairs, insuring her ass was moving for my pleasure.  As soon as we hit the hallway, I directed her to stop and turned her around.

"Let me see your tits," I commanded.

Carrie took her t-shirt off as I stood there and admired her luscious mounds.  Knowing she was turning me on, she began to rub her tits and twist her nipples.

"You want a taste?" she asked in a teasing voice.

I leaned in and started sucking on her nipples, enjoying her soft firmness.  I could tell she was turned on by her heavy breathing and her moaning that started as soon as I started sucking her nipples hard.  Lifting my head, I kissed her hard as my hand ran across her tits, caressing them.  She responded with her tongue darting in and out of my mouth.  I moved to her neck and began to kiss and lick her as my hand made its way down her stomach.  I slipped my hand behind her waistband and headed for that soft, smooth pink target.

"Oh, daddy," she moaned.  "Finger my pussy".

I slid my fingers between her folds as I felt her juices flowing.  She was turned on by this, as I had suspected.  I felt her shudder as my finger slipped into her hole, her hands grasping my arms firmly.  She reached out and began to message my cock through my pants; my cock straining against my pants.  She unzipped my pants, reached in and grabbed my cock and started to pull it out.  It was at that moment we heard the front door.  I quickly stopped what I was doing and went into the bathroom as Carrie grabbed her shirt and headed to her bedroom.

As my cock began to go limp, I flushed the toilet and washed my hands.  I needed to get rid of Carrie's scent or her mom would surely discover what we were up to!  As I started down the stairs, I peered over at Carries room and saw her standing there, completely naked rubbing her pussy with one leg on the bed.  I got a clear view of her wide pussy as her fingers slid up and down her snatch.  She smiled at me, dropped her leg and walked over and closed her door.  The little tease, she was going to get fucked real soon.

"Hi, honey," Brenda said.  "Sorry I'm late".

"Hey hon," I said as I kissed her quickly.

"Where's Carrie?" she asked.

"I think she's still upstairs," I replied.

"What's for dinner?" she asked me.

"We decided to order a pizza," I replied.  "Should be here any minute".

We sat at the table and I listened as she talked about her day, my mind still seeing the heavenly vision of Carries pink little pussy.  I heard Carrie bounding down the stairs as my mind came back to reality.

"Hey, mom," she said as she opened the refrigerator door.  "You know what dad did"?

I almost had a heart attack!  Was she really going to tell her what I had done?  I was almost in a panic.

"No, what?" Brenda asked as she looked at me.

"Made me order pizza," she replied.

Whew!  I thought for sure she was going to let her in on our little secret.  Brenda looked down at her watch as I looked sideways at Carrie.  She gave me a wink and squeezed her tit.  She was such a little brat!  I knew right then and there that this was going to be an awesome summer!

* * * *

When Sunday rolled around, I could hardly wait for Brenda to go to the grocery store.  Carrie had been teasing me all week knowing I couldn't do anything about it.  But today she was going to be mine for at least a half an hour.

"You guys need anything from the store?" Brenda hollered from the foyer.

"No, I'm good," I hollered back.  

Carrie told her the same thing from upstairs.  Brenda grabbed her purse and headed out to the car.  I watched as she got in the car and drove down the road towards the store.  At last!  I headed upstairs and opened the door to Carrie's room.

"I thought you might come in," she said as she lie on the bed completely naked, rubbing her sweet little pussy.

"I guess you are prepared," I replied.

I walked to bed and bent over to kiss her.  My hand made its way to her tits and began to message them; my fingers alternating rubbing and twisting her firm nipples.  Carrie reached out and grabbed my cock through my gym shorts.  She stroked it as she returned my kiss. 

"I want to feel your cock, daddy," she said as she pulled my shorts down.

Her eyes widened as she saw how large my cock was.  She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and began to stroke it.  I reached down and parted her legs, my fingers sliding down her slit.  Her pussy was drenched with her juices once again.

"I want to suck your cock, daddy," she told me.  "I want to taste your cum".

My cock was raging as she slid it into her mouth, her hot, moist tongue licking the underside of my shaft.  She moaned as she started to move her mouth up and down my shaft, sucking hard with ever stroke.  I could tell that she had sucked cock before, but I didn't care.  Right now, she was sucking mine as I fingered her tight little pussy.  She must have sensed I was about to cum as she plunged her head down my shaft and took the full length of my cock into her throat.  I exploded into her mouth with the biggest orgasm I had ever had.  She sucked my cock hard as if she was trying to get every single drop of cum out of me.  My limp cock slipped out of her mouth as she wiped her lips.  

I was about to start eating that little pussy when I heard the car door.

"Fuck!" I exclaimed.  "Seriously"!?

"It's ok, daddy," Carrie said.  "You can fuck me later.  I'll take care of this for now".

As I pulled up my gym shorts, Carrie reached between the mattress and box spring and produced a dildo.  She shoved it into her pussy and began to fuck herself as I made my way to the door.  Oh god how I wanted to stay and watch.  But not getting caught was a little higher on my priority list right now.  Her legs were bent and spread wide as I closed the door and walked downstairs, hitting the kitchen just as Brenda made the door.

That had been too close.  A few more minutes and I would have been right in the middle of a pussy sandwich!  I helped Brenda put away the groceries, but my mind was craving another round with Carrie.  I needed to find a way to get her for more than just a few minutes.  I needed her all night.  I needed to taste that tight little pussy and fuck her hard with my cock.  She needed to feel what it meant to be fucked by a real man.

The next week was torture.  Carrie teased me with her skimpy outfits and barely there swim suit.  I guess that was her plan, and she seemed to enjoy it.  I don't know how her mom didn't figure out what was going on.  If we passed each other out of sight of her mom, we would feel each other up.  I snuck into her room one night, but only got to cop a feel before I chickened out and went back to bed.  She was driving me crazy, and she knew it!

My chance finally came around that weekend quite by surprise.  My wife got a call from her brother that their dad was being put into a nursing home, and she needed to be there to sign the paperwork making him guardian over their dad.  It was going to be an overnight trip, so she didn't need me to go.  Carrie didn't want to go, so I knew this was the weekend to get her.  My plan was coming together nicely as I kissed my wife goodbye and watched her drive away.

* * * *

I decided to play a little game with Carrie, and asked her if she wanted to go to dinner.  I was going to play it like it was a date.  She was actually excited, and went upstairs to change.  When she came down, she looked more like a woman than a girl.  I was quite surprised at how sexy and mature she looked.  She still had that air of a little girl about her, but her look said confident, sexy woman.  We set off for a steak house in the next town, just to avoid rumors from people who knew us and might see us.

We sat at the back of the restaurant, per Carries' request, and ordered our dinner.  Carrie wanted to order wine, but I decided against it.  I told her I would let her have one glass when we got home.  We talked a bit about her plans for after school and eventually shifted the conversation to us.

"I have wanted you since I met you," she confided in me.

"So why the attitude when I approached you about sex?" I asked.

"Oh, I just wanted to tease you," she replied as she slid her hand into my lap.

I could feel my cock starting to get hard as she started slowly rubbing her hand on me.

"You are a sexy man, and I can't wait to fuck you," she whispered.

"Soon," I told her, "Soon".

Dinner arrived right as I said that, so we took a break and enjoyed our steaks.  As soon as dinner was over, I paid the check then headed for home.  I just couldn't wait any longer to get inside of Carrie.  As we drove home, Carrie leaned over and pulled my cock from my pants and began to suck on it.  It felt so good feeling her mouth on my cock as she bobbed her head up and down, sliding her lips up and down my shaft.

I think I made record time getting back to the house as I felt like I was going to explode if I didn't fuck her.  But I was going to take my time getting there.  She needed the full experience.  Once we got home, I poured the two of us a glass of white wine, then sat on the bed to enjoy it as we talked sex.

"So, what are you going to do to me?" she asked as she took a sip of wine.

"Well, first I am going to use my tongue to tease you for a while," I replied.

I could see her shudder as she thought of how that would feel.

"Next, I am going to lick your pussy and give you one surprise," I continued.  "And finally, when I think you've endured enough, I am going to ram my cock into your pussy and fuck you senseless".

I could see her nipples protruding through her shirt as my sexual talk got her horny.  I knew she was ready, so I had her finish her drink, then had her stand up with me.  I kissed her deeply as she darted her tongue around mine.  My hand slipped down her back and grabbed her ass, lifting her with my hands.  Carrie pushed me back, then stood in front of me and began to strip.  I gotta say, that was an awesome sight watching her body moving in sensual gyrations as she peeled off every single stitch of clothing.

Once she was naked, she come to me and began to remove my clothes.  Soon we were standing there, both of us naked as she traced my chest and arms with her small, soft fingers.

"I love you, daddy," she said breaking the silence as she looked up into my eyes.

"I love you too, princess," I replied.

She hugged me tight as she pulled my face down to hers, kissing me with passion.  I lifted her up and moved her to the bed, laying her on her back.  I positioned myself between her legs and began to kiss and suck her tits and nipples.  She moaned as I sucked her nipples and pulled them with my teeth, her breathing quickening with each successive suck.  Her tits were so soft and firm, they didn't even bounce when she took her bra off.  Feeling that her tits had received sufficient attention, I moved back and focused on her pussy.

I wanted to look at it first and admire her pink, swollen flesh just waiting for me to lick it.  I wanted to tease her a bit, so I indicated that she should roll over.  Once on her stomach, I pulled at her hips to indicate I wanted her on all fours.  She lifted her ass and buried her head into the pillow.  I took my tongue and licked her ass chicks and her thighs, eliciting soft moans as I moved all around her cunt.  I licked her swollen outer pussy lips lightly as she moved her hips, trying to get my tongue inside her pussy.

Instead of going for what she wanted, I teased her further by licking her pink little asshole.  She squealed with delight as my hot, wet tongue found her little bud and licked it.  I doubt any boy had ever done that to her before.  I leaned back, positioning myself for the kill, when I saw her juices flowing from her pussy down to her clit.  I had never seen that much pussy juice on a woman before, and the sight of it turned me on.

I slid my tongue between her folds as she shuddered and moaned.  I made sure to slide my tongue the entire length of her slit, flicking her clit with each pass.  It was time to taste her fully as I rammed my tongue into her hole.  She jumped, then moaned as my tongue penetrated her.

"Oh my god, daddy!  Fuck me with your tongue!" she yelled.

I was glad Brenda wasn't home or that yell would have gotten us busted!  I tongue fucked her for a few minutes as she slammed her pussy back into my tongue, trying to get it as deep inside her as she could.  I slid my hands under her and began to twist her nipples as I tongue fucked her.  Her moaning and squealing told me all I needed to know about how much I was pleasing her.

I got ready to fuck her as I lifted my face, her body convulsing form the ecstasy she was feeling.  But as I positioned my cock, I saw her tight, pick asshole and just couldn't resist.  I dropped some spit onto her asshole, then coated my cock.  I pushed against her ass as it began to open up and accept my large cock.

Carrie was moaning and pushing back against my cock as she tried to get my cock into her ass.

"Fuck my ass, daddy, fuck my ass!" she screamed.

Once the head of my cock was insider her ass, I gave a steady push until my entire shaft was buried inside of her.  She let out a deep sign and a throaty moan as she felt the full measure of my cock inside of her ass.  Slowly I began to fuck her as I pushed and pulled my cock in and out of her ass.  Carrie was writhing as I pumped her ass, screaming and moaning all the while.  I don’t think I have ever fucked such a wild woman before this.

I fucked her ass for several minutes before finally giving in and wanting to feel the silky smoothness of her pussy.  I removed my cock from her ass and positioned it for penetration of her pussy.

"Please daddy, shove your cock into my pussy, please!?" she wailed.

I reached over to my night stand and opened the top drawer to grab a condom.  Opening my condom package, she saw what I was doing and knocked it from my hand.

"I want you to fuck me bareback and unprotected," she said firmly.  "I want to feel you cum inside of me. I need your seed inside of me.  I need you to get me pregnant.  Fill me with your cum, daddy, fill me"!

I couldn't wait any longer.  The head of my cock parted her pussy lips as I started to penetrate her.  She was so tight, I had to try to penetrate her several times as her pussy needed to stretch to accommodate my size.  At last I was able to fill her with my cock as she uttered a guttural moan.  I began to pump her pussy slowly at first, just so she could get used to my size, then increased my speed.

She was pushing her ass hard against me as I began to fuck her harder and deeper with each thrust.

"Oh god, I LOVE your cock, daddy!" she screamed.  "Fuck me daddy, fuck me HARD"!

I was pounding her tiny little pussy as hard as I could.  I could feel her body starting to tense up as I knew she was headed for orgasm.  Soon, I felt her pussy tighten on my cock as her orgasm hit.  her pussy began to pulse on my cock shaft as I continued to fuck her hard.

"Yes, Yes daddy, yes!  Fuck me!  Fuck me hard daddy, fuck me"! she wailed over and over again as she came.  I felt my balls begin to tighten up as my orgasm neared.  I had waited all night for this.  With one last push, I buried my cock into her pussy as deep as I could and exploded inside of her.  My cock pulsed as I shot my seed deep into her.  She was moaning as she felt my cock pulse, quivering with each load that shot into her.

"I feel your cum, daddy!" she said.  “I can feel it inside of me, filling me.  It feels so good"!

Spent, we dropped to the bed, me lying on top pf her back.  I kissed her neck, then rolled off her.  She turned and snuggled against me, her head on my chest as I wrapped my arm around her.

"Oh my god that was wonderful," she said at last.  "I love the feel and taste of your cock, daddy"

"And I love the taste and feel of your pussy, princess," I replied.

We fell asleep in each other’s embrace, not thinking about anything but each other.  We sucked and fucked as long as we dared as we awaited her mom's arrival.  We made sure we took showers so our scents were not on one another.  It was hard pretending nothing had happened as we were now in love with each other.

* * * *

I came home one day as Carrie bounded down the stairs and gave me a big hug.

"Guess what?" she asked.

"Tell me," I replied.

"We're pregnant!" she said as she hugged me, joyous at her condition.

I spent the next few days trying to figure out how to tell Brenda, but finally just decided to put it out there.  It shocked me to know she had known about everything.  The whole time I thought I was using her and Carrie, but it turns out they were using me.  Brenda wanted a grandchild, but she wanted it with just the right man.  Carrie and Brenda had decided I was a good match.  They just had to figure out how to get me to fuck Carrie while thinking it was my idea!

Imagine my surprise at all of this!  Brenda signed off on the divorce papers and found herself another man.  Meanwhile, Carrie and I settled into a sexually charged life while waiting for our new baby to arrive.  I loved watching her change and seeing her tits grow even larger.  Of course, that also brought another fetish she decided she wanted to experience that I had never thought of.

Carrie was seventeen weeks pregnant when her tits started to produce milk.  She began to talk about being turned on by watching other women breast feed.  She wanted me to suck her tits and taste her milk.  I wasn’t real keen on the idea at first, but eventually decided to go along with it to satisfy her fantasy.

What I didn’t expect was to actually enjoy it!  I loved sucking her milk from her tits as she moaned with pleasure.  With each passing day, she seemed to produce more and more milk.  Her tits were so engorged that I thought she was going to squirt milk all day long!

One evening as we were getting frisky, she decided she wanted to do something different.  She made me lay on the bed on my back as she kneeled over me.  She squeezed her tits and shot milk out onto my cock, soaking me with her milk.  She then proceeded to lick and suck her own milk from my cock and balls.  It didn’t take me long to cum after seeing that!

Carrie and I welcomed a beautiful baby boy into our lives.  Of course, I also had to continue to partake of her luscious milk that flowed like a river.  I think she enjoyed it more than I did, especially with the baby sucking her milk from one tit as I sucked form the other.  Sometimes I would finger her pussy as we both drank from her jugs, giving her an orgasm every single time!
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Chapter One

I always dreaded the holidays.  Annoying family and too much food usually ends with someone getting pissed at someone else.  At least that’s what always happens with my family.  Of course, a couple of years ago, I married a woman who had a teenage daughter and that was a whole new ball game.  Talk about stress during the holidays.  She had a real attitude and sulked every single time we went to visit family.

I don’t what it is about family that brings out the worst in her, but it always does.  So, I was dreading yet another family visit for the Thanksgiving weekend.  We had everything planned and had decided to drive this time.  Last year we got stuck at an airport for two days.  No more, we were driving even if it took two days’ travel.

Then Wednesday came and my wife informed me that she had to work the day after Thanksgiving.  Great, just great.  Not only did I have to go by myself, but I had to endure hours of bitching by her friggin’ brat.  But, I guess that’s what you do when shit happens to blow up your plans during the holidays.

“Knock, knock”.  I banged on Beckie’s bedroom door.

“Time to get up so we can hit the road,” I yelled.

“I’m up already,” she yelled back.

Great, attitude already.

“I want to be on the road by ten, ok?” I asked.

“Fine,” was my only response.

It was a good eight-hour drive on a normal day to get to my parents’ house.  Add in the holiday traffic and you can put two to three more hours onto the drive.  I dragged my luggage out to the car and put it into the trunk.  I checked the oil and tries to make sure we weren’t going to have any issues.  I had fueled up the night before, so I had a full tank of gas.  We would have to stop once to refuel, and that’s when we usually got food.

I stood in the kitchen watching the clock waiting for Beckie to come downstairs.

“What are you doing to do for dinner tomorrow night?” I asked my wife.

“Sally invited me over to spend the day with her and her family,” she replied.

“Well, I hate that we are not going to spend it together, but at least you’ll have some friends around,” I replied.

“Today, Beckie,” I hollered up the stairs.

Beckie finally came down the stairs dragging her suitcase and a backpack.

“Relax,” she said.  “It’ll still be there no matter how long it takes us to get there”.

“Nice attitude,” I replied.

I kissed my wife goodbye and loaded Beckie’s luggage into the car.  We got in and headed down the highway for what I assumed was a grueling trip with a teenage attitude machine.  We weren’t thirty minutes down the road when she started.

“Do we have to listen to that old crap?” she said with a snarky tone.

“What’s wrong with classic rock?” I asked.

“Nothing really, but once in a while I would like to hear some modern stuff,” she replied.

“Fine,” I said as I tuned to one of the top forty radio stations.

We rode in silence for a while before she started talking to me.

“So, how long before we get there?” she asked.

“It depends on traffic, but I figure we should get there between nine and ten,” I replied.

“Ugh,” was her reply.

We stopped to refuel and got some food.  I also got us some snacks and a couple candy bars.  Maybe the sugar would perk her up a bit.  We set off for the last couple of hours’ drive, our bellies full and satisfied.  At some point we actually started to have a conversation.  It was a rarity, but it did happen.

“Why is it boys think they can just do whatever they want with a girl?” she asked me.  “We’re not some doll for them to tote around”.

“Not all boys are like that,” I told her.  “Some are actually nice and treat girls well”.

“Not in my school,” she replied.  “Maybe I should try dating older guys.  Maybe they will treat me better”.

“Better than what?” I asked.

“It’s like the boys in school are scoring you like a piece of beef at a meat market,” she said.  “Hell, I bet they wouldn’t know what to do with one if she stood there naked in front of them”.

I had to snicker.  She was right after all.

“Well, if you act the same way in school that you do at home, it’s no wonder,” I told her.

She shot me a glare and responded “What do you mean”?

“Oh, please,” I replied.  “You prance around upstairs with only your bra and panties on like you don’t care who sees you”.

“That’s just home,” she said sternly.  “I don’t do that at school”.

“Well it’s a good thing you don’t,” I responded.  “You really have no clue what the sight of a nearly naked woman does to a guy, do you”?

“Thank you,” she said with a slight smile.

“For what?” I asked.

“You called me a woman and not a girl,” she replied.

She was right I had called her a woman.  Well, she technically was a woman, having turned eighteen just three weeks prior.

“Besides, I never hear you complain about seeing me like that,” she said.

She was right again.  I actually enjoyed seeing her near naked body, even if I did try to make it look like I was embarrassed.

“Well, you should try a little more modesty before it gets you into trouble,” I said.

“And miss your blushing face?  Not a chance!” she laughed.

Well, at least she was laughing, even if it was at my expense.  While we had been talking, the weather had gotten bad.  The snow was really coming down as we turned off the highway.  The next hour was nothing but two lane roads.  I worried about them being plowed as we slowly made our way towards the house.

We had driven maybe ten miles when I suddenly found I could not see the road anymore.  I knew the road and the landmarks, so I found a spot where an old house used to be before it burned down and pulled into the driveway.

“Why are we stopping?” Beckie asked.

“I can’t see the road,” I replied.  “We’ll wait for the plow to go by and then we can continue”.

I could tell by the look on her face she was a little scared.

“Don’t worry, it’ll be fine,” I assured her.  “I’ve had to do this before”.

“How long did you have to wait?” she asked.

“Probably two hours or so,” I replied.

“Is it safe to sit in the car like this with the engine running?” she asked.

“It should be, but we need to save gas,” I replied.  “I think we need to get in the back seat and grab a blanket.  We can sit together under the blanket to stay warm.  I’ll run the heater every 15 minutes so we don’t freeze and that way we can save gas”.


Chapter Two

We got out of the car and Beckie got into the back seat as I retrieved the blanket form the trunk.  We huddled together under the blanket to try and keep each other warm. 

“This feels kind of weird,” she said after a few minutes.  “Almost like we are on a date and getting ready to make out”.

I laughed as she said that, but the thought of being right next to her hot body was actually turning me on.  She was a very tiny girl, standing maybe four feet eleven inches tall.  She was thin but had huge tits.  I estimated they were a 30EE.  I must have seemed imposing to her standing at six feet two inches tall.  She probably viewed me as a giant.

We made small talk to pass the time waiting for a plow to go by, but that soon turned to another subject.  One we probably should not have discussed.

“Can I ask you something…well…sexual?” she asked me.

I was a bit taken aback by this, but didn’t want her to think I was uncomfortable with it.

“What is it?” I asked not sure I wanted to hear the question.

“When guys get older, do they last longer in bed?” she asked.

Ok, so she wasn’t a virgin or she wouldn’t be asking me this.

“Yeah, as guys get older we tend to last longer in bed,” I replied.

Beckie furrowed her brow and sat there pondering what I had said.  She looked up at me and asked another question.

“Dad?” she asked.

“What,” I replied.

“How often do you and mom have sex?” she asked me.

“Well, we normally have sex once or twice a week, why?” I asked her.

“I was curious how often older people do it,” she replied.  “I mean to hear all the guys in school tell it, people are doing every day”.

“Well, I suppose some do it more frequently than others,” I replied.

I wasn’t sure where this was leading, and I wasn’t real comfortable talking sex with her.  But since her mom wasn’t with us, I figured I had to fill in.

“Dad?” she asked again after a few minutes.

“What?” I replied.

“Do you know there are other ways to stay warm?” she asked.

“Like how?” I replied without even thinking.

She took hold of my hand, and while looking me in the eyes she slipped it under her shirt and right smack onto her tit.  I wasn’t sure what to do.  I just sat there looking at her and trying to process what was going on.  Sensing I was hesitating, she leaned over and kissed me on the lips.  I have to say, feeling those young, soft lips almost gave me an instant hard-on!

“I love you daddy,” she said in a sultry voice.  “Let me show you how much”.

She kissed me deeper this time, her tongue flitting in and out of my mouth.  She undid her bra and put my hand on her bare breast.  Instinct took over as I began to message her tits and tweaked her nipples.  I know I should have put a stop to it right then and there, but the little head got the better of me.

She slid her hand down between my legs and began to rub my cock over my jeans.  I was getting hard and she knew it.  And to answer your question, yes, I was very warm.  I felt her hand unzipping my pants as she continued to kiss me.  She reached in and pulled my cock out of my pants and began to stroke it.

“You’re bigger than teenage boys,” she said softly.

My heart was pounding out of my chest as I sat there letting her stroke me while I fondled her tits.  They felt so soft and silky smooth as I moved my hands across her soft flesh.  Pushing me backwards so I would lie back on the seat, she dropped her head down and sucked my cock into her mouth.

Oh, my god that felt good!  It had been a long time since I had a blowjob.  My wife didn’t really like to give them, so I only got one once in a while.  Beckie was bobbing her head up and down my shaft as I continued to message her tits.  I was heading for my orgasm when I saw lights shining on the car.

“Stop!” I told her as I tried to sit up.  “Someone’s out there”.

I sat up and tried my best to shove my cock back into my jeans as I looked out the window.  Nothing kills a hard-on quicker than thinking you are busted for doing something you shouldn’t.  I could see headlights coming down the road, followed by blue and red lights of a state trooper.  That had been a close call for sure!

He walked up to the car and tapped on the window.  I started the car and let the window down.

“Evening, officer,” I said.

“You all right in there?” he replied.

“Yes, sir,” I said.  “We were waiting for the plow to clear the road.  We had to stop because we couldn’t see it anymore”.

“Well, he just went through so you should be clear,” he told us.

“Thanks for stopping,” I told him.  “We completely missed that”.

We got out of the back of the car and got into the front seat.  We backed out of the drive and headed back down the road.  We sat in silence as we drove, not sure what to say.  I wanted her, but didn’t know how to tell her.

“Daddy?” she asked after a while.

“Yes, sweetie?” I replied.

“Don’t you want to fuck me?” she asked.

I almost wrecked the car!  She was definitely bold, I’ll give her that.

“Well,” I started.  “To be honest, yes I do.  I just don’t know if it is right or not”.

“Why?” she asked.

“For starters, you are twenty years younger than me,” I said.  “And I am married to your mom”.

“Age is nothing,” she replied.  “And I can give you what mom won’t”.

What the hell was she insinuating?

“What do you mean?” I asked her.

“Mom doesn’t like to suck dick,” she replied.  “She likes missionary, that’s it.  It’s no wonder you only do it a day or two per week”.

I was floored.  How the hell did she know all of this information?  And why was the daughter propositioning me?

“You should find someone your age,” I told her.

“Nope, I want you,” she replied.

“Well, you have a funny way of showing it,” I replied.

“It’s an act so mom won’t know how I really feel,” she told me.  “I want you all to myself, to love and make love to”.

Now I was really in a spot.  I had already let Beckie suck my dick, and now she wanted me all to herself.  If I refused, she may say something and get me into trouble.  Who knows how her mind works.  But I was flattered by her wanting me.  It was nice to know you are still wanted.

“We can talk about this later,” I told her.

“Ok,” she replied as sat back in the seat and looked over at me with a sideways glance.

That look should have told me what was coming, but I didn’t catch the meaning behind it.  Beckie pulled off her pants and her panties revealing a clean shaven, pink little pussy.  I was having a hard time driving!  She put her legs on the dash and began to run her fingers down her slit.

“This could be yours,” she teased.  “I’m very tight and wet”.

She held up her fingers and showed me her juices that coated her finger.  She then put her fingers into her mouth and sucked the juice from them.  I was hard once again. 

“Ok, ok,” I said at last.  “We are here.  Put your pants back on”.

We parked the car and got our luggage out, trying not to drag it through the snow.  Once inside, my mother got us to our rooms.  I was tired and a warm, soft bed was calling my name.  I said goodnight to mom, and kissed Beckie on the cheek.  I could tell she wanted more, but not here.  She would have to wait.


Chapter Three

I fell asleep quickly, the thoughts of Beckie slipped my mind completely.  I was a lot more tired than what I had thought.  At some point in the night, something woke me up and I found myself face to face with Beckie.

“What are you doing?” I whispered.

“I want you right here, right now,” she replied.

“We’re going to get caught!” I whispered sternly.

“Only if you make noise,” she said with a grin as she dipped below the covers.

She grabbed my cock and shoved it into her mouth before I could protest.  A blowjob after waking from a deep sleep is one of the best.  It felt so good with her mouth sliding up and down my shaft.  My body remembered that I had not cum earlier, which made my cock even harder.  I pulled at Beckie wanting her to come up so I could fuck her, but she resisted.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered.

With that, she went back to my cock and began to suck it hard.  Each upward movement of her head caused her to suck on the head of my cock.  I could feel my orgasm getting close as she worked to get me there.  I lifted my ass as I began to cum.  Beckie took my whole cock into her mouth as I shot my load down her throat.  Jesus that felt good!  I don’t know how much cum she drank, but it was a lot.  As I went limp, she dropped my cock out of her mouth and slid back up to me.

“Now it’s my turn,” she said.

She got on her knees and slid up to my face, straddling me.  Her soft, bare pussy lips were just asking for my tongue.  I licked her from ass to clit, with her shuddering from each lick.

“Fuck me with our tongue,” she whispered.

I shoved my tongue inside of her pussy and began to fuck her with it.  She was moaning softly as I felt her juices running down my chin.  I looked up and watched her as she twisted and pulled her nipples, her head falling backwards as I tongue fucked her.

I removed my tongue from her hole and went to work on her clit.  I was licking her fast as she squirmed on my face.  I could feel her body begin to tense up as she neared her orgasm.  I took one finger and put some of her juices on it, and began to fuck her ass with my finger just as she started to cum.

She was trying hard not to make any noise as she convulsed with each wave of her orgasm.  Her ass pulsed on my finger letting me know how long she was coming.  Her soft whimpers soon gave way to heavy breathing as her orgasm subsided.  She slid down my body and lay on top of me, her head on my shoulder.

“I love you so much, daddy,” she told me.

“I love you too, sweetie,” I replied. 

She kissed me passionately before lying back down on top of me.  I loved the feel of her small frame as she lay there completely naked.  There was no turning back.  It was now my mission to fuck that tight little pussy and take her virginity from her ass.  She as going to get fucked in both holes before the weekend was over.

I woke up and almost panicked as I remembered her lying on top of me.  But Beckie was not in the room.  At some point she must have returned to her room.  I had been so exhausted I never even noticed.  I went to the bathroom, then grabbed my shorts and t-shirt and headed for the kitchen to get some coffee.

Beckie was sitting at the table with mom, and was actually having a conversation with her.

“Good morning,” I said as I poured my cup of coffee.

“Good morning, daddy,” Beckie said as she smiled at me.

“Good morning,” mom replied.  “What a difference a year makes.  Beckie is so talkative now”.

“Yep, she sure is,” I replied as I winked at Beckie.

“I was worried about you guys making it in last night with that snow storm we had,” she said.

“Yeah so was I,” I replied.  “We pulled off into the old Jacobs house driveway and waited for the plow to go through.  Couldn’t see the road”.

“Well, you made it, that’s all that counts,” she said.  “So, when are you guys heading back”?

“Well, I was originally going to head back Sunday, but I think we are going to head back Saturday,” I replied.  “If we hit any weather we can stop somewhere for the night and let them clear the roads”.

“That’s a good idea,” she replied.

The next couple of days were excruciating.  I wanted to fuck Beckie so bad, but I didn’t want anyone to know what we were doing.  I was afraid we would get caught.  Beckie teased me for those few days, knowing I couldn’t do anything about it.  But little did she know that I had actually planned to stay in a hotel Saturday night.  I would have all the time I needed to fuck her properly.

Friday night she came into my room again and gave me another blowjob.  She didn’t want me to return the favor, she just wanted to please me and taste my cock.  I needed to fuck her in a bad way.  She drove me crazy and I knew she wanted my cock inside of her.  Saturday night couldn’t come fast enough.

We finally said our goodbyes about two on Saturday and headed down the road towards our hotel.  I knew what she was going to get, but I doubt she knew it.  She thought we were driving straight through.

“You have been a bad girl these last couple of days,” I teased her.

“Oh? And what are you going to do about it?” she teased right back.

“I should spank you on your bare ass,” I said as I smiled.

“Ohh, now THAT might be fun!” she said.

She lifted her shirt and showed me her bare tits.

“Want a taste?” she teased as she twisted her nipples.

“Oh, you’re such a bad girl,” I told her.  “Daddy is gonna have to punish you for that”!

“Promises, promises,” she teased.

I was semi hard the whole trip with her teasing and my mind running over what I was going to do to her in the hotel room.  I couldn’t wait to get her alone and show her exactly what see had been missing.  We finally made it to our exit for the hotel as I turned off the freeway.

“Where are we going?” Beckie asked.

“To a hotel to spend the night,” I replied.

Beckie smiled as she realized what was going to happen.

“Thank you, daddy,” she said as she slid over and kissed my cheek.

I checked into the hotel, pulled around to the side and got our luggage.  We got into the room and stood there for a moment just looking at each other.  Beckie finally walked up to me and hugged me.

“I love you, daddy,” she said as she looked into my eyes.


Chapter Four

We stood there kissing each other for a little bit before I started undoing her coat.  Once that was off her, I removed my coat and began to undress her.  She stood there and let me remove all of her clothing, then stood still as I looked her over from head to toe.  I loved the look of her small frame as her huge tits stood out.  She had a nice thigh gap so that I could see her entire, bare pussy with those little inner pussy lips poking through.

She walked up to me and began to undress me, her soft, delicate hands felt like silk gloves against my skin.  She could now see in the full light how big my cock was.

“I need to feel that big cock inside of me,” she said as she kissed me deeply. 

She was on her tip toes as she kissed me.  I had to bend over just to meet her lips.  I picked her up and sat her on the chair, draping both legs over the arms.  I got on my knees and leaned in to suck her tits.

I took each nipple in my mouth and sucked them hard, rolling them with my tongue.  I moved from her tits down her body and her stomach as I neared her pussy.  She was dripping wet as I licked all around her pussy, driving her crazy.  I lifted her legs up to her shoulders, then told her to hold them.  I moved my tongue down to her virgin ass and began to lick her asshole.  She moaned loudly as my hot, wet tongue pleasured her like she had never felt before.

I moved back to her pussy and fucked her with my tongue, sliding it in and out of her hole as quickly as I could.  I moved to her outer pussy lips and sucked each one of them as she squealed with pleasure.  I was ready to fuck her.  She needed fucked first, then I would make her cum, then I would fuck her again.

I lifted her from the chair and set her on all fours on the edge of the bed.  I pushed her head down and positioned myself behind her.  I pushed my cock against her pussy, spreading her lips as the head of my cock began to penetrate her.  My god was she tight!  She moaned when I began to slide my cock into her, feeling my fullness.

Once I had my cock in her pussy, I began to fuck her with long, deep strokes.  She was moaning and panting as I slammed her pussy with my bog cock.

“Oh god, daddy, I love your cock!” she wailed.  “Fuck me hard daddy, fuck me hard”!

I was hammering her pussy as hard as I could, but didn’t want to cum yet.  I let a bit of spit fall from my mouth to her asshole, then removed my cock from her pussy.  Pushing against her virgin ass, my cock began to open her up.  I used slow, small strokes to get her ass used to my cock, then slid it all the way into her ass.

I started pumping her ass as she screamed into the mattress.  My cock was deep inside of her with every stroke.  She reached back and began to rub her clit as my cock continued to slam into her ass.  Satisfied I had broken her in, I removed my cock from her ass and rolled her over.

I knelt down onto the floor and began to lick her clit as fast as I could.  It didn’t take her long to cum, her body shaking as wave after wave of orgasm swept over her.  As her orgasm subsided, I picked her up and put her legs around my waist as my cock slid back into her pussy.  She hung on tight as I lifted her ass with my hands, slamming her pussy down onto my cock.

“Oh, my god daddy,” she wailed.  “Yes, yes, more, fuck me, I want you to cum inside of me.  I want to feel your cum fill me up”.

Shit!  I had completely forgot about a condom!  I couldn’t stop now, I was so close to busting a nut that I didn’t care.  I fucked her as fast and as hard as I could.  Soon my balls let me know my orgasm was coming.  I lifted her legs over my arms, widening her as far as I could, then slammed my cock deep inside of her.  She screamed as my cock penetrated her deeply, my cum starting to shoot inside of her as I reached my orgasm.

I unloaded my wad into her pussy as she moaned and kissed me.  Her body was shaking from all of the sex, as we both collapsed onto the bed, spent.  We lay there for quite a while before either of us spoke.

“Daddy?” she asked.

“Yes, sweetie?” I replied.

“I love you and I love your cock,” she said.  “Please don’t stop fucking me, ever”.

“I will do my best,” I replied.

This sweet little honey pot was right, she could give me way more than her mother.  I didn’t want to ever let go of her.  But I was married to her mom.  I needed to find a way to have her and not get burned by her mother.

We arrived home the next day fairly early.  We walked into the house and found a letter on the end table by the door.

“Please forgive me, both of you.  I have fallen in love with a man from our London office, and have left to join him there.  I will sign divorce papers if you will just send them.  Beckie, I love you but you are now a woman and will be starting your own life soon.  I hope you can forgive me, and maybe someday you will understand why I left.

-Mom”

Well, wasn’t that just convenient?  Here I was worried I wouldn’t be able to handle telling her I was in love with her daughter, when the whole time she was planning on leaving me.  Now I had nothing standing in my way of having Beckie.

Our sex life was way better than I had imagined.  Beckie still called me daddy when we had sex, and I was fine with that.  There were some rumors that floated around for a while, but they soon fizzled out.  Beckie turned out to be the woman I had always wanted.  She was there for me anytime I needed her, and was always game for sex.  What more could a guy ask for?


Daddy’s Baby

By
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Chapter One

“I’m eighteen,” I said to myself as I stood in front of the bathroom mirror after a long, hot shower before heading off to school.  I was finally a woman.  I looked at my profile really studying my figure.  I was five feet two inches tall and weight ninety-seven pounds.  My tits weren’t especially large, but a respectable 30B.  I had always shaved my pussy as I enjoyed the feel of silk panties as they rubbed my lips while I walked making me feel sexy.

I had fucked a couple of boys I had met on Tinder, but nothing serious ever came of the relationships.  I wanted a more mature man, not some teenage boy who was clueless about women.  But more than anything I wanted to be a mom.  I had known since I was about thirteen that I wanted to have a baby.  I had never shared that with anyone because I didn’t want all the negativity and lectures about being too young.  Now it didn’t matter, I could do what I wanted.

I had one month left of high school, but was not looking forward to graduating.  My mom was hell bent on me going to college to get a degree, any degree, so it would help my job chances.  She failed to realize I didn’t want a job, I wanted to be a stay at home mom.  I knew a battle would be brewing once I told her I didn’t want to go to college, so I needed to figure out how I was going to get her to drop the whole college thing.

I got dressed and went downstairs to get some breakfast and listen to the college speech yet again.

“Morning, sweetie,” mom said.

“Morning,” I replied.

“One month left, then you are free,” she said.

“Yep, almost there,” I replied getting ready to cringe as I waited for college to come up.

“Have you decided where you are going to go to school yet?” she asked.

Yep, there it was just like clockwork.  Why couldn’t she just leave it alone?

“Mom, can we not talk about this right now, please?” I told her.

“At some point, we have to talk about it,” she replied.  “Your future depends on it.  You want to spend your life flipping burgers”?

I sighed and grabbed my car keys not wanting to get into it with her first thing in the morning.

“I gotta get to school,” I said as I walked out the back door.

What the hell was her problem?  It was my life, not hers.  I felt like she was trying to relive her life through me.  I just wanted to be left alone to pursue what was important to me, not her.  I was almost to my car when I heard my stepdad call my name.

“Hey, daddy,” I replied.

“You know she just wants you to be happy,” he said.

“I know, but it’s my life, not hers,” I told him.  “I just wish she would drop it and let me be”.

“I think you need to just bite the bullet and tell her what you feel,” he told me as he walked over and gave me a hug.  “You’re officially an adult today, and it’s now your life.  Do what you feel is best for you”.

I hugged him back thankful for his wise judgement.  I wished mom was as supportive and understanding as he was.  I hadn’t always like him, especially when he first married my mom.  But as time wore on, he became my rock, my best friend and confidant.  I could tell him anything and he would never judge me.

As I let go of him and got into my car, it was the first time I could remember feeling different about him.  I looked at him as I got ready to back out of the drive, and that’s when it hit me.  I wanted him to be the father of my baby.  What more could I ask for in a husband and father?  He was kind, gentle and definitely easy on the eyes.  But he was married to my mom.  How on earth would I be able to get him?

I struggled with myself over these thoughts most of the day.  If I were to take him from my mom, I would most likely lose her.  She would surely disown me for doing something like that to her.  But no matter how hard I tried, I could not get him out of my mind.  But the bigger question, was how on earth would I get him to want me like that?  To him, I was his daughter.  It’s kind of an unspoken taboo to not touch a stepdaughter sexually.

I went through the next couple of days in sort of a fog as I tried to justify getting him for myself.  I even sat down and made a pros and cons list of being able to have him vs. not having him.  But my pros list was way bigger than the cons list.  I knew I had to make a decision, and I knew he was what I wanted.  Now the task became how to get him.  Being a guy, some teasing and subtle sexual innuendoes should do the trick.

I worked out what I was going to do in my mind, but carrying it out was going to be nerve wracking.  What if he didn’t take to my advances and told my mom?  Would I be risking losing both of them?  If he did accept my advances, how long could we keep it from mom?  How would we tell her if things did work out between us?  So many questions swirled around my head that it was making me almost not try to get him.  But in the end, I was determined to at least try.  My future was worth it.  After all, he was the one who said to do what is best for me.  And right now, he was best for me.

One Friday night I got the courage up to try and see if I could get him aroused.  I wore my white t-shirt and no bra to see if my nipples showing would get him started.  My nipples were perpetually hard for some reason, which was why I never really liked padded bras.  Of course, that also presented a problem with the boys at school who always stared at my tits.  I was immune to it by now and didn’t really pay much attention to it.  But now that I had a target in my sights, I needed to use them to my advantage.

I went downstairs to find dad sitting in the living room watching a documentary.

“Where’s mom?” I asked.

“Working late again,” he said with disgust.

“Does she ever work only forty hours anymore?” I asked.

“I wish,” he replied.

I went into the kitchen and got myself a coke from the fridge, making sure to lean my tits in to let the cool air from the icebox make my nipples stand at attention.  I walked back into the living room and stopped in front of dad.  I made up a bullshit question just so I could get him to look at me.

“Can you look at my car tomorrow?” I asked.

He looked up at me and I saw him look right at my tits before averting his eyes.

“What’s wrong with it?” he asked.

“It’s making a weird noise when I turn right,” I replied.

He was having a hard time not letting his eyes drop to my tits as I stood there with rock-hard nipples.

“Yeah, remind me in the morning,” he said.

Satisfied I had gotten his attention, I sat down on the couch and stared at the TV.  I wasn’t really watching the show with any interest, I was trying to use my peripheral vision to see if he was checking out my tits or not.

Several times I caught him looking over at them.  Nice, he was fantasizing about me, or so I imagined.  Knowing he was looking at my tits made me horny.  Just knowing I could turn him on was an exciting experience for me.  I sat there having my own fantasies as we both tried to appear interested in the show that really held no interest for either one of us now.

I heard the car door shut and knew mom was home at last.  Not wanting a repeat of the whole college thing, I got up from the couch to go upstairs.  I walked over to dad and gave him a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“I’m going to bed before an argument starts again,” I told him.  “God night, daddy”.

“Good night sweetie,” he replied.

I felt his gaze following me as I walked up the stairs and out of sight.  Once I was in my bedroom, I laid down on my bed and started dreaming of what a life with him would be like.  Sure, we have lived together for several years, but only as father and daughter.  What would it be like to be his wife, his lover and the mother of his children?


Chapter Two

Saturday brought a new opportunity for me to try and arouse dad once again.  Of course, it helped that mom was working again.  Mandatory overtime.  I made sure I wore no bra, and this time I put on very tight spandex shorts without underwear.  I wanted to present the best view of my pussy to him as I could.  Surely, he would get turned on by this outfit that would leave little to his imagination.

I bounded down the stairs and into the kitchen where he was sipping his coffee.

“Good morning, daddy,” I said as I got myself a coffee cup and poured some for myself.

“Morning, baby,” he replied.

I stood by the sink trying to think of a way to get him to look at me and see what I was wanting to show him.  Then I remembered my ploy from the previous night.

“Oh, don’t forget you are supposed to look at my car today,” I told him.

He turned to look at me, but paused as his eyes swept down my body.  I could tell he liked what he saw, but he did a good job of trying to hide it.

“Yep, I’ll take a look right after I get dressed,” he replied.

He rinsed out his coffee cup and put it into the dishwasher as I continued to stand there for his viewing pleasure.

“I’m going to get a shower first, then I’ll check it out for you, ok?” he asked.

“Sure,” I replied.

He turned and headed upstairs as I watched him walk away.  I had never really paid much attention to his demeanor or his walk until now.  He had a confident walk and of course he also had a nice ass.  I loved his broad shoulders and muscular arms.  I was getting wet just watching him walk!

I heard the shower start, but had not heard the door close.  Did he leave it open on purpose?  Had I just missed the sound of the door closing and was just imagining he left it open on purpose?  I needed to know for sure, so I crept up the stairs careful not to make loud noises.  I peered over the top step, almost afraid of what I would see.  My heart was racing as I saw the door slightly ajar.  Was that on purpose?  How many times had he left it like that before and I had never noticed?

As I sat there waiting for him to emerge from the shower, I tried to control my breathing.  I was breathing so heavily I felt like the sound of my breath was echoing like drums across the hallway.  At last, I heard the shower stop and the curtain being pulled back.  My hands were shaking slightly as I anticipated seeing his naked body.  Would he look out of the door and see me?  Would he realize the door was open and close it before I got the chance to steal a look at him?

My mind was racing with so many thoughts, I had to finally close my eyes and take a deep breath so I could stay focused on what I was waiting to see.  At last I saw the shadow of his body as he dried himself off.  One leg, two legs, and finally his whole body appeared in full view through that opening he had left.

He had a muscular chest and a firm stomach.  Not a six pack, but not far from it.  He had a little bit of chest hair, but not a lot.  He was definitely not one of those hairy back guys, thank god.  I looked down further hoping to see his cock, but the way his legs were positioned, I couldn’t see anything.

“Move your leg!” I whispered to myself.

Anticipation of seeing that glorious spear of pleasure was killing me!  I was about to give up and go back downstairs before I got caught when he finally moved his leg.  There it was, hanging right there not more than eight feet from me!  Wow, was that a nice-looking cock!  I actually licked my lips when I saw it.  He was circumcised, and even soft he had some length to him.

I was getting horny looking at this cock that I imagined would penetrate me and fill me with his seed that I almost forgot that I was crouched on the landing!  He reached for the door knob, which brought me back to reality as I ducked down behind the steps.  I heard him walk to the bedroom, which gave me the opportunity to creep back downstairs.  Whew, that was close!

I sat at the table with my coffee as I tried to appear as though I had sat there the whole time waiting for him to come down stairs.  I needed to feel his cock inside of me, I needed him to fill me.  I was trying to get myself calmed down before he showed up, but I was not having very much luck with it.  My mind kept showing me that lovely cock and telling me I needed to feel it.  I felt like I was becoming obsessed with it!

Maybe I was getting obsessed with his cock. Was that such a bad thing?  I had finally gotten myself calmed down and had just rinsed out my cup when he walked into the room.

“Ok, let’s see what’s going on with your car,” he told me.

I grabbed my keys and followed him outside.  I gave him the keys so he could drive it, knowing he wouldn’t find anything.  We drove around the block a few times, then returned home.

“I’m sorry, baby, but I couldn’t hear anything,” he said as he parked the car.

“I know I heard it,” I told him.

“Well, it could be the brakes getting worn,” he replied.  “I’ll pop a tire off and see how the pads look”.

He got the floor jack and lifted the car to take the tire off.  He rolled the tire to the side as he crouched down and looked inside the wheel well.  Not wanting to blow an opportunity, I got real close and leaned over him.  My pussy was a mere foot away from his face.  He could have turned and licked me right there!

He pulled his head back and turned to talk to me, but instead was faced with my tight shorts showing my full pussy to him.  It took him a second to gather himself after seeing the outline of my pussy before speaking.

“Uh, well they seem ok, but they are getting down there,” he said as he tried to hide the fact he had just stared at my pussy.

“How long until I need to replace them?” I asked not moving.

“Probably six months or so,” he said as he stood up slowly, making sure to get a good look at me.

He put the tire back on the car and put the jack away.  My plan was working!  I could tell by the bulge in his shorts that I was turning him on.  But he was trying real hard not to let me know what he was feeling.

“I need to wash my hands,” he said as he headed for the house.

I followed him inside and waited for him to finish.  Once he had dried his hands, I gave him a hug and kissed his neck.  God how I loved the feel of his strong arms around me.  He slid his hands down to my hips as I held onto him, wanting to go further, but afraid to.

“I have to go get the mower from the repair shop,” he said as he pulled back from me.

Damn!  I should have made my move!

“Ok, see you when you get back,” I said as I watched him leave the house.

I was so excited and horny when he left, I just had to take care of myself.  I went to my room and took my shorts off, laying down on the bed.  I spread my legs and began to imagine it was his hands rubbing my pussy and tits.  My pussy was so soft and smooth from shaving as my fingers slid between my folds, touching my already sensitive clit.  I sucked in my breath and cooed as my fingers found my hole and began to slide in and out of it.

My other hand was twisting and tugging at my nipples as I imagined his large, strong hands tweaking them.  My juices were flowing down my fingers as I imagined his cock inside of me, fucking me hard.  Oh how I wanted to feel him inside of me.  I began to quickly rub my clit as my body screamed for satisfaction.  I needed to cum so I could get rid of my sexual frustration. 

I heard the lawnmower start as I turned my head to look out of my window.  There was dad in his shorts and no shirt on.  I could see his muscles ripple as he guided the mower around the back yard.  My passion was building as I wanted him, imagining those muscles wrapped around my body as he pumped my pussy with his big, beautiful cock.  My body began to tense up as my climax neared, my hips pushing upward.

I sighed loudly and shook as my orgasm hit me and sent waves of ecstasy through my small frame.  Convulsion after convulsion rocked my body as I rubbed my clit for as long as I could stand it.  Giving in, I finally removed my finger and clamped my legs closed, grabbing onto the blanket with both fists.  I lay there for a while as I recovered and got my breathing back to normal.

Soon, I would be enjoying the real thing and not using my fingers.  I couldn’t wait for that day to arrive, even if I had to hasten it.  I got myself dressed and returned downstairs as dad was finishing up his mowing.  It was getting close to time for mom to come home, so I knew I wouldn’t be able to push the issue any further.  But tomorrow on the other hand, now that would provide another opportunity to make him mine at last.


Chapter Three

I ended up going out with my friends for the afternoon and doing some shopping and boy watching, but none of the boys interested me.  I had a real man I was trying to catch.  These boys didn’t hold a candle to him.  As dinner time approached, I said goodbye to my friends and headed home.  I was tired and I didn’t want to eat out at some fast food joint.

I walked into the house and asked what was for dinner.

“Your mother and I are going out tonight, so you’re on your own,” dad said.

“Aw man, I was looking forward to a family dinner,” I complained.

“Sorry sweetie, but you’ll just have to fend for yourself tonight,” he replied.

Mom came down from upstairs and said hi as she grabbed her purse.  I watched as they got into the car and headed out of the driveway.  Great, now what was I going to do?  I opted to order a pizza and just watch something on TV.  I knew that when those two went out, it usually ended in a night of sex.  I was actually sort of envious of my mom since she was going to be getting that cock tonight instead of me.

I ate my pizza and watched some weird sci-fi movie before opting for bed.  It didn’t take me long to fall asleep, but I didn’t stay that way for long.  I woke up around three and could hear the two of them going at it in their bedroom.  I got brave and decided to sneak out to their room and see if I could watch what they were doing.

They always left their door slightly ajar for the dog, so I could see a little bit of their bed.  I saw dad with his head between mom’s legs as she moaned and breathed very loudly.  She must have cum, because her body was shaking and her arms hit the bed.  Dad got up and moved to her side as she rolled over to him.  Apparently, he was wanting a blowjob, but she didn’t want to do it.  I could hear the conversation as he gave in and let her get on top of him.

His cock was much larger when he was stiff, that much I could see.  He was fucking her hard as he lifted her ass and thrust his cock inside of her pussy.  Soon, he also tensed up as mom sat down on him and didn’t move.  After only a short time, she got off him and lay beside him.  They did some pillow talk for a few minutes before they rolled over to go to sleep.

I snuck back into my room and crawled back under my covers.  I wondered why mom didn’t suck his dick, especially after he had eaten her out.  I would have loved to suck that big cock, even if it was just for a short while.  My juices were flowing, but I didn’t want to cum.  I wanted to build it up so I would be driven by my passion the next day instead of being cautious.  Being horny really changes things, that’s for sure!

I got up the next morning and was still feeling rather horny.  I laid in bed for a bit as I listened to the voices downstairs.  Mom would be getting ready to go to the grocery store any minute now, which would give me the chance to work on dad some more.

“You need anything from the store, Cassandra?” I heard mom yelling.

“No, I’m good,” I hollered back. 

Time to start my show!  I got out of bed and put on a silk night shirt that barely covered me.  I knew the silk would enhance my already stiff nipples.  I was going to give dad a good show this morning of it killed me.  I heard the front door close and heard the car start.  Now was my chance!

I went downstairs and got some coffee with dad sitting at the table reading the Sunday paper.  He glanced up at me as I turned to set my coffee on the table, and I knew I was turning him on.  I went to the fridge and got some milk for my coffee, put it in and put the milk back.  Now for my show.  I bent over and asked dad if there was any bread.  The long pause before he answered told me he had gotten the full view.  I smiled and stood back up, closed the door and sat in my seat.  I knew my shirt didn’t cover things well, so there was plenty for him to see as he watched me sit down.

He cleared his throat as he got ready to speak.  Here it comes!

“Look, I know what you are trying to do,” he started as my heart began to sink.

“What?” I asked innocently.

“Please, don’t pretend like you haven’t been trying to get me aroused for the last two days,” he replied.  “I’m flattered, I really am that you want me like that.  But I’m married to your mom, and I would never cheat on her with anyone.  Besides, I am twenty years older than you.  You need to find someone closer to your age”.

“Why don’t you want me?” I asked.

“It’s not that I don’t want you,” he said.  “But I am in love with your mom”.

“Are you going to tell her?” I asked nervously.

“No, I’m not going to tell her,” he replied.  “You two have enough problems right now, and that is the last thing you need to add to the list”.

“Thank you,” I said as I hung my head.

“You’ll find someone who is your mate, sooner or later,” he said trying to comfort me.  “But it’s not me”.

I got up and went to my room, my dreams crushed.  I was so sure he would want me.  He was a lot stronger than what I gave him credit for, and mom had better appreciate his loyalty.  Most men would have jumped my bones after a show like that, but not dad.  He had integrity.  Knowing all of this just made me want him even more.  I knew I couldn’t have him, but maybe I could look for another man who was just like him, just as strong and committed as he was.

While I was crushed, I knew I had to move on.  I gathered myself up and got dressed, ready to take on the rest of my day.  My friends had invited me to go to the movies that afternoon, so I got my things together and headed for the theater.  Maybe a night out with them would take my mind off of dad.

We watched a comedy and then went to Denny’s afterwards for a late-night snack.  There were some guys there who were flirting with us, and I know I should have been interested in them, but I just couldn’t do it.  My friends told me I was dragging down the party, so I left and went home.  I knew it would take some time for me to get over this.  I just wasn’t sure how long.


Chapter Four

When dad came home from work Wednesday, I asked him if I could talk to him.

“Sure, homey, what’s up?” he asked.

“Well, I have been thinking that maybe college is something I should do,” I started.  “I mean it would give me a chance to be out on my own and maybe the experience will give me some inspiration for what I want to do with my life”.

“Well, if that’s what you really want to do, then we’ll do what we can to make it happen,” he replied.

“Should I visit a couple campuses?” I asked.

“That would probably be a good idea.  Do have a school in mind?” he asked.

“I was thinking Virginia Tech,” I replied.  “It’s not too far away, so I could come home and visit once in a while.  I checked with their admission office and they said I could visit this weekend and do my admissions paperwork while I was there”.

“Ok, well if that’s what you want to do then I’ll talk to your mom when she gets home,” he replied.

I gave him a hug and said thank you.  I felt like I just needed to get away before I did something to ruin life at home.  Maybe I would find someone at school who would want a stay at home wife and someone who just wanted to have a family and please her husband.

The plan was to leave Friday after work and spend the night in Blacksburg so I could be at the school early Saturday.  But when I got home, dad told me we might not be able to go.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Mom has to work again tomorrow,” he replied.

“She has been on my ass to enroll in school, and now that I want to she isn’t going to be able to go with me?” I asked hotly.

“I know, I know.  I hate that she works so much,” he said.  “Tell you what, if she can’t go then I’ll just take you myself, ok”?

“Ok, thanks daddy,” I told him as I gave him a hug.

We waited for mom to come home, then asked her about going.

“I’m sorry, honey but I can’t.  I have to work,” she said.

“Why bug me to go if you’re not going to be there when I decide to go?” I asked hotly.

“I’m sorry, I wish I could go, but I can’t,” she replied.

“Fine, then dad is going to take me,” I said sternly.

Mom sighed deeply as I gathered my suitcase and headed outside.  I could hear them arguing as I get into the car to wait for dad.  I sat there for about ten minutes waiting for him.  I was about to get out of the car and go see what was taking so long, when dad came out and got into the car.

“Everything ok?” I asked.

“It’s fine,” he replied.

I knew everything wasn’t ok, but I didn’t want to push the issue.  We set off for Blacksburg in silence.  I tried to make conversation a couple of times, but dad just gave short answers.  I could tell he was upset, but I didn’t think mom not coming was worth all of this.

“It’s ok, dad,” I said after a couple of hours.  “Don’t let this affect you guys.  I’ll be fine”.

“Six years,” he replied.

“What?” I asked.

“Six years of being there for her and she just tosses us aside as if we were a disposable lighter”.

I wasn’t following what he was saying.  I guess this really bothered him.  He knew how much she had hounded me, so I guess he felt like she just let us both down.  We stopped for dinner and to use the bathroom, then got back on the road.  We arrived at our hotel around ten o’clock.  Dad got us checked in, then drove to the back of the hotel so we could be close to our rooms.

“Sorry honey,” he said.  “But we have to share a room.  They over booked and took our other room”.

“It’s ok,” I replied.  “I can sleep on the floor or on the sofa if our room has one”.

We got into our room and settled in for the evening.  There was only one king sized bed, so I was going to sleep on the floor.  Dad tried to give me the bed, but I insisted he use it.  I was younger and could handle the hard floor better than he could.  At least that was my argument.  If he was paying for this, the least I could do was let him sleep in comfort.

We watched some TV for a while and made small talk.  We decided to turn in around twelve, so I made a spot on the floor and went into the bathroom and changed.  While I was in there, he got undressed and got under his covers.

“Goodnight, sweetie,” he said as he turned out the light.

“Goodnight, daddy,” I replied.

With the room enveloped in darkness, I lay there thinking of him.  I know he said we could never be, but here we were sharing a room and both of us nearly naked with nothing but a blanket to shield our bodies from each other.  I could hear him breathing as I lay there wanting to comfort him with whatever was bothering him.

“Dad?” I said breaking the silence.

“Yeah?” he replied.

“Are you and mom ok?” I asked.

Dad sighed and paused before answering me.

“Probably not,” said at last.

“Why, what’s going on?” I asked.

“I guess I might as well tell you.  You’ll find out sooner or later,” he replied.  “Your mom asked me for a divorce right before we left.  I had no idea it was coming.  I still don’t understand why”.

I was floored!  On one hand I was sad that I was going to lose the only dad I had known.  On the other hand, I was hopeful as maybe this would open the door for me to have him.  With mom out of the picture, there was nothing stopping me from pursuing him.

“I’m sorry,” I said not really meaning it.

“Thanks, but it’s nothing to do with you,” he replied.

I lay there for quite a while wondering if I should make a move.  My heart said yes, but my mind said no.  I didn’t know if I could take being rejected by him again.  My body finally won over and I got up from my bed on the floor and got into bed with him.

“What are you doing?” he asked as I snuggled up next to him.

“I want to love you,” I replied as I slid my hand down between his legs.

This time he didn’t stop me.  I could feel his cock getting hard as I stroked it with my soft hands.  He reached over and pulled me to him, kissing me passionately.  At last, my dream was going to come true.  He rolled me onto my side as he kissed and licked my ears and my neck.  He was sending chills down my spine as he moved his hands across my body.  His hands moved down to my tits and he began to message them, his fingers twisting and tugging my nipples.  I moaned as he moved his face down to my tits and began to suck and lick my nipples.  I could feel my wetness as my juices started to flow from my pussy.  I was ready for him to take me.


Chapter Five

Dad was masterful in how he worked me into a frenzy.  His hands slid down to my pussy, but he just rubbed me all over except right on my soaking wet pussy.  This was driving me crazy!  At last, he slid down my body, kissing me as he went, then pushed my legs up and wide.  I felt his hot breath as I anticipated his tongue hitting my pussy.

He licked my outer lips and kissed my inner thighs as I moaned and cooed at his teasing.  I felt his tongue start to part my folds as he began to insert his tongue inside of my hole.   My clit was so engorged from his oral stimulation, I jumped when his tongue finally touched it.  My hand flung down onto the sheets and grabbed a hand full of material as his tongue began to flick my clit.

I came after only a few minutes of his tongue lashing, squirming and moaning as I came.  Once my orgasm had subsided, he slid up and acted like he was going to penetrate me.  I stopped him and pushed him over on his back.  I knew he licked having his cock sucked, and I was determined to give him what mom hadn’t.

I stroked his cock as I looked at it, thinking of how it was going to feel inside of me.  I could wait for that, right now he needed pleased.  I sucked his cock into my mouth and began to slowly suck on it, my mouth sliding up and down that long, thick shaft.  I put his entire length into my mouth until his stomach was against my nose.  He sucked his breath in as I did this, and indication he was enjoying it.

I began to increase my speed as I slid his cock in and out of my mouth.  I just had to taste him.  I had never swallowed before, but I wanted to swallow him.  I played with his balls while I sucked and stroked his cock.  I could feel his balls tightening up as he approached his orgasm.  He exploded inside of my mouth as his first shot of cum hit the back of my throat.  I hadn’t anticipated how much cum he was going to give me, but I swallowed it all.

As his cock started to go limp, I let it out if my mouth and slid up beside him.

“I love you, daddy,” I said.  “I want to please you forever”.

“I love you too,” he replied as he caressed my arm.

We lie there not saying a word, just holding each other for what seemed like a long time.  I was content with pleasing him, but I still wanted him inside of me.

“Daddy?” I asked.

“What, baby,” he replied.

“Can I tell you my secret without you getting upset?” I asked hesitantly.

“You can tell me anything,” he replied.

“Well, you know how I was against college, right?” I said.

“Right,” he replied.

“Well, the reason I didn’t want to go is because I don’t want a college degree,” I said.

“Why not?” he asked.

“Because I have known since I was about thirteen what I wanted to do,” I told him.

“And just what is that?” he asked.

“I want to be a mother and a stay at home mom,” I replied.

I waited for the usual response but he shocked me with his reply.

“What’s wrong with that?” he replied.  “If that’s what you want to do, then do it.  Lots of women are quite content doing that”.

“Can I tell you something else?” I asked.

“Sure,” he replied.

“I want you to be the father of my baby,” I said cautiously.

There was silence for a while and I feared I had scared him. I wrestled with myself as to whether I should say anything or not.  I finally gave in and asked.

“What are you thinking?” I asked as I looked up at him.

“I’m wondering why?” he replied.

“I’ll tell you why,” I said.  “You are a kind, committed and loyal man.  You have raised me like I was your own, and even stayed true to mom when I first tried to hit on you.  All I want is to spend the rest of my life pleasing you and having your baby”.

Daddy hugged me and kissed my forehead.

“I don’t suppose I can change your mind?” he asked.

“No, I am sure of this.  More sure than anything else in my life,” I replied.

He rolled over to me and began to kiss me.

“If that’s what you really want, the I will give that to you,” he said.

I was ecstatic!  At last I was going to have everything I wanted.  He was going to be mine, and I was going to have his baby!  I wanted to get started right then and there.  Fuck college!

I reached down and began to stroke him hard once again.  His gentle kisses and stroking were getting my juices flowing as we made out in bed.  He pushed me onto my back, then got between my legs, lifting my ankles to his shoulder.  He slid his cock up and down my slit, ensuring he was well lubricated and driving me crazy!

I felt the head of his cock parting my lips as he started to penetrate me.  I grabbed onto his arms and held my breath as his large cock began to stretch my pussy.  He went slow so as to not hurt me, then slid the full length of his cock inside of me.  It felt so good to be filled with his cock, and the feeling of fullness just made me want him more.

“Fuck me daddy, please fuck me,” I begged.

He started to increase his speed as I moaned and squealed with pleasure.  Every nerve in my body was on fire as he pumped his cock in and out of my pussy.

“Yes, daddy, yes, fuck me!” I wailed.

He pulled his cock out of my pussy, which caused me to shudder.

“I want your ass in the air,” he told me.

I rolled over and lifted my ass as I put my head down on the pillow.  He slid his cock back into my pussy and began to fuck me hard.

“Oh, god yes, daddy, let me feel your cock inside of me!” I screamed.  “Fuck yeah, oh, god yeah”!

I began to slam my ass into his body as I tried to get his cock deep inside of me with every thrust.  He was lasting a long time as he fucked my pussy raw, but I was loving it!

“Fill my pussy with your cum, daddy, I want to feel your cum inside of me,” I told him.

My body tensed as I had my first vaginal orgasm.  I was shaking and wailing as he continued to fuck me hard.  I felt his body finally start to tense up as he neared his orgasm.

“Cum inside of me daddy, please cum inside of me,” I hollered at him.

I felt his cock begin to pulse as he exploded inside of me.  I was all but trashing on the bed as I felt his seed being pumped into me.  This is what I had wanted for so long!  He pulled his cock out of me and lay down on the bed on his back, breathing heavily.  I lay beside him and draped my arm across his body.  At last I had what I wanted.  I was content with just having him hold me, knowing his seed was inside of me.


Chapter Six

We made love several times that night, then fell asleep in each other’s arms.  When we returned home, mom had moved most of her stuff out, and was waiting for me.

“I’m sure dad has told you what’s going on by now,” she said.  “It’s time to go”.

“I’m not going anywhere,” I replied hotly.  “This is my home and I am staying here”.

“No, you’re coming with me,” she insisted.

“Maybe you forgot that I am now eighteen and you can no longer order me around,” I replied sternly.  “I’m NOT leaving”!

“Is this your doing?” she accused dad.

“No, this was all her,” he replied.

“Fine, then have it your way,” she said as she left the house.

We watched as mom left, squealing tires as she turned out of the driveway.  I didn’t hate mom, but dad was mine now, and I didn’t want her around to screw up what I had worked for.  We knew we couldn’t stay in the area due to rumors that would surely start once we were discovered.  We decided to move an hour or so away after I graduated, while dad looked for another job closer to our new home.

Our life together was wonderful, just as I had envisioned.  I kept dad satisfied and he provided for me.  Our sex life was fantastic and neither one of us ever felt like we were not wanted.

I ended up pregnant after several months of trying, and he was great at supporting me all the way through.  Sex was amazing as my tits became swollen and my pussy became very sensitive.  The slightest touch from him threw me into a frenzied orgasm.

Of course, a bonus while being pregnant was no periods.  We could have sex every single day for months.  Eventually, as the baby grew we had to do more doggy style, or me on my side.  Either was worked just fine for me.  I still sucked his cock whenever he wanted knowing he would use his tongue to satisfy me as often as he thought I needed it.

Then week eighteen happened, and something new showed up.  I began lactating.  I never thought about that part of the pregnancy.  It started slowly, but apparently since we were so sexually active, I began to produce a lot of milk.  For some reason, whenever daddy sucked my nipples and the milk started to flow, my pussy swelled and I needed a cock in it, hard!

My nipples were so sensitive that the slightest touch sent my pussy juices flowing.  It was a wonderful period in my life, even though I felt fat most of the time.  He reassured me that I was still his beautiful baby, and treated me like he meant it.

I had some fun with my milk too.  I would shoot daddy with it as he tried to lick it up like a kitten near a milking cow.  My tits grew to a size 32CC, which made him happy.  They never did shrink even after having the baby and breast feeding.
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Chapter One

I sat in my bedroom staring out of my window as the rain poured down, the wind whipping the trees back and forth.  It was one hell of a storm!  It was my eighteenth birthday, the day I became an adult and a woman, but instead of celebrating I was stuck at home in this damned storm.  I drew smiley faces on the fogged-up window as I reflected on the past few years.

My mom had remarried a few years ago, to a guy named Craig.  He was quite a handsome and sexy guy!  He was a lot younger than her, but they seemed happy together.  As I blossomed, I began to develop a crush on Craig.  I don’t think he saw me as anything other than his stepdaughter, but sometimes at night, I would fantasize about him wanting me as a woman.

I wasn’t overly active sexually, I had fucked a couple of boys from school, but they just busted a nut after ten seconds leaving me still wanting.  I wanted an older man, one with experience who could please me as much as I wanted to pleasure him.  My thoughts were starting to turn back to dad as I started to daydream.

I had seen him naked a few times by accident, and loved his muscular body.  He had large, strong arms and a well-defined stomach.  Of course, seeing his large cock added to his appeal.  Sometimes at night, I would fantasize about stroking and fucking that big cock of his as I masturbated.  I don’t know why, but something about him always managed to get me horny.

“Krissy,” I heard my dad calling my name.

“Yeah?” I replied.

“Dinner’s ready,” he said.

“Be right down,” I told him.

Mom was working late so dad had fixed dinner for us.  He cooked quite often and that too was a turn on.  Seeing a man taking care of the house was hot to me for some reason, though I can’t understand why.  I bounded down the stairs and into the kitchen just as he turned the stove off.

“What are we having?” I asked peering over his shoulder.

“Baked salmon and broccoli,” he replied.

I loved his salmon.  I don’t know what he did to it, but it tasted so good and was very flaky.  He really should have been a chef.  I have never had a bad meal that he has cooked.  I grabbed my plate and got my food from the stove, then sat at the table to eat.

“How late is mom going to be?” I asked.

“Late,” he replied.  “She said not to wait up”.

“Well, this has been one hell of a birthday, I can tell you that,” I said dramatically.

“Well, maybe we can do something together after dinner to make it up to you,” he told me.

Yeah, we could do something all right.  You could fuck me!  That would be the best birthday present ever!  I wished I could say that to him, but there was no way I was going to be that bold and risk being grounded for the rest of my natural born life!  I just had to wait and see what he had in mind and pretend I enjoyed it.

“So, any plans for college?” he asked me.

“Still trying to figure out if I even want to go,” I replied.

“Why wouldn’t you?” he asked.

“I just don’t know if racking up fifty thousand dollars in debt is going to be worth it,” I replied.  “There are lots of jobs I can get without a degree.  They may not pay as much, but in the long run, I may be better off”.

“You know, you’re pretty smart for a young woman,” he told me.

I smiled at his compliment.  He was pretty good about praising me, but he also was good about telling me when I was making a mistake.

“Well, I have had two great teachers,” I replied smiling at him.

We finished dinner and I helped him clean up.  It was kind of nice spending time with him without mom being around.  It was almost as if we were playing house, and I was the little lady.  I just wished we could play house in the bedroom as well!

With dinner finished and cleaned up, I told daddy I was going to get a shower.  I told him we could do something after that.  I had a plan to find out just how he felt about me, and tonight was as good a night as any to test him out.  I was going to give him a reason to want me.

I finished my shower and got myself dressed.  I had put on my nightshirt but wore nothing underneath it.  He needed to see what I had to offer and hopefully, he would want it.  Nervously, I headed downstairs to put my plan into action.  My nipples were definitely showing their full strength since I was so aroused by all of this.  There was no way he was going to miss seeing them.

“Ok, I’m all ready,” I said as I walked past him and sat down on the couch.

I know damned well he saw my tits, but he didn’t give any indication whether it turned him on or not.  I needed to up the ante on this little game.  I sat with my legs crossed, ensuring my pussy was visible.

“So, what did you have in mind?” I asked him.

“I was thinking of playing some games,” he replied.  “How about Sorry”?

“Sure,” I replied.  “I haven’t played that in a long time”.

I got up and went to the closet and grabbed the game.  I put it on the coffee table and started putting the pieces on the board.  I made sure I dropped a couple so they would go under the coffee table.  I bent over to grab them, my pussy in full view for daddy to see.  I stood up and put the pieces on the board and sat down.

I could tell by the look on his face that he had seen my full glory and it seemed to have an effect on him.  He seemed a little flustered as we started the game.  I was still sitting cross-legged with my pussy exposed and my nipples making large tents in my shirt.  I knew he could see everything, but being the gentleman that he was, he wasn’t letting on that he was getting turned on by it.  I needed to try harder to get a response from him.

He sent me back to start with his Sorry card, laughing at me.  I took my game piece and threw it at him, laughing.

“Well, if you’re going to be that way I am going to keep your game piece,” he laughed as he pulled it close to his chest.

“Oh, no you don’t,” I laughed as I lunged at him to take my piece back.

When I lunged at him, my shirt got stuck under my leg and pulled my neckline down, allowing one boob to fall out of my shirt.  I sat back and slowly put my boob away while looking at dad, laughing.  I could tell he enjoyed seeing my tit like that.  My plan was starting to work.  Now I just needed to take it up a notch and get him to make a move.  Tonight, he was going to be mine!


Chapter Two

Dad gave me my game piece back right after I put my tit back in my shirt.

“Sorry about that,” I said knowing it was getting to him.

“It’s ok,” he replied.

Yeah, he liked looking at my body.  I resituated myself, making sure to give him a view of my pussy.  I could see his cock showing through his shorts so I knew he was getting turned on by what I was doing.  I needed to think of something else to get him to touch me, to want to go further with my body that just a look.

“Can I ask you something, daddy?” I said to him.

“Sure,” he replied.

I had started calling him daddy about six months after he married my mom.  I didn’t know my real dad, so he was the best alternative.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” I asked him.

He thought for a second before answering.  I guess he wanted to make sure he phrased it the right way.

“Yes, baby doll I do,” he told me.

“Do you think my body is attractive?” I asked.

“Well, yes I do,” he said hesitantly.

“Daddy, can I ask a favor of you?” I said knowing he wouldn’t refuse.

“Sure, what is it, sweetie?” he replied.

“Well, I have this mole on my leg and I’m worried it may be something that needs to be checked out.  Would you look at it for me?” I asked.

“I guess so,” he replied.

I stood up and walked over next to him, pulled my shirt up and placed my right foot on the arm of the chair, exposing my pussy fully to him.  I pointed to a spot on my inner thigh just about six inches from my pussy.

“Does that look normal to you?” I asked pointing to the mark.

He looked closely, but I think he was looking closely at my pink, young shaved pussy.

“I guess so,” he replied shortly.

I put my hand on it and said: “I think it is raised up, can you feel it”?

He put his hand on my thigh which made me quiver slightly, and I know he saw it.  He rubbed the mole with his warm and gentle hands as I felt my pussy begin to get wet.

“I suppose it is a little, but I’m sure it’s nothing,” he replied as he looked into my eyes.

“Are you sure?  Feel it again,” I told him.

As he put his hand on my leg, I reached down and slid it over to my pussy, sighing as his hand touched my pussy lips.  He looked up into my eyes, but never removed his hands.  Instead, I felt him start to slide it up and down my pussy lips as I moaned with pleasure.  I knew now that he was mine.  The question was, would I be able to get him to fuck me or just feel me up?

I leaned over and kissed him on the lips.  He didn’t immediately kiss me back, but when I kissed him the second time, he did.  His tongue shot into my mouth and darted all around mine as his fingers slid between my folds.  I got weak in my knees as the pleasure of his touch sent shivers down my spine.

I boldly reached down and began to rub his cock through his shorts, feeling the immense size of his cock.  He was starting to get hard and his cock was getting bigger.  I lifted my shirt and pushed my tits into his face.  He sucked in my nipples as I moaned with delight.  His hot, wet tongue felt so good on my tender nipples.

I squeaked when he slid one finger into my pussy.  My god did this feel so good!  It was all I could do to stand there and keep from falling over.  I removed my tits from his face and once again bent over and kissed him.  I dropped my leg and stepped back, tugging at his arms to get up.

He followed my lead upstairs and into my bedroom.  Once inside, I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled his shorts down.  There was his big, throbbing cock right in front of my face!  I couldn’t help myself as I sucked his dick into my mouth.  I wanted to taste him in the worst way.

He moaned as I slid his cock in and out of my mouth, his hands making their way down to my tits.  He twisted and tugged at my nipples, sending tingles down to my toes.  I was trying to give him the best blowjob he had ever experienced.  Judging from his responses, I was doing just that.

He began to buck his hips as he fucked my mouth with his enormous cock.  I had never deep throated a cock before, but I wanted to do it to his.  I slid his cock all the way into my mouth and gagged slightly as it hit the back of my throat.  His moan let me know how much he liked it.  I did that to him a few more times before going back to just sucking him.

My pussy was so wet I thought for sure I was going to have a huge wet spot on my blanket.  But just as he started to tense up, we heard the front door open.  He pulled his cock from my mouth as I made a loud slurping noise, pulled his shorts up and ran into the bathroom.

I was disappointed that mom had gotten home early.  I knew I needed to dress a little more modestly in front of her, so I put a bra on and pulled on my gym shorts.  I headed downstairs and tried to act like nothing had happened.

“Hi, mom, you’re not very late tonight,” I told her.

“Well, we ran into a roadblock and have to wait until morning to get someone to fix the issue,” she replied.

“You missed a great dinner,” I told her.  “Dad made salmon again”.

“Oh man, he wasn’t supposed to cook that while I wasn’t here”. She replied.

Dad came downstairs and greeted mom with his usual hug and kiss.  He didn’t make eye contact with me as I’m sure he was quite nervous.

“Hey babe, they let you out early?” he asked her.

“Well, the usual.  Problems we can’t deal with without the developers being there,” she told him.  “I see you guys were playing Sorry.  Who won”?

“We didn’t get to finish the game,” I told her.  “Dad had to go to the bathroom right before you came home”.

“Ah, I see,” she said.  “Well, maybe another time”.

“Is it really bad out there?” I asked her.

“Yeah, it’s really coming down,” she replied.  “They are saying it may not let up until sometime tomorrow.  I hate that we can’t take you out for your birthday”.

“It’s ok,” I replied.  “We can do something this weekend”.

“How did I get blessed with such a good girl,” she replied as she hugged me.

“Dumb luck, I guess,” I replied with a laugh.

Dad didn’t interact with me much the rest of the night, choosing instead to watch TV as mom and I talked.  I knew he was wrestling with what had happened.  I just hoped it wouldn’t deter him from making the next move, the one I hoped would lead to him fucking me.

I announced I was going to bed as I hugged and kissed each of them, giving dad a wink as I stood up to go to my room.  I don’t know if he caught my subtlety, but I know mom didn’t see it.  I headed upstairs, disappointed that mom had interrupted our little encounter.  I would have him soon, now that I knew he wanted me.  My days of craving his cock were about to end.


Chapter Three

I got into bed and began to think about dad’s cock.  It felt so good to feel it and to suck it.  If only mom hadn’t come home, I’m sure I could have fucked it.  If nothing else, he would have at least ate my pussy for me.  I was so horny, but I didn’t want to masturbate.  Whenever I masturbated, my sexual prowess goes way down.  I needed that sexual tension to drive me toward my goal.

Sometime around three am, I woke up form a noise in my room.  Opening my eyes, I saw dad standing by my bed just about to touch my arm.

“Hi, daddy,” I whispered sleepily.

“Hey, baby,” he whispered back.

He pulled his shorts off and got into bed with me.  We turned to each other and began to kiss each other very passionately.  I reached down and grabbed his cock and sighed as I felt the stiffness beginning to start.  He caressed my swollen tits as I moaned with pleasure.  I pulled his head down and sighed as he started to suck on my nipples.

I felt his hand slide down my stomach as my sensitive body shivered from his touch.  His hand slid down to my pussy as he slipped a finger between my folds on the way up to my clit. I grabbed his arm firmly as I felt myself jump from him touching my swollen clit.  My pussy was swollen and soaking wet.

He moved down my body and began to kiss me just above my clit.  He took his tongue and licked down the sides of my pussy lips causing me to moan.

“Shhh,” he whispered.

I couldn’t help it.  He was driving me crazy as I longed to feel him inside of me.  His tongue settled on my clit as I began to tug and twist my own nipples.  Oh my god, was I ready to cum!  He licked my pussy quickly as my orgasm began to build within me.  Feeling my peak of passion, I lifted my hips as my body gave into my orgasm, my body shaking with each wave of ecstasy that swept over my body.

Feeling my orgasm die out, he brought himself up to me and kissed me.  I could taste my own juices on his lips as I darted my tongue in and out of his mouth.  It was now my turn to please him.

I slid under the covers and stroked his cock, feeling his stiff shaft as I slid my hands up and down its length.  I licked the tip of his cock, tasting his precum.  Wanting more, I plunged my mouth down onto his cock, taking all of it into my mouth.  He tried to stifle his moan, but I heard it.  Just hearing him moan turned me on and made me want to give him the best blowjob I could.

I moved my mouth up and down his shaft, flicking my tongue on the head with each upward stroke.  I started to fondle his balls as I felt his hips begin to tense up.  I knew he was close to orgasm.  Knowing this, I deep throated his cock several times until I felt the first shot of his cum into my throat.

I swallowed his cum as he shot load after load into my mouth.  I was sucking as hard as I could, trying to get every last drop.  Soon his cock started to go limp.  I let it fall from my mouth and came up from his crotch, greeting him with a kiss.  We lay there for a few minutes just enjoying each other’s embrace.

“I want to feel you inside of me,” I whispered as I broke the silence.

He just hugged me tighter and said: “I know”.

“When?” I asked.

“We have to be careful so we don’t get caught,” he told me.  “I’ll try to figure out something.  For now, we’ll just have to steal the moments we can”.

He kissed me one last time before leaving my room and returning to his bed.  I was satisfied for now, but I would need that cock inside of me sooner rather than later.  If he didn’t come up with a plan soon, I was going to.  I drifted off to sleep as I dreamed of fucking dad.

I went downstairs the next morning and found mom and dad sitting at the table looking sort of down.

“What’s up?” I asked as I got some cereal.

“You should probably tell her,” dad said.

“Your father and I are getting a divorce,” mom said.

Those words hit me like a ton of bricks.  Did she know about us?  Is that what caused this?

“Why?  You guys seem so happy together,” I told them.

“It’s complicated, honey,” mom replied.

“So, what happens to me?” I asked worried that I would never be able to see dad again.  “Am I going to have to move and not graduate with my friends”?

“We’ll figure something out,” she replied.

I was devastated.  Not because they were getting divorced, but because I was going to lose dad and the sexual encounters we had just started having.  I was numb for a while as I tried to come to grips with all of this.  Mom got up and headed for the door.

“I’ll talk to you after work,” she said as she left the house.

I looked at dad and saw the same look coming back at me.  I knew he was as disappointed as I was at the thought of losing what we had just started.

“I don’t want to lose you,” I said as I hugged him.

“I know sweetie,” he replied.  “I don’t want to lose you either.  We’ll figure something out, trust me”.

I trusted him and hoped he would figure out a way that we could be together.  I pressed him for the reason she was divorcing him, but he wasn’t really comfortable talking about it.  All he said was it was a mutual thing and both of them were ok with it.

My mind wandered all day as I thought about the possible outcomes of all of this new situation. If only I could find a way to convince mom that I needed to stay with dad, then I could see my fantasy through without having to worry about her catching us.  Then it hit me.  I was eighteen.  I could live wherever I wanted to live, and she couldn’t do anything about it.

With that settled in my mind, I headed home after school excited at the prospect of having dad all to myself.  I waited anxiously for him to arrive home for work.  I needed to tell him my plan, and hopefully, he would agree to it.  I heard his car pull into the driveway, so I waited in the kitchen for him to walk in.

The door opened and dad walked into the kitchen.  I ran up to him and gave him a big hug, then started kissing him.  He needed to know how badly I wanted him.  He returned my kiss, so I knew he wanted me.  It was now time to put my plan into action.


Chapter Four

I had dad sit down at the kitchen table so I could tell him my plan.

“I’ve thought about this all day,” I started.  “I am now eighteen, so I can say where I want to live and mom can’t stop me.  I want to stay here with you”.

“I would love for you to stay here,” he replied.  “I just don’t know how much of a fuss your mom is going to put up”.

“Well, it doesn’t matter one bit,” I replied.  “I am an adult now, so I get to decide”.

We sat at the table talking for about thirty minutes when mom walked into the kitchen.

“I’ve made a decision,” I started.  “You can leave if you want, but I am staying here with dad.  This is my home and I am not leaving it”.

“You can’t stay here,” mom replied.

“And why not?  I already asked dad and he said it was ok with him,” I retorted.

“Sweetie, I know you love him, but he’s not your real dad,” she replied.  “If anything happened he would not be able to act on our behalf”.

It was now time to pull my ace card.

“I’m eighteen now,” I replied hotly.  “I don’t need anyone to act on behalf”!

Mom just stood there, sort of shocked at my defiance.  I had never stood my ground with her before like this.  I was right and she knew it.  She just hadn’t thought of things like that.

“Fine, if that’s what you want to do I can’t stop you,” she finally replied.

“It is what I want.  It’s the only home I know and I’m not going to chance having to move to another school to graduate,” I replied sternly.

“Is this ok with you, Craig?” she asked Dad.

“Yes, it’s fine with me,” he replied.

I think she thought he would back her up, but he didn’t and I knew why.  She stormed out of the kitchen and went upstairs.  I could hear drawers slamming and her closet door opening and closing.  Dad and I just sat there looking at each other.

Mom came downstairs dragging her suitcase and garment bag as she headed for the door.

“I’ll be back to get the rest of my things this weekend,” she announced as she left the house.

I don’t think I have ever seen my mom that mad before.  She would get over it.  Once she settled down, I would go visit her and see if I could patch things up.  But now that she was gone, dad and I could have a night of enjoying each other without being interrupted.

We ate dinner and sat at the table talking.  Eventually, the conversation made its way to us and our new relationship.  I reached my hands over and held dad’s hand.

“I really do love you, daddy,” I told him.

“And I love you, baby,” he replied.

“I want to take care of you and please you as much as I can,” I told him.  “That includes in the bed”.

“I know you want me, but are you sure you should be putting all of your efforts into a guy sixteen years older than you?” he asked me.

“I have loved you since the day I met you,” I started.  “I have dreamed of having you since then.  Now that I have the chance, I want to have all of you; mind, body, and soul”.

“Where do you see us taking our relationship?” he asked.

“All the way,” I replied.  “I want you all to myself, as often as you want me”.

I hesitated for a few minutes as he looked into my eyes searching for something to say.  That’s when I got the nerve to bring up another subject.

“I want you to get me pregnant,” I said timidly.

“What?” he asked as he pulled back.

“I want to have your baby,” I said.

“Wow, I wasn’t expecting that,” he replied.

“You are a wonderful dad and I know I can make you happy,” I said.  “But I want a child and I want you to be the father”.

“Well, I never really thought about being a real dad before,” he said.  “Is that what you really want”?

“More than anything,” I replied.

He stood up and pulled me to my feet.  Turning, he led me upstairs to his bedroom.  Once we were there, he kissed me more passionately than he had ever done before.  I was melting in his arms.  He caressed my body as we stood there in our lovers embrace, not thinking of anything but each other.

He pulled my shirt off and removed my bra, letting it fall to the floor.  He caressed my tits as I moaned and rubbed his arms.  He moved his head down to my tits and began to suck and nibble on my nipples.  He was sending chills down to my toes with each bite of his teeth.  He pushed my tits together and sucked both nipples into his mouth at once.  God that was awesome!  My nipples were so sensitive to his tongue I thought I would explode with pleasure.

He pulled back and removed my pants and my panties revealing my clean-shaven swollen pussy.  He pushed me back to the bed where I lay on my back, his head between my legs.  I felt his hot breath as he prepared to lick my pussy, sending shudders through my body.  I jumped when his tongue slid down the crease between my legs and my pussy.  He was driving me crazy, and he knew it!

At last, his tongue slid up and down my slit as I grabbed his hair and tried to guide his tongue to its target.  Getting the message, he focused on my clit as I moaned out loud.  I could make as much noise as I wanted to now without having to worry about mom catching us.  I felt liberated and was ready to let daddy know how well he was pleasing me.

My sensitive clit didn’t let me down as I soon gave into my orgasm, my body convulsing with each wave that hit me.  As it subsided, daddy stood up and pulled me to my feet.  He kissed me again, then turned me around and pushed my head into the mattress.  I could feel one hand on my ass as I felt the head of his cock separating my pussy lips as he prepared to penetrate me.

I lifted myself onto my toes as his huge cock stretched my pussy wide, accommodating his thickness.  He used slow strokes as he got my pussy used to his large cock.  Satisfied he had stretched me enough, he started to pick up the pace, our bodies slapping together with each thrust.

He pounded my pussy hard as his big cock made me feel his fullness.  I had never felt a cock this big before, and I was enjoying it immensely.  He removed his cock from my pussy, causing me to shudder from the shock of my pussy not being filled anymore.  He turned me around and pushed me back onto the bed.

He got on top of me, lifted my legs up to my shoulders, then shoved his cock back into my pussy.  Holy shit!  He went so deep inside of me I thought I was going to choke on his cock!  Every single thrust felt like he was going to split me in half!  I was now moaning and screaming with delight as he continued to pound my pussy hard and deep.  I never imagined I could feel so full from a cock being inside of me.

I could feel his body starting to tense up and knew his orgasm was coming.  I started talking dirty to him to help him cum.

“I love your cock, daddy, shove it deep inside of me,” I screamed.  “God yes, fuck me hard daddy”!

Daddy was now fucking me so hard I thought my pussy was going to get rug burn, but I was loving it!  His deep thrusts felt so good as he pounded me hard.  He slammed his cock into my pussy with one last hard push and started to cum.

“Fill me with your cum, daddy, please!” I begged.  “Yes, yes pump that cum into my pussy, I want your seed inside of me”!

I could feel his cock pulsing as each load of his cum shot into my pussy.  He was filling me with his cum, and I was in heaven.  Finally done with his orgasm, he leaned forward and kissed me before rolling off me and collapsing.  I rolled to his side and put my arm on his chest as he wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close.

“Thank you, daddy,” I said in a soft voice.  “You complete me”.

We drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms, each one sexually satisfied from our lengthy encounter that night.  It was the beginning of something special as our relationship blossomed.  It took a couple months for me to get pregnant, but once I did we grew even closer.

I had a baby boy the next year and decided not to attend college.  Instead, I stayed at home and took care of Craig and the baby.  My role was to satisfy Craig’s every need anytime he needed me to.  I loved fucking him and sucking the cum from his cock.  I had dreamed of it for so long, and now it was mine.

We eventually married, pissing off my mom thoroughly, but she got over it after a while.  Life is too short to not chase your dreams.  Even if that means fucking your dad!


Daddy’s Forbidden Seed
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Marissa Scott


Chapter One

I never thought I'd be the kind of man who lusted after forbidden fruit, but life has a way of throwing curveballs that hit you right in the gut—or lower. My name's Alex, and at forty-two, I've got it all on paper: a corner office in a downtown high-rise, a portfolio that could make most men green with envy, and a body I keep honed with daily runs and weights because, hell, why let age win? But behind the polished facade, my life's a goddamn drought. My wife, Karen—cold as a winter wind off the lake—hasn't let me touch her in years. Our marriage is a business arrangement now, sexless and sterile, like the overpriced condo we share. She buries herself in her career, and I bury my frustrations in work and whiskey. That is, until Lily.

Lily. Christ, just saying her name sends a jolt straight to my cock. She wasn't part of the plan when I married Karen five years ago. Karen had this daughter from her first marriage, a gangly sixteen-year-old back then, all elbows and attitude. I remember the day they moved in: Lily stomping up the stairs with boxes, her ponytail swinging, giving me a sullen glare like I was the intruder. "You're not my dad," she'd snapped once, and I'd laughed it off, thinking she'd warm up eventually. Little did I know she'd become the flame that would burn me alive.

Now, at eighteen, she's legal, and fuck me, she's transformed into a goddess. Petite, maybe five-foot-four, with a brunette mane that cascades down her back like dark silk. Those piercing green eyes—sharp as emeralds, always watching, always knowing. Her waist is slim, cinched like an hourglass, flaring out to hips that sway with every step, and those breasts... God, those full 34D tits that strain against whatever flimsy top she's wearing, begging to be freed. She's got this curvaceous firecracker body, all soft curves and firm promise, and she knows it. She wields it like a weapon, teasing me relentlessly, day in and day out.

It started innocently enough, or at least that's what I told myself. Short skirts that rode up when she bent over to pick something up, revealing the smooth, tanned skin of her thighs. No bra at breakfast—her nipples pebbling under thin cotton as she poured cereal, those perfect peaks drawing my eyes like magnets. Accidental brushes in the hallway, her body pressing against mine just a second too long, the heat of her seeping through my clothes. I'd catch myself staring, my mind wandering to dark places: what her skin would feel like under my hands, how she'd taste, how tight she'd be wrapped around me.

Family dinners were the worst. We'd sit around the table, Karen droning on about some client meeting, oblivious as ever. Lily would position herself across from me, her legs parted just enough under the table. I'd steal glances, my fork frozen mid-air, as I caught sight of her shaved pussy—smooth, pink, and glistening slightly, like she was already wet from the game she was playing. No panties. Ever. It was deliberate, her way of torturing me, and I'd shift in my seat, my cock thickening painfully against my pants. I'd imagine sliding under the table, burying my face between those thighs, lapping at her sweetness until she moaned my name. But I'd grit my teeth, force a smile, and pretend everything was normal. Because what kind of monster fantasizes about his stepdaughter?

The obsession grew like a weed, choking out my rational thoughts. I'd find excuses to be near her—offering to drive her to college classes, lingering in the kitchen while she made snacks. Her scent haunted me: a mix of vanilla shampoo and something sweeter, more primal. At night, alone in the guest room (Karen had long since claimed the master as her own territory), I'd stroke myself to visions of her. Picturing those green eyes looking up at me as she knelt, her full lips wrapping around my shaft, sucking me deep. I'd cum hard, guilt washing over me like cold water, but it never lasted. The next day, she'd flash me that coy smile, and it'd start all over again.

Flashbacks haunted me too, reminders of how far she'd come—and how deep I was sinking. Back when she first moved in at sixteen, she was all rebellion: slamming doors, blasting music, testing boundaries. I'd caught her sneaking out once, climbing down the trellis in a too-short dress. I'd hauled her back inside, lecturing her about safety, but even then, there was a spark. Her defiance turned me on in ways I couldn't admit. "You're not the boss of me," she'd hissed, her chest heaving, those budding breasts pressing against her shirt. I'd wanted to pin her against the wall, show her exactly who was in charge. But I didn't. I couldn't. She was off-limits, a kid. Now, though... now she was a woman, ripe and ready, and the line between right and wrong blurred every time she looked at me with those hungry eyes.

It all came to a head one late night, the kind where the house creaks and the world feels too quiet. Karen was out—another "late meeting" that I suspected involved more than spreadsheets. I'd hit the home gym hard, sweat pouring off me, trying to exhaust the demons. Afterward, I headed to the master bath for a shower, the steam filling the room as I stripped down. My body was still pumped from the workout, muscles taut, and yeah, my cock hung heavy, half-hard from the lingering thoughts of Lily. I stepped under the hot spray, letting it cascade over me, soaping up with deliberate strokes, my hand lingering on my shaft as forbidden images flashed: Lily on her knees, her mouth open, eager.

I didn't hear the door at first—the water was too loud. But then, a soft click, and there she was. Lily, standing in the doorway, her silhouette framed by the hall light. She was in a tiny nightshirt, the kind that barely skimmed her thighs, her hair tousled like she'd just woken up. Her eyes widened, but she didn't look away. No, she stared—right at my hardening cock, now fully erect under the water, throbbing as I froze, hand still wrapped around it.

"Oh... sorry, Daddy," she murmured, her voice a husky whisper that sent shivers down my spine. But she didn't move. Her gaze lingered, tracing the length of me, from the thick base to the swollen head, beaded with water. I could see her chest rise and fall quicker, those nipples hardening under the thin fabric, and fuck, was that a hint of wetness between her legs? She bit her lip, a small smile playing at the corners, like this was no accident.

My mind screamed to cover up, to yell at her to get out, but my body betrayed me. My cock twitched, aching for her touch, and I swear I saw her thighs press together, like she was fighting her own urges. "Lily," I growled, my voice rough, laced with warning and want. "What are you doing?"

She tilted her head, innocent as sin. "I thought I heard something. Needed the bathroom." But her eyes didn't leave my dick, and she took a step closer, the steam curling around her like an invitation. "You look... tense. Need help relaxing?"

The air thickened, charged with electricity. I could have ended it right there—turned away, shut the door. But I didn't. Instead, I let my hand slide slowly up my shaft, a deliberate stroke, watching her reaction. Her breath hitched, those green eyes darkening with desire. It was the hook, sinking deep into both of us. Mutual. Forbidden. Inevitable.

She lingered a moment longer, then backed out with a soft, "Goodnight, Daddy," leaving me alone with the pounding water and a raging hard-on. As I finished myself off, cumming harder than I had in years, her face was all I saw. Lily. My stepdaughter. My temptation. And God help me, I wanted more.


Chapter Two

The morning after that shower encounter, I woke up with a hard-on that could cut glass, Lily's lingering gaze burned into my brain like a brand. I'd jerked off twice more before sleep claimed me, but it did nothing to dull the edge of my obsession. She was under my skin now, crawling deeper with every passing second. Karen was already gone—off to conquer the corporate world or whatever bullshit she fed me—and the house felt charged, like a storm about to break. I decided right then: if she wanted to play, I'd play back. No more passive victim. Time to test the waters, see how far this little temptress would go.

I skipped the boxers, opting for loose gray sweatshorts that hung low on my hips, the fabric thin enough to outline everything if I got even half-aroused. Which, let's be real, was inevitable around her. I headed downstairs, the cool air teasing my bare skin under the shorts, my cock already stirring at the thought of her reaction. The kitchen smelled of fresh coffee as I poured a mug, leaning against the counter with feigned casualness. And there she was, right on cue, padding in barefoot in a skimpy white tank top that clung to her like a second skin. No bra, of course—her full 34D breasts bounced softly with each step, those pink nipples hardening in the morning chill, poking through the fabric like invitations. Her shorts were tiny, riding up her ass cheeks, and I caught a flash of smooth, shaved mound as she stretched for a cereal box on the top shelf.

"Morning, Daddy," she chirped, her voice all sugar and spice, but those green eyes flicked down to my crotch, widening just a fraction. Yeah, she saw it—the growing bulge, the way my thick shaft pressed against the shorts, leaving little to the imagination. She bit her lip, a habit that drove me wild, and poured her cereal, hips swaying as she moved.

"Morning, sweetheart," I replied, my tone deeper than usual, laced with that undercurrent of hunger. I didn't hide it anymore. Let her see what she was doing to me. We ate in silence at first, but it was loaded, electric. She sat across from me at the island, her legs parting slowly under the glass table—deliberate, no doubt. There it was: her pink pussy lips, bare and glistening, peeking out from under her shorts. Fuck, was she wet already? The sight made my cock throb, tenting the shorts unmistakably now. I shifted, letting it show, and her gaze dropped again, lingering longer this time.

We started with small talk, but it veered quickly into dangerous territory. "So, college treating you okay?" I asked, sipping my coffee, eyes tracing the curve of her tits.

She twirled a strand of her brunette hair, leaning forward so her cleavage deepened. "It's fine. Lots of growing up to do, though. You know, figuring out what I want." Her emphasis on "want" hit me like a punch, and she crossed her legs, but not before another flash of those slick folds. "What about you, Daddy? Men's needs must be... frustrating in a house like this."

I nearly choked on my coffee. Innocent questions, my ass. She was probing, testing, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Needs?" I echoed, arching a brow. "What do you know about men's needs, Lily?"

She shrugged, her nipples straining harder against the tank. "Just stuff from friends. Like, how guys get... tense. Need release. Is that why you're always working out so much?" Her foot brushed mine under the table—accidental? Hell no. It sent a spark straight up my leg to my balls.

I leaned in, voice low. "Yeah, something like that. But a man's needs go deeper than a workout. It's about control, satisfaction. Finding the right... fit." My eyes bored into hers, and she squirmed, her thighs pressing together. God, I wanted to reach across, slide my hand between those legs, feel how soaked she was.

The teasing continued through the week, a daily ritual that had me counting down the hours. Mornings became our battlefield. I'd lounge in those shorts, pouring coffee with my bulge on display, watching her devour me with her eyes. She'd counter with low-cut tops, bending over the sink to rinse dishes, her ass cheeks peeking out, or sitting with legs wide, flashing that perfect, shaved pussy like a challenge. Conversations danced on the edge: her asking about "what makes a girl good in bed," pretending it was for a friend, while I described in vague terms how a man likes to dominate, to claim. Each word ratcheted the tension higher, my cock aching constantly, pre-cum staining my shorts by the time she left for class.

One afternoon, opportunity knocked. Karen had asked me to find some old tax documents in the upstairs office, but I detoured to Lily's room instead. "Just checking for something," I'd tell myself, but it was a lie. I needed more fuel for my fantasies. Her door was ajar, the room a mix of girly chaos and seductive allure—clothes strewn about, that vanilla scent hanging in the air. I rifled through her dresser drawers, telling myself I was looking for nothing in particular, but my heart pounded. And there it was, tucked under a pile of lacy panties: a sleek pink vibrator, still warm, like she'd used it recently. Fuck. Images flooded me—Lily on her bed, legs spread, sliding it into her tight pussy, moaning "Daddy" as she came. My cock hardened instantly, and I palmed it through my pants, stroking lightly as I imagined joining her, replacing that toy with my thick shaft, stretching her until she screamed.

I pocketed a pair of her panties—tiny, black thong, still carrying her musky scent—and slipped out, guilt mixing with exhilaration. That night, alone, I wrapped them around my dick, inhaling her essence as I jerked off, cumming with her name on my lips. It only made the craving worse. She was mine in my mind, and soon, I'd make it real.

The climax came on a lazy Saturday afternoon, the sun beating down on the backyard. Karen was at a yoga class—blissfully ignorant—and Lily was sunbathing by the pool in a bikini that should be illegal. Strings tied loosely, the top barely containing her tits, the bottoms a scrap of fabric that outlined her pussy lips. I watched from the kitchen window, my shorts tenting again, before joining her with iced teas. "Hot out here," I said, handing her one, my eyes raking over her oiled skin.

She sat up, adjusting her top so a nipple nearly slipped free. "Thanks, Daddy. Join me?" I did, stretching out on the lounger next to hers, our bodies close enough to feel the heat radiating. We chatted about nothing—weather, plans—but her hand brushed my thigh, lingering. Then, as if it were the most natural thing, she stood and hugged me, pressing her body full against mine. Too long, too tight. Her tits squished against my chest, nipples like diamonds, and she ground subtly—oh so subtly—against my erection, which was rock-hard now, poking into her belly.

She pulled back just enough to whisper, her breath hot on my ear, "I want a man's opinion on my body, Daddy. Do you think I'm... desirable?" Her hips shifted again, a tiny grind that made me groan low in my throat.

Fuck, the feel of her—soft, warm, willing—had me seeing red. I gripped her waist, pulling her closer for a second, my cock throbbing against her. "More than you know, baby girl," I murmured, voice rough. "But you're playing with fire."

She smiled, wicked and wanton, then sauntered away, her ass swaying. I was left aching, plotting my next move. The game was on, and I was done holding back. Tomorrow, I'd push further. See how wet that teasing pussy really was.


Chapter Three

The teasing had gone on long enough. Every morning glance, every accidental brush, every whispered innuendo—it was building to something explosive, and I was done waiting for it to detonate on its own. Karen announced she'd be working late that night—some emergency client dinner that would keep her out until midnight. Perfect. Opportunity wasn't knocking; it was kicking the damn door down. I texted Lily from the office: "Home early tonight. Join me on the patio for a talk? Bring your appetite—I'll grab wine." Her reply came quick: "Can't wait, Daddy ;)". That winky face sent my blood south, my cock stirring in my slacks as I imagined what was coming.

By the time I got home, the sun was dipping low, casting a golden glow over the backyard. I changed into casual jeans and a button-down, rolling up the sleeves to show off the forearms she always eyed. A bottle of red chilled on the patio table, two glasses waiting. Lily emerged from the house like a vision—short sundress fluttering in the breeze, the fabric thin enough to hint at the curves beneath. No bra, naturally; her 34D tits swayed freely, nipples already perked up from the cool evening air. Her brunette waves framed those piercing green eyes, and as she sauntered over, hips swinging, I caught the hem riding up, teasing a glimpse of her bare pussy. Shaved smooth, just like always. My mouth went dry.

"Evening, sweetheart," I said, pouring the wine with steady hands, though my pulse thundered. She took the glass, our fingers brushing—electric. We clinked, sipping as the conversation started light: school, her part-time job at the coffee shop. But I wasn't here for chit-chat. I set my glass down, leaning forward, voice dropping low. "Lily, we need to talk about the teasing."

She froze mid-sip, those green eyes widening innocently. "Teasing? What do you mean, Daddy?"

I chuckled, dark and knowing. "Don't play dumb. The short skirts, the no-panties flashes at dinner, walking in on my shower. You're driving me fucking crazy, and you know it." I watched her cheeks flush, but she didn't deny it. Instead, she set her glass aside, leaning in closer, her cleavage deepening.

"Maybe I like driving you crazy," she whispered, her breath warm on my face. "Maybe I've had a crush on you since I moved in. You're so strong, so... commanding. Mom doesn't appreciate you, but I do."

Her admission hit like a gut punch, unleashing the beast I'd caged for months. I reached out, cupping her chin, tilting her face up. "You have no idea what you're asking for, baby girl." Then I kissed her—hard, possessive, my lips claiming hers with all the pent-up hunger. She moaned into my mouth, parting her lips, our tongues tangling in a wet, desperate dance, the taste of wine and forbidden desire overwhelming. My hands roamed, groping those firm tits through the dress, thumbs circling her hard nipples until she arched against me, her body trembling with need. The softness of her breasts yielded to my grasp, heavy and warm, sending waves of electric lust through me, my cock straining painfully against my jeans.

"Fuck, Daddy," she gasped as I broke the kiss, trailing bites down her neck, the sharp sting making her whimper in a mix of pain and ecstasy. I slid a hand up her skirt—smooth thighs parting eagerly—and found her pussy dripping, slick heat coating my fingers as I stroked her folds. The velvety wetness was intoxicating, her arousal soaking my palm, her clit swollen and throbbing under my thumb. "So wet for me already," I growled, plunging two fingers inside her tight channel. She bucked, whimpering, her walls clenching around me like a vice, hot and pulsing, drawing me deeper. The sensation of her inner muscles gripping me fueled my dominance, a raw possessiveness surging through my veins as her moans filled the air, her body surrendering completely.

"Yes... oh God, yes," she panted, grinding against my hand, her hips rolling in desperate rhythm. I finger-fucked her slow at first, savoring the slick slide, then faster, curling to hit that sweet spot, my thumb rubbing her swollen clit in firm circles. Her juices soaked my palm, the lewd, wet sounds echoing in the quiet patio, her breaths coming in ragged gasps as she trembled on the edge. Emotionally, it was a storm—guilt warring with triumph, the thrill of finally touching what I'd craved making my heart pound with forbidden joy.

But I wanted more. Needed her mouth. "On your knees, Lily," I commanded, pulling my fingers free and bringing them to her lips. She sucked them clean, eyes locked on mine, tasting herself with a moan that vibrated through me. Then she dropped, her hands fumbling with my zipper, freeing my thick cock. It sprang out, veined and throbbing, pre-cum beading at the tip like a pearl of anticipation. "Suck it, baby. Show Daddy how bad you want it."

She didn't hesitate, wrapping her soft lips around the head, her tongue swirling hot and wet, sending shocks of pleasure straight to my core. The warmth of her mouth enveloped me, tight and eager, as she took me deeper, her cheeks hollowing with suction. I threaded my fingers through her hair, guiding her, thrusting gently at first, the velvet heat making my balls tighten with building pressure. "That's it, good girl. Take Daddy's cock." She moaned around me, the vibrations humming along my shaft, intensifying the ache, her green eyes watering but filled with raw desire. When she looked up, calling me "Daddy" through a mouthful of dick, I lost it. I fucked her face harder, hitting the back of her throat, her gags mixing with slurps, saliva dripping down her chin in messy strings. The dominance surged, a heady rush of power and love twisted together, her submission making me feel invincible. My orgasm built fast, balls tightening like coiled springs, and I growled, "Swallow it all, Lily." She did, milking me with her throat as I exploded, hot ropes of cum shooting down her throat in pulsing waves, her hum of bliss sending aftershocks through me. The release was cathartic, waves of ecstasy crashing over me, mingled with a deep, possessive tenderness for her.

Panting, I pulled her up, kissing her tasting myself on her tongue, the salty tang blending with her sweetness. "Inside," I muttered, grabbing her hand. We snuck to the living room like teenagers, the house empty and ours. I pushed her onto the couch, hiking up her dress, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy glistened, pink and puffy, begging for attention, her folds slick and inviting. "My turn," I said, diving in.

I licked her from ass to clit, savoring her sweet tang, tongue delving into her folds with long, flat strokes that made her hips buck wildly. The musky flavor exploded on my taste buds, addictive and primal, her arousal coating my chin as I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it relentlessly with the tip of my tongue. She writhed, hands in my hair, pulling me closer, her moans echoing like music. "Daddy, please... don't stop." The vulnerability in her voice pierced me, a rush of protective love amplifying the lust. I sucked harder, the suction pulling her clit into my mouth, while my fingers plunged back inside, pumping hard and fast, stretching her tightness. She was so responsive, soaking the cushions, her body quivering with each thrust. I added a third finger, filling her more, curling to massage her G-spot with precise pressure. "Cum for me, baby girl. Squirt on Daddy's face."

She shattered, body convulsing in violent spasms, a gush of hot fluid spraying from her pussy in forceful jets, drenching my face and mouth. The warmth soaked me, her taste flooding my senses, as she screamed, "Oh fuck, Daddy! Yes!" trembling through the aftershocks that rippled through her like earthquakes. Emotionally, it was overwhelming—her trust, her surrender, filling me with a profound connection that went beyond the physical ecstasy. I lapped it up, prolonging her pleasure with gentle licks until she begged for mercy, her body limp and glowing.

But she wasn't done. As I sat back, wiping my face, she crawled into my lap, grinding her soaked pussy against my hardening cock, the slick friction reigniting the fire. "I need you inside me, Daddy. Fuck me. Please."

God, I wanted to—bury myself balls-deep in that tight heat, pound her until she couldn't walk. But not yet. The anticipation was too sweet, the power too intoxicating. I gripped her hips, stopping her. "Not tonight, Lily. You've got to earn it. Show me you're mine, all mine, and then I'll give you what you crave."

She pouted, eyes pleading, but I could see the fire ignite—the challenge accepted. I kissed her softly, tasting our mingled flavors, and sent her upstairs with a swat to her ass. As she disappeared, my cock ached in protest, but I knew: this was just the beginning. The real forbidden fun was about to unfold.




Chapter Four

After that first taste on the patio, there was no going back. Lily was mine now—in secret, in stolen breaths, in every filthy thought that consumed me. The affair ignited like dry tinder under a match, burning hot and fast, our encounters escalating with a desperation that bordered on addiction. Karen was still oblivious, her late nights and early mornings giving us the perfect cover. But the risk? Fuck, it only made it hotter. Every time I looked at Lily—those piercing green eyes sparkling with shared secrets, her curvaceous body begging for my touch—I felt the pull, the need to claim her again and again.

It started in the garage the very next day. I'd told Karen I was tinkering with the car, but really, I was waiting for Lily. She slipped in wearing a tight little skirt and crop top, her 34D tits straining the fabric, nipples already hard peaks. "Daddy," she whispered, locking the door behind her. No words needed after that. I grabbed her, spinning her around and bending her over the hood of the SUV. The metal was cool against her skin as I hiked up her skirt—no panties, of course, her shaved pussy already slick and ready, lips parted and glistening with invitation.

"You're such a naughty little slut," I growled, fisting her brunette hair and yanking her head back, the sharp tug eliciting a gasp of pain-laced pleasure from her. She arched, ass up, moaning as I spanked her hard—once, twice, the sharp cracks echoing in the confined space, her cheeks blooming red under my palm, the sting radiating heat that made her pussy clench visibly. She pushed back, begging, "Fuck me, Daddy! Please, I need your cock!" The desperation in her voice fueled my dominance, a surge of possessive love and raw lust making my heart race.

I freed myself, my thick shaft throbbing with urgent need, veins pulsing under the skin, and slammed into her without mercy. Tight—God, so fucking tight—her walls gripping me like a velvet fist, hot and slick, stretching around my girth with a delicious burn that made us both groan. I pounded her raw, each thrust deep and brutal, my hips slapping against her ass with wet smacks, the friction building an intense pressure in my balls. No condom, just skin on skin, her juices coating me with every plunge, dripping down my thighs. I pulled her hair harder, spanking her ass in rhythm, her screams muffled against the hood, her body shaking with each impact. "Take it, baby girl. Daddy's going to fill you up." She clenched around me, her inner muscles rippling in waves, cumming hard with a guttural cry, her pussy flooding with fresh wetness that soaked us both. The sensation of her orgasm milking me was euphoric, a tidal wave of pleasure crashing through me, mingled with the emotional high of owning her completely. I drove deeper, whispering dirty promises in her ear. "Gonna breed you, Lily. Pump my seed into this fertile pussy. Make you mine forever."

She cried out, "Yes, Daddy! Breed me!" and that pushed me over. I buried myself balls-deep, erupting inside her with forceful spurts, hot cum flooding her depths in thick, pulsing ropes, the release so intense it left me dizzy, my body trembling with aftershocks. I held her there, grinding, making sure every drop stayed in, the warmth of my load filling her making me feel profoundly connected, a mix of triumph and tender protectiveness washing over me. When I pulled out, watching my load drip down her thighs in creamy trails, satisfaction roared through me. We cleaned up quick, but the scent of sex lingered, a dangerous reminder.

From there, it was nonstop. Stolen moments became our drug. One morning in the kitchen, while Karen showered upstairs, Lily dropped to her knees behind the island. "Quick one, Daddy," she murmured, pulling out my cock and sucking me deep. Her mouth was magic—wet, eager, her tongue swirling around the head with teasing flicks before taking me to the hilt, her throat constricting around me in rhythmic swallows. I gripped the counter, fighting to stay quiet, thrusting into her heat until I exploded, her swallowing every bit with a satisfied hum that vibrated through my core, the quick release leaving me breathless and yearning for more. She stood, wiping her lips, and flashed me a wink before sauntering off like nothing happened.

Nights were even riskier. Karen conked out early from her "exhausting" days, leaving the house to us. I'd sneak into my home office, pretending to work, and Lily would follow. One night, she straddled me in the chair, her tits freed from her nightie. "Tit-fuck me, Daddy," she begged, pressing those full, firm globes around my cock. The soft, warm valley enveloped me perfectly, her spit lubing the way as I thrust up, the friction silky and intense, building pressure with each slide. She leaned down, licking the head each time it emerged with hot, wet laps, her green eyes locked on mine, filled with adoration that deepened the emotional pull. "Cum on my tits," she whispered, and I did—ropes of white painting her chest in sticky bursts, dripping down her nipples in glistening trails. We heard Karen stir upstairs, freezing mid-cleanup, hearts pounding. Close call, but it only fueled the fire, the adrenaline mixing with our passion.

As the days blurred, I confessed my deepest kink during one heated session. We were in the laundry room—ironic, hiding our dirty secrets amid the clean clothes. I'd pinned her against the dryer, fingers buried in her pussy, stroking her to the edge with deep, curling thrusts that made her walls flutter. "I want to breed you for real, Lily," I admitted, voice rough with vulnerability. "See your belly swell with my baby. That's what gets me off—filling you, knowing you're fertile and mine."

She gasped, cumming on my hand with a shuddering release, her juices gushing over my fingers, then turned those eyes on me, fierce and wanting. "I'm off birth control, Daddy. Have been for months. I crave your seed too. Want you to knock me up." Fuck, her words were like gasoline on my flames. I spun her around, slamming into her from behind, breeding her with purpose now. Each thrust was a claim, deep and deliberate, my cock stretching her to the limit, the heat and tightness overwhelming. My cum a promise as I erupted inside, flooding her with hot, thick loads, the emotional weight of our shared desire making the climax soul-shaking. "You're going to carry my child," I growled, spanking her as she screamed her agreement, her body convulsing around me.

But the tension built with every near-miss. One evening, we got reckless in the living room. Karen was napping on the couch after a "rough day," but Lily couldn't wait. She crawled under the blanket with me, unzipping my pants and taking me in her mouth. Slow, torturous sucks, her head bobbing subtly while I pretended to watch TV. The risk had my cock harder than ever, pre-cum leaking as she deep-throated me, her throat massaging me in tight waves. Karen shifted, mumbling something, and we froze—Lily's lips wrapped around my base, my hand in her hair holding her still. My heart hammered, but she didn't stop; she swallowed around me, milking quietly until I came down her throat in silent, pulsing jets, biting my lip to stifle the groan, the thrill amplifying the ecstasy.

Another time, in the hallway upstairs, I had her against the wall, skirt up, cock buried deep. We were lost in it—her legs wrapped around me, nails digging into my back as I pounded her with savage thrusts, each one hitting her cervix, making her gasp. "Harder, Daddy! Breed your little girl!" she moaned, too loud. Footsteps—Karen coming up from the kitchen. I clamped a hand over Lily's mouth, thrusting one last time and pulling out just as the door at the bottom creaked, my cum leaking from her in warm drips. We darted into her room, collapsing in giggles and gasps. "That was close," she panted, but her eyes gleamed with excitement, the shared danger bonding us deeper.

The addiction grew, consuming us. I'd catch myself at work, daydreaming about her body—those curves, that tight pussy, the way she called me Daddy. She'd text me filthy things: "Miss your cock, Daddy. Pussy's aching for your seed." I'd rush home, finding ways to steal her away. A quick fuck in the bathroom, her bent over the sink, mirror reflecting our taboo bliss as I slammed into her, watching her tits bounce. Or in the car during a "grocery run," her riding me in the backseat, tits bouncing as she ground down, her pussy gripping me in rhythmic squeezes, milking my cum with each descent.

But the hiding was wearing thin. The near-misses piled up, each one a razor edge we danced on. One night, after a particularly intense session in the garage—me eating her out on the workbench until she squirted in gushing arcs, soaking my face, then fucking her ass-up over the toolbox with deep, punishing thrusts—we almost got caught red-handed. Karen pulled into the driveway early, headlights sweeping as we scrambled. Lily's dress was askew, my pants unzipped, cum still glistening on her thighs. We made it inside just in time, acting normal as she walked in. "What were you two doing?" she asked, suspicious.

"Just chatting," I lied, heart racing. Lily smiled sweetly, but under the table, her foot rubbed my crotch. The thrill was intoxicating, but I knew—we couldn't keep this up forever. The obsession was too strong, the pull too deep. Soon, something would break. And God help me, I couldn't wait to see what.


Chapter Five

The fire we'd lit was raging now, consuming every waking moment, but with it came the shadows—the ugly, possessive ones I couldn't shake. Lily was mine, body and soul, but the world didn't know that. She still had her life: college classes, friends, and worst of all, dates. Boys her age, fumbling idiots who didn't deserve to breathe the same air as her. The thought of them touching her, even looking at her curvaceous form—those full 34D tits, that slim waist flaring to hips made for breeding—twisted something dark inside me. I started spying, subtle at first. Checking her phone when she showered, scrolling through texts from "study buddies" that reeked of ulterior motives. I'd park near campus, watching from afar as she laughed with some frat boy, her brunette waves catching the sun, green eyes sparkling. Jealousy gnawed at me like acid, fueling fantasies of storming over, claiming her right there.

One night, it boiled over. She'd gone out on a "group hang," but I knew better—texts hinted at a guy named Jake. Karen was buried in her laptop, oblivious as ever, while I paced the house like a caged animal. When Lily slipped in late, smelling of perfume and something masculine, I cornered her in the hallway. "Where the hell were you?" I growled, voice low to avoid waking the ice queen.

She tilted her head, that coy smile playing on her lips. "Out with friends, Daddy. Why? Miss me?"

I grabbed her arm, pulling her into her bedroom and shutting the door. "Don't bullshit me, Lily. I saw the texts. Jake? That pencil-dick college kid thinks he can have you?"

Her eyes widened, but not in fear—excitement. She stepped closer, pressing her body against mine, her tits soft and warm through her top. "Jealous, Daddy? Maybe I let him kiss me. Touch me a little. He said my pussy looked so tight in those jeans..."

Lies—I knew they were fake, her way of poking the bear—but they hit their mark. Rage and lust exploded. I shoved her onto the bed, pinning her down with my weight, my hand wrapping lightly around her throat, the pressure just enough to make her pulse race under my fingers. "You're mine, you little tease," I snarled, squeezing gently, watching her face flush with arousal, her green eyes darkening with desire that mirrored my own turmoil. I yanked her skirt up, finding her bare and wet—always ready for me, her folds slick and swollen. My cock was out in seconds, hard and throbbing, and I slammed into her without warning, her tight walls stretching around me with a burning grip that made us both cry out.

"Fuck, Daddy! Yes!" she cried, arching under me as I pounded her rough, each thrust a punishment and a claim, my hips slamming into hers with bruising force, the friction raw and overwhelming. I choked her a bit harder, the control intoxicating, her gasps turning to whimpers as her pussy clenched tighter, milking me in desperate waves. "Promise me," I demanded, hips slamming relentlessly, sweat dripping between us. "You're Daddy's only. No other boys. Say it!" The jealousy fueled every stroke, a storm of emotion—fear of loss, fierce love—making the pleasure sharper, more profound.

"I'm yours, Daddy! Only yours!" she whimpered, her pussy clenching in a vise-like grip, her orgasm crashing over her in shuddering waves, juices flooding around my cock, soaking the sheets. I didn't stop, driving deeper, the bed creaking under us, until I erupted inside her, flooding her with hot, thick cum in powerful spurts that left me shaking. "Take my seed, baby girl. That's what you get for teasing." The release was cathartic, washing away the rage, leaving only possessive tenderness.

We collapsed, panting, my hand loosening from her throat to stroke her hair. But as the haze cleared, something shifted. The room was quiet, moonlight filtering through the curtains, and Lily curled into me, her head on my chest. "Why are you so unhappy, Daddy?" she whispered, tracing circles on my skin. "With Mom, I mean. She doesn't see you. Not like I do."

I sighed, the weight of it all pressing down. "Your mom's a good woman, but we're strangers now. Sexless, loveless. I married her thinking it'd be enough—the stability, the family. But it's empty. You're the only thing that feels real."

She lifted her head, those piercing eyes soft now, vulnerable. "My bio-dad left when I was little. Never stuck around. You're the first man who's ever made me feel... wanted. Safe." Tears glistened, and I pulled her closer, kissing her forehead. The connection deepened in that moment, beyond the lust—a real bond, forged in our shared brokenness. She was my salvation, and I was hers.

The vulnerability ignited us again, but slower this time, more intimate. Lily straddled me reverse cowgirl, her back to me, that perfect ass on display. She guided my cock back inside her cum-filled pussy, sinking down with a moan, the slick heat enveloping me inch by inch, her walls hugging me tight. "Ride me, baby," I urged, hands on her hips as she ground slow circles, the friction building a deep, aching pleasure. I watched her move, brunette hair swaying, her body undulating like a wave, each descent sending waves of ecstasy through me. "Imagine it, Lily—your belly swelling with my baby. Round and full, tits leaking milk for me."

"Yes, Daddy," she gasped, bouncing harder now, her ass slapping against me with rhythmic smacks, her pussy clenching in pulses that made my balls tighten. "I want your baby. Feel you breeding me deep." The fantasy pushed us both, her grinding turning frantic, my hands reaching around to rub her clit with firm strokes. She came again, shuddering violently, her walls rippling around me, juices dripping down my shaft. I followed, cumming deep inside with forceful jets, holding her down so not a drop escaped, the emotional depth of our shared dream making the orgasm soul-deep. We stayed like that, connected, whispering promises of a future where she carried my child.

As we dressed, the high lingering, Lily slipped something into my pocket—a small box. "For later, Daddy," she murmured with a wink, slipping out before Karen could suspect. Alone, I pulled it out: a pregnancy test, unopened, a hint that sent my blood roaring. Was it possible already? The thought of her fertile body taking my seed, growing our forbidden life... it was everything. But with it came the fear—what if we got caught? The jealousy faded, replaced by determination. She was mine, and I'd fight to keep her.

The days blurred into a haze of possession and passion. I'd catch her texting "Jake" or whoever, but now I knew it was for show—to spark that rough edge she craved. One afternoon, in the backyard while Karen napped, she described a "fake hookup" in detail: "He bent me over, Daddy, but his cock was nothing like yours. Small, unsatisfying." It ended with me dragging her to the shed, fucking her against the wall, choking her lightly as she promised fidelity. "Only you breed me," she'd gasp, and I'd fill her again, marking her inside with hot bursts, the act reaffirming our bond.

But the emotional threads wove tighter too. Late nights, after sex, we'd talk—about my crumbling marriage, her daddy issues, dreams of a life together. "I'll divorce her," I confessed one night, holding her close. "We can be real." Her eyes lit up, and she kissed me deep, our connection solidifying.

It all peaked one evening after another "date." She came home flushed, teasing me with stories of wandering hands. I confronted her in her room, the jealousy raw. "Prove you're mine," I demanded, pinning her down again. The sex was brutal—me choking her throat with controlled pressure, pounding her pussy until she screamed her devotion, her walls convulsing around me in ecstasy. Post-climax, we opened up more: her fears of abandonment, my regrets. Then, she mounted me reverse, riding until I bred her deep with throbbing releases, both lost in breeding fantasies.

As she left for bed, she pressed the test into my hand again—still unopened, but the hint clear. "Soon, Daddy." My obsession deepened. She was carrying my future, and nothing would stop us.


Chapter Six

The cracks were showing, and I knew it. Our secret encounters had us walking a tightrope, the thrill of getting caught mingling with the terror of it all crumbling down. Karen wasn't as oblivious as I'd hoped—her sidelong glances at dinner, the way she'd comment on how "close" Lily and I had become. "You two are like peas in a pod lately," she'd say with that fake smile, but her eyes were sharp, probing. Arguments flared up over nothing: a misplaced phone, a late night at the office. She'd accuse me of distancing myself, and I'd bite back about her endless work hours, but underneath it all simmered the truth I couldn't voice—Lily had filled the void Karen left, and I was addicted.

One evening, the tension hit a fever pitch. We'd planned a family movie night, a pathetic attempt at normalcy. Karen picked some rom-com drivel, popping popcorn while I dimmed the lights in the living room. Lily sauntered in last, wearing a loose tank and shorts that hugged her ass like a second skin. Her brunette hair was tousled, green eyes locking on mine with that wicked glint. We settled on the couch—Karen on one end, me in the middle, Lily curling up beside me under a shared blanket. The movie started, but my focus was shot the second Lily's hand slipped under the covers, brushing my thigh.

Karen dozed off within twenty minutes, her head lolling back, soft snores escaping. Lily waited a beat, then her fingers danced higher, unzipping my pants with practiced stealth. "Daddy," she whispered, barely audible over the TV dialogue, as she freed my cock. It hardened instantly in her grip, thick and veined, pre-cum already beading. She stroked slow, teasing, her thumb circling the head with slick pressure that sent jolts of pleasure up my spine. "Stop," I mouthed, but she just smiled, leaning closer so her tits pressed against my arm. Her nipples poked through the tank, hard and inviting. The blanket shifted slightly with her movements, and I swear Karen stirred, but Lily didn't falter. She edged me closer, my balls tightening, until I was on the brink, the risk heightening every sensation to unbearable intensity. "Sneak away," she breathed in my ear, releasing me just as I was about to explode. My cock ached in protest as she slipped off the couch, heading upstairs with a sway in her hips.

I waited a torturous five minutes, adjusting myself before muttering something about the bathroom. Karen mumbled incoherently, still half-asleep. Upstairs, Lily was waiting in her room, door ajar. I pushed in, locking it behind me, and she was on me in a flash—kissing hard, her tongue invading as she ground against my erection. "I need you, Daddy," she panted, stripping off her shorts to reveal her bare pussy, already glistening with arousal, lips swollen and ready.

We tumbled onto the bed, but I wanted something new, something to push our boundaries. "On your stomach, baby girl," I commanded, flipping her over. She complied, ass up, that perfect curve begging. I spread her cheeks, admiring her tight pink hole—virgin territory, puckered and inviting. "Ever had anything here?" I asked, tracing a finger around her asshole, the light touch making her shiver.

She shivered, looking back over her shoulder. "No, Daddy. But I want you to be the first."

That confession ignited me. I slicked my fingers with her pussy juices, circling her ass before pushing one in slow, the tight ring yielding with a burn that made her gasp, then moan as I worked it deeper, pumping gently. The heat and tightness were exquisite, her body clenching then relaxing around me. "Relax, Lily. Daddy's going to make it feel good." I added a second finger, scissoring to stretch her, while my other hand rubbed her clit in firm circles, the dual stimulation making her writhe and whimper. She moaned into the pillow, pushing back, her body adapting quickly, the pleasure building in her tense muscles. "Fuck, that's tight," I growled, my cock leaking at the sight, the emotional rush of being her first in this way deepening our bond.

When she was ready—writhing and begging—I positioned myself behind her, rubbing my cockhead against her slick pussy first, coating it in her juices. Then, I pressed against her ass, easing in inch by inch, the pressure intense, her ring gripping me like a vise, hot and unyielding. "Oh God, Daddy! It's so big!" she cried, but she took it, her hole stretching around my girth with a delicious burn that made us both groan, the fullness overwhelming her senses. I thrust slow at first, building rhythm, one hand fisting her hair as I fucked her from behind, each plunge deeper, the friction building to a fiery crescendo. The sensation was intense—tighter than her pussy, hotter—and she loved it, reaching back to play with her clit, her fingers frantic. Emotionally, it was profound—her trust in me, surrendering this part of herself, filling me with a protective love that amplified the lust.

"Fuck my ass, Daddy! Harder!" she pleaded, and I obliged, pounding deeper with forceful thrusts, spanking her cheeks until they glowed red, the sharp stings making her clench tighter around me. My balls slapped against her, the lewd sounds filling the room, sweat slicking our bodies. I felt her tense, cumming hard around me, her ass milking my cock in rhythmic contractions, her scream muffled but raw. It pushed me over—I pulled out at the last second, stroking myself to spray hot cum across her back in thick, sticky ropes, the release explosive, leaving me shuddering with ecstasy.

We lay there, spent, but the night wasn't over. Downstairs, Karen was stirring as we cleaned up. I shoved Lily's discarded panties into my pocket—stupid move, but my brain was fogged with post-orgasm bliss. We rejoined her just in time, acting casual as the movie droned on.

Discovery came the next morning, swift and brutal. I was in the kitchen, pouring coffee, when Karen stormed in, holding those black thong panties like evidence in a crime scene. "What the fuck are these, Alex?" she snarled, waving them in my face. "Found them in your pocket while doing laundry. Explain!"

My stomach dropped. Lily wandered in then, eyes widening at the scene. I stammered something lame about a mix-up, but Karen wasn't buying it. "You've been distant, sneaking around. Is there someone else? Some slut from work?"

The accusation stung, but before I could respond, Lily stepped forward, her voice steady. "It's not what you think, Mom. But since we're confessing... I know about your affair. With that coworker, Mark? I've seen the texts, the late nights. You're the one cheating."

Karen's face paled, the fight draining out of her. "How... what?" she sputtered, but the guilt was plain. Turns out, Lily had snooped months ago, holding onto the info like ammunition. The confrontation exploded—yelling, tears, accusations flying. Karen denied at first, then broke down, admitting to the fling. "Our marriage is dead anyway," she sobbed.

That was it. The dam broke. "Get out," I said, voice cold. "Pack your shit and leave. We're done." She stared, shocked, but I was resolute. Lily stood by my side, her hand slipping into mine behind our backs—a silent alliance. Karen stormed upstairs, slamming doors, and by afternoon, she was gone, tires screeching out of the driveway. The house felt lighter, freer, like a weight lifted.

Alone at last, Lily and I didn't waste time. We crashed into each other in the living room, clothes ripping off in a frenzy. "Finally ours," she whispered, wrapping her legs around me as I carried her to the couch. I laid her down missionary-style, wanting to see her face, those green eyes as I claimed her fully. My cock slid into her wet pussy—home, tight and perfect—and I thrust deep, slow at first, savoring the slick heat enveloping me, her walls hugging every inch. "Fuck me, Daddy. Breed me for real," she begged, nails digging into my shoulders, the sharp pain heightening my arousal. I picked up pace, pounding her with intent, each stroke aimed at her womb, the friction building to a feverish intensity, our bodies slapping together. "Gonna fill you up, baby girl. Make you pregnant with my seed." She clenched around me, cumming with a scream, her walls pulsing in waves that milked me dry. I followed, burying deep and erupting, hot cum flooding her fertile depths in powerful jets, the emotional release profound—freedom, love, possession all crashing together. I held there, grinding, ensuring it took.

We stayed tangled, kissing softly, the future unfolding. No more hiding. She was mine—body, heart, and soon, carrying my child. But as bliss settled, a new chapter loomed: claiming her without barriers.




Chapter Seven

With Karen gone, the house transformed overnight. No more tiptoeing around, no more stolen glances or hushed whispers. It was ours—mine and Lily's—a playground for our darkest desires. The air felt thicker, charged with freedom, and I wasted no time claiming what was rightfully mine. That first night alone, I led her upstairs to what was now our bedroom, the master suite I'd shared with her mother now stripped of any trace of the past. Fresh sheets, candles flickering, and a black leather collar I'd ordered weeks ago, hidden away for this moment.

"Lily," I said, voice low and commanding as I held it up. "You're mine now. Completely. This collar marks you as Daddy's little slut." Her green eyes widened, a mix of excitement and submission flashing across her face. She nodded, lifting her brunette hair as I fastened it around her neck—snug, but not too tight, the silver tag engraved with "Daddy's Property" dangling against her throat. She looked up at me, collared and vulnerable, her 34D tits heaving under a thin nightie, nipples already hard.

"Yes, Daddy," she whispered, dropping to her knees instinctively. I gripped the collar's ring, tugging lightly to pull her closer. "Good girl. Now, strip."

She obeyed, peeling off the nightie to reveal her curvaceous body—slim waist, full hips, shaved pussy already glistening. I guided her to the bed, tying her wrists to the headboard with soft silk ropes, her legs spread wide with ankle cuffs. She squirmed, testing the bonds, her breaths coming in short pants. "What are you going to do to me?" she asked, voice trembling with anticipation.

"Edge you until you beg," I growled, pulling out a drawer of toys I'd stashed away: a vibrating wand, nipple clamps, and a dildo that paled in comparison to my cock. I started slow, clamping her nipples—gentle at first, then tightening until she gasped, the sharp pinch sending jolts of pain-pleasure through her, making her arch. "Fuck, Daddy... it hurts so good."

I pressed the wand to her clit, low setting, the vibrations humming against her swollen nub, watching her hips buck desperately. "Don't cum yet, baby girl. Not until I say." She whimpered, her pussy lips swelling, juices dripping as I teased her to the brink, then pulled away. Again and again—edging her mercilessly, her body trembling, pleas spilling from her lips in broken sobs. "Please, Daddy! I need to cum!" The control was intoxicating, her submission filling me with a deep, loving dominance.

"Not yet." I positioned myself over her, straddling her chest, my thick cock hovering above her mouth. "Open wide." She did, tongue out, eager as I slid in, fucking her face slow and deep. Tied and helpless, she took it all, gagging as I hit her throat, saliva dripping down her chin in messy streams. "That's it, suck Daddy's cock like the slut you are." Her muffled moans vibrated around me, the heat and suction building intense pressure, her eyes watering but locked on mine, full of devotion that tugged at my heart.

I edged her more with the dildo now, sliding it into her soaked pussy while I thrust into her mouth, the thick toy stretching her walls with each pump. "Imagine this is my seed, filling you up," I said, role-playing our breeding fetish. "Daddy's going to knock you up, make your belly round with our baby. You'd like that, wouldn't you? Carrying my forbidden child."

"Yes! Breed me, Daddy!" she garbled around my shaft, her body convulsing as I finally let her cum—wand on high, dildo pumping fast and deep. She screamed around my cock, squirting onto the sheets in forceful gushes, her orgasm ripping through her in violent waves. I pulled out, stroking myself to finish in her open mouth, hot cum coating her tongue in thick spurts. "Swallow it all, baby. That's Daddy's seed—practice for when I fill your womb."

She did, licking her lips clean, her body limp in the bonds. I untied her, pulling her into my arms, kissing her softly. "You're perfect, Lily. All mine."

The indulgence didn't stop there. With no one to interrupt, our days blurred into a haze of passion. Mornings started with her collared and on her knees, sucking me awake with deep, slurping strokes. Afternoons, I'd bend her over the kitchen counter, spanking her ass red while fucking her from behind with brutal thrusts, whispering about breeding her fertile body as I filled her. But I wanted to show her more than just dominance—I wanted romance, too, to deepen our bond.

That Friday, I planned a special dinner. Candles on the dining table, soft music, a spread of her favorites: steak, salad, and fresh strawberries for dessert. She came down in a slinky red dress that hugged her curves, the collar peeking out like a secret. "You look stunning, baby girl," I said, pulling out her chair.

We ate slowly, talking about everything—our future, dreams beyond the taboo. But the air crackled with tension, my cock hardening just from watching her lips wrap around a fork. When dessert came, I picked up a strawberry, dipping it in chocolate, and held it to her mouth. "Open," I commanded softly. She bit in, juice dribbling down her chin, her tongue darting out to catch it. Fuck, it was erotic.

I fed her another, my free hand sliding under the table, up her thigh. No panties—good girl. "Spread your legs," I murmured. She did, eyes darkening as my fingers found her wet folds, stroking lightly at first, then delving deeper, the slick heat making her gasp. But I wanted more. Dropping my napkin as pretense, I slipped under the table, kneeling between her thighs. The dress hiked up, her shaved pussy exposed, pink and inviting.

"Daddy... here?" she whispered, glancing around the empty room.

"Right here." I buried my face in her, tongue lapping at her clit with firm, circling strokes, sucking her lips into my mouth with hungry pulls. She tasted like heaven—sweet and musky, her juices flowing as I devoured her, my tongue plunging inside with deep thrusts. Her hands gripped the table edge, moans stifled as I added fingers, curling to hit her G-spot with precise pressure. "Quiet, baby, or I'll stop," I teased, but she couldn't help it, whimpering as her body tensed.

"Oh God, Daddy... I'm gonna cum!" She bucked against my face, squirting into my mouth in hot, forceful jets, the fluid drenching me as her orgasm hit like a storm. I lapped it all, emerging with a grin, my chin slick.

But dinner was far from over. I stood, sweeping the plates aside with a crash, and lifted her onto the table. "Time for the main course," I growled, ripping her dress open to free those perfect tits. She lay back, legs spread, pussy still twitching. I grabbed her foot, sucking her toes one by one—clean, painted red, the sensation making her squirm with ticklish pleasure. "You like that, little slut? Daddy worshipping your body."

"Yes... spank me, please," she begged, and I did—flipping her over, ass up on the table, my palm cracking against her cheeks until they burned red, each sting eliciting cries of ecstasy, her pussy dripping onto the wood. I couldn't resist anymore. Positioning behind her, I slammed my cock inside, raw and deep, fucking her hard on the dining room table with powerful thrusts that shook her body.

"Take it, Lily! Daddy's breeding you right here." I pulled her hair, arching her back, thrusting with abandon, the friction intense and overwhelming. She pushed back, meeting every stroke, her walls clenching. "Cum inside me, Daddy! Fill me with your seed!"

I spanked her more, the slaps mixing with our skin slapping, until she shattered again, screaming my name as her pussy convulsed in waves. I followed, burying deep and unloading, cum flooding her womb in hot ropes. We collapsed on the table, panting, sticky with food remnants and sweat.

As we caught our breath, the mood shifted—emotional, raw. Lily turned to me, tears in her eyes, the collar glinting. "I love you, Daddy. Eternally. Not just the sex... all of you. I want this forever."

I held her close, heart swelling. "I love you too, baby girl. More than anything. I'm divorcing your mom—papers are already in motion. We can be together, no more hiding. Build a life, a family."

She kissed me deep, our souls intertwining as much as our bodies. That night, we made love slow in bed, no toys or ties—just us, connected, breeding with purpose. She was mine fully now, and nothing would change that.


Chapter Eight

The days after claiming the house as ours blurred into a whirlwind of freedom and fucking, but nothing prepared me for the moment that changed everything. Lily had been off birth control for months, and we'd been breeding like rabbits—every load I pumped into her tight pussy a step closer to my ultimate fantasy. So when she missed her period, the air between us crackled with anticipation. "Daddy," she whispered one morning, handing me the pregnancy test from her pocket—the one she'd hinted at before. Her green eyes were wide, a mix of nerves and excitement, her hand trembling slightly.

We stood in the bathroom, the stick on the counter like a ticking bomb. Two minutes felt like eternity, my cock already stirring at the thought of her body changing, swelling with my seed. When the two pink lines appeared, confirming it, a roar of triumph surged through me. "You're pregnant, baby girl," I growled, pulling her into my arms. She laughed through tears, kissing me deep, her curvaceous body pressing against mine. My hands roamed to her belly—flat for now, but soon to round with our forbidden child. The fetish ignited like wildfire; I was obsessed, worshipping her already.

That night, we celebrated in bed, the collar still around her neck as a reminder of her submission. "Look at you, Lily—carrying Daddy's baby," I murmured, stripping her slowly, my eyes devouring her petite frame. Her 34D tits were already swelling, fuller and heavier, veins tracing blue under the skin. I cupped them, thumbs circling her nipples, which hardened instantly. A tiny bead of colostrum leaked out—early milk, sweet and primal. "Fuck, that's hot," I said, leaning down to suck one into my mouth.

She moaned, arching as I nursed, drawing the warm fluid onto my tongue with deep pulls, the milky taste rich and addictive, sending shivers through me. "Daddy... suck harder," she begged, her hand in my hair, pulling me closer. I obliged, alternating between breasts, milking her gently with rhythmic sucks while my other hand slid between her thighs. Her pussy was soaked, shaved smooth as always, lips puffy from arousal. I fingered her slow, feeling her walls clench, her body responding to the new sensitivity with quivers. The dual pleasure—her milk flowing, her pussy gripping my fingers—built an emotional high, a profound sense of creation and love.

"Get on your hands and knees," I commanded, voice rough. She flipped over eagerly, ass up, presenting that perfect view—her pussy dripping, belly just starting to hint at the curve. I rubbed her stomach from behind, possessive, whispering, "This is where my seed took, baby. Growing our little one." My cock throbbed, thick and ready, as I positioned at her entrance and thrust in deep. Doggy-style was primal, my hips slamming against her ass with wet smacks, balls slapping her clit, the friction burning hot. "Feel that, baby girl? Daddy's cock breeding you even now," I'd whisper, thrusting gently at first, then harder, my free hand rubbing her swell. Milk would leak with each movement, her breasts bouncing slightly, and she'd reach back to grip my hip, urging me on. "Deeper, Daddy! Fuck your pregnant girl!" she cried, pushing back to meet me, her walls clenching in pulses that milked me. The angle hit her perfectly, making her cum in waves, her screams raw, her body shaking with ecstasy that mirrored my own building release. Emotionally, it was overwhelming—the life we'd created adding depth to every thrust. I spanked her lightly, watching her cheeks jiggle, then reached around to pinch her nipples, more colostrum leaking in warm drops. She came hard, squirting around my cock in gushing jets, her cries filling the room. "Breed me more, even though I'm already yours!" I roared, erupting inside her with forceful spurts, cum flooding her depths, the warmth intensifying our connection.

We weren't done. Lily rolled over, straddling me, her swollen tits bouncing as she sank onto my still-hard shaft. "Ride me, baby. Let Daddy drink while you fuck." She ground down, slow circles at first, her pussy gripping me like a vice, the slick heat enveloping me completely. I'd grip her hips, thrusting up as she rode, her heavy breasts slapping together, milk beading and dripping onto my chest in warm trails. "Drink from me while I fuck you," she'd urge, leaning forward so I could latch on. Sucking hard, milk flooding my mouth in steady streams, I'd feel her pussy clench tighter, her pace quickening to a frenzy. The dual sensation built fast, her green eyes locked on mine, full of love and lust. She came again, shuddering violently, and I followed, filling her once more with hot ropes, my mouth full of her essence, the act sealing our bond.

The pregnancy brought challenges, though—hiding from friends, dodging questions about Karen's sudden departure. "We're redecorating," we'd say, but whispers started: neighbors eyeing us oddly, Lily's college pals asking why she seemed "glowing." It added a layer of thrill, like our secret was a bomb waiting to explode. But it only deepened our passion; every hidden glance in public made me want her more.

One afternoon, we shopped for baby items—cribs, onesies, all the domestic bliss masking our taboo. At the mall, Lily pulled me into a department store dressing room, ostensibly to try on maternity clothes. The room was small, mirrored walls reflecting us from every angle. She stripped to her bra and panties—lacy, barely containing her changing body—and pressed against me. "Daddy, I need you now," she whispered, her hand stroking my bulge through my jeans.

"Here? So risky," I growled, but my cock was already straining. She dropped to her knees, freeing me and sucking deep, her green eyes looking up as she bobbed with eager slurps, her throat taking me fully. The mirror showed it all—her brunette head moving, my hand in her hair guiding. But I wanted more. Pulling her up, I spun her to face the mirror, bending her over slightly. "Watch yourself get fucked, pregnant slut."

I yanked her panties aside, slamming into her wet pussy from behind with a deep thrust that made her cry out. The mirror captured everything: her tits swinging, colostrum beading on her nipples, my face buried in her neck as I thrust hard, each plunge stretching her. "Look at us, Lily—Daddy breeding his knocked-up girl in public." She bit her lip to muffle moans, her walls clenching as I rubbed her belly, the slight swell turning me on. Footsteps outside the door—shoppers milling—added the edge; we had to be quick. I pounded faster, hand over her mouth as she came, gushing around me in hot waves. I pulled out at the last second, stroking to cum on her ass in thick ropes, watching it drip in the reflection, the release intense amid the risk.

We cleaned up giggling, buying a few items to cover our tracks, but the high lingered. Back home, the passion peaked again. Lily's body was a temple now, her swelling breasts my obsession. That evening, in the living room, she knelt between my legs, collar on, tits freed. "Milky tit-fuck, Daddy?" she asked, pressing her breasts around my cock.

"Fuck yes," I groaned, thrusting up through the soft valley, the friction silky and warm. She squeezed them tighter, her nipples leaking colostrum, lubing the way with warm drops. The sight—milky fluid dripping onto my shaft as I fucked her tits—was pure fetish fuel. "Drink from me while you do it," she urged, and I leaned forward, sucking one nipple, the warm leaks flowing as she worked me. The dual sensation built fast, her green eyes locked on mine.

"Cum for me, Daddy—on my face, mixed with my milk." I lost it, pulling back to stroke, erupting in thick ropes across her cheeks, chin, and lips. Colostrum dripped from her tits onto the mess, blending in a sticky, erotic glaze. She licked what she could, smiling wickedly. "Tastes like us," she murmured.

As we cuddled after, her head on my chest, hand on her belly, the reality sank in. Challenges loomed—hiding the pregnancy, explaining to the world—but our bond was unbreakable. "I love you, Daddy," she whispered. "Can't wait to give you this baby."

"Love you too, baby girl. Forever." My fetish burned brighter, but so did our future. She was mine, pregnant and perfect, and nothing could touch that.


Chapter Nine

As the weeks turned into months, Lily's body blossomed in ways that drove my obsession to new heights. Her belly rounded gently at first, a soft swell that I couldn't keep my hands off, a constant reminder of my seed taking root inside her. At five months, it was undeniable—our forbidden baby growing strong, her skin glowing, curves amplifying into something goddess-like. Her 34D tits had ballooned to overflowing Es, heavy with milk, veins prominent under the stretched skin. I'd catch her in the mirror, cradling her bump, and my cock would harden instantly, the fetish consuming me. Sex wasn't just intense; it was relentless, our bodies adapting to her changing form, every encounter laced with milky indulgence and raw passion.

Mornings became ritualistic. I'd wake her with kisses trailing down her neck, my hands roaming to her engorged breasts. "Time to milk my pregnant girl," I'd murmur, positioning her on her back with pillows propping her up. She'd moan as I latched on, sucking deeply from one nipple while massaging the other, warm milk spraying into my mouth in steady streams—rich, creamy, addictive. "Fuck, Daddy... don't stop," she'd gasp, her thighs parting instinctively. I'd slide my fingers between her legs, finding her pussy drenched, shaved smooth despite the bump. Two fingers plunged in, curling to stroke her G-spot with precise pressure, thumb circling her clit, the dual sensations making her arch and whimper. She'd writhe under me, her belly heaving with each breath, multiple orgasms ripping through her as milk leaked from both tits in arcs. "Oh God, yes! Milk me harder!" she'd cry, squirting her juices onto my hand in hot gushes, syncing with the let-down, her body shaking with ecstasy that deepened our emotional tie. I'd switch sides, draining her fully, my cock throbbing against her thigh, the act filling me with a profound sense of nurture and dominance. Sometimes I'd edge her—fingering slow, building her to the brink with teasing strokes, then pausing to suckle more—until she begged, tears of frustration mixing with pleasure. "Please, Daddy... let me cum!" And when I did, she'd explode, milk spraying in forceful jets from her nipples, soaking the sheets. I'd lap it up, then kiss her, sharing the taste, our bond intensifying.

Positions evolved to accommodate her growing belly, but the heat never dimmed. Side-fucking became a favorite—spooning her from behind, my arm under her head, hand on her tit as I slid into her pussy slow and deep, the slick heat gripping me tightly. "Feel that, baby girl? Daddy's cock breeding you even now," I'd whisper, thrusting gently at first, then harder, my free hand rubbing her swell with tender circles. Milk would leak with each movement, her breasts bouncing slightly, and she'd reach back to grip my hip, urging me on. "Deeper, Daddy! Fuck your milky slut!" The angle hit her perfectly, making her cum in waves, her walls pulsing around me, juices dripping. The emotional depth—feeling our baby between us—made every thrust more meaningful, a blend of lust and love.

When she wanted control, she'd straddle me, her on top with that rounded belly pressing against mine, tits dangling like ripe fruit. "Watch them bounce for you," she'd tease, sinking onto my cock, grinding slow circles that built deep pressure. I'd grip her hips, thrusting up as she rode, her heavy breasts slapping together, milk beading and dripping onto my chest in warm trails. "Drink from me while I fuck you," she'd urge, leaning forward so I could latch on. Sucking hard, milk flooding my mouth, I'd feel her pussy clench, her pace quickening to a frenzy, her orgasms crashing over her with back-arching intensity, milk squirting from both nipples like fountains, coating us both. "Cum inside, Daddy! Fill your pregnant pussy!" And I would, erupting deep in pulsing ropes, holding her down as she trembled, the shared ecstasy profound.

But privacy became an issue. Neighbors whispered about Karen's absence, and Lily's bump drew stares during outings. "We need a fresh start," I decided, scouting a secluded cabin-style home on the outskirts—wooded lot, no prying eyes, perfect for our unconventional family. We moved in a weekend, boxes barely unpacked before we christened every room with all-night sex marathons. That first night, we started in the living room, her collared and on her knees for oral—sucking my cock deep with gagging slurps while I fingered her ass, prepping for more with slick, probing thrusts. "Get it wet, baby. Daddy's taking every hole tonight."

She moaned around me, saliva dripping, then bent over the couch for vaginal—me slamming in from behind, spanking her ass red as milk leaked from her swaying tits, each thrust deep and brutal. "Fuck, yes! Breed me again!" she screamed, cumming hard with gushing wetness. We transitioned to anal—her first time since the pregnancy, lubed and slow. I eased in, her tight ring gripping me with burning heat, while rubbing her clit. "Relax, Lily... take Daddy's cock in your ass." She pushed back, loving the fullness, milk spraying as I thrust deeper with increasing force. "Harder! Make me cum with your dick in my ass!" I pounded, one hand on her belly, the other milking a tit with firm squeezes, until she shattered, squirting pussy juices while I filled her backdoor with hot cum in throbbing jets.

We didn't stop—moving to the kitchen for more oral, her sitting on the counter, legs spread as I ate her out, lapping her sweetness mixed with my earlier load with hungry strokes. Then upstairs to the bedroom for vaginal again, missionary with her legs over my shoulders, belly between us as I drove deep with powerful plunges. All night, we cycled: anal in the shower, her bent over as water cascaded, me fingering her pussy while thrusting; oral on the stairs, her sucking me off mid-step with deep throating; vaginal on the floor, rough and primal with bruising grips. The marathon culminated in the master bed—her riding me reverse, ass bouncing, tits spraying milk in rhythmic arcs with each climax. "Look at me squirt for you, Daddy!" she'd cry, milk hitting the headboard as she came, her pussy flooding my cock. I exploded inside her, drained but euphoric, the endless passion strengthening our love.

Amid the lust, emotional growth bloomed. Late nights, tangled in sheets sticky with milk and cum, we'd talk about parenting. "What if I'm not good at this?" she'd whisper, hand on her bump, vulnerability in her green eyes. "My bio-dad bailed... I don't want that for our baby."

I'd pull her close, kissing her forehead. "You won't be alone, baby girl. I'll be the father you never had—the one who stays, who loves unconditionally. We'll raise this child right, together. Teach them strength, love, everything." Tears would fall, hers and mine, as we shared fears and dreams: nursery ideas, names (we settled on Emma for a girl, after her grandmother), vows to break the cycles of our pasts. "You're my everything, Lily. This family is our redemption."

The bond strengthened through a scare at six months—spotting after a rough session, bright red on the sheets. Panic hit hard; I rushed her to the ER, heart pounding, whispering prayers. "Please be okay," I'd beg, holding her hand as the doctor checked. It was minor—placental irritation, bed rest advised—but it bonded us closer. For days, I pampered her: gentle massages, no penetration, just oral and milking to ease her aches with soft sucks and licks. "I love you more than the kink," I'd confess, sucking her tits softly while fingering her to soft orgasms. "You're my soulmate, pregnant or not."

She'd smile, pulling me up for a kiss. "And you're my forever Daddy. This scare... it shows we're in this together." The intimacy deepened, sex resuming gentler but no less passionate—side-fucking with whispers of love, her on top slow and sensual, milk flowing as we came in unison. Our love grew as her belly did, milky obsessions intertwining with unbreakable devotion. Whatever came next, we were ready—united, obsessed, in love.


Chapter Ten

The day our daughter arrived was a blur of chaos and miracle, the culmination of every forbidden thrust, every drop of seed I'd planted in Lily's fertile womb. We named her Emma, after Lily's grandmother—a tiny bundle with my dark hair and her mother's piercing green eyes, healthy and screaming her arrival into our twisted little world. The hospital room smelled of antiseptic and new life, Lily exhausted but radiant, her body still curved from pregnancy, tits engorged with milk ready to nourish. I held Emma first, her small fist wrapping around my finger, and in that moment, the taboo thrill hit hardest: this was my child with my stepdaughter, our secret love made flesh. No one knew the truth—friends thought we'd adopted, the divorce papers cited "irreconcilable differences" with Karen—but we did, and it bound us tighter than ever.

Post-birth, life settled into a blissful domesticity that masked our ongoing depravity. The new house was our sanctuary, far from judging eyes, where passion wove seamlessly into parenthood. Nursing sessions turned erotic almost immediately—Lily's breasts, now massive and veined, leaked constantly, a constant temptation. One afternoon, weeks after birth, Emma latched on in the living room, suckling hungrily from Lily's left tit while I watched from the armchair, cock stirring. Lily met my gaze, a wicked smile curving her lips as milk dribbled from the other nipple. "She's not the only one who gets to feed, Daddy," she whispered, beckoning me closer.

I knelt beside them, careful not to disturb the baby, and latched onto her free breast. Warm milk flooded my mouth—thicker now, creamier post-birth—as I sucked deep, the flow steady and satisfying. Her hand stroked my hair, the intimacy profound. Emma fed contentedly, oblivious, as I plunged two fingers inside Lily, curling to hit her spot with gentle pressure. She was wet already, always ready since the hormones surged. "Fuck, Daddy... don't stop," she moaned softly, her body tensing. When Emma dozed off, full and satisfied, I laid her in the bassinet and turned back to Lily.

"Now, drain me properly," she begged, spreading her legs wide, her shaved pussy glistening. I buried my face between her thighs first, lapping at her sweetness with long, flat strokes, tongue delving deep while my hands massaged her tits, expressing more milk that ran down her belly in warm streams. She came quick, squirting into my mouth in hot jets, her cries muffled by a pillow, her body shuddering. Then I stood, freeing my throbbing cock, and slid into her missionary-style—gentle at first, mindful of her recovery, but building to a steady rhythm with deep thrusts. "Fuck me while our baby's milk is still on your lips," she panted, wrapping her legs around me. I thrust deeper, sucking a nipple again, milk mixing with our kisses as I filled her with cum in pulsing ropes, the emotional blend of family and lust overwhelming.

Flash-forward a few months: Emma giggling in her playpen, Lily's body back to its curvaceous glory but with fuller hips and tits that still leaked at my touch. Our days were a mix of normalcy—diaper changes, storytime—and unbridled lust. I'd come home from work to find Lily in the kitchen, collar on, pumping her breasts into bottles for later. "Taste test, Daddy?" she'd tease, offering a nipple. I'd suckle while bending her over the counter, fucking her from behind with brutal plunges, milk spraying onto the floor as she came in gushing waves. Evenings, we'd bathe Emma together, then retreat to our room for marathons: her riding me, tits bouncing and leaking with each descent; me eating her out until she squirted in forceful arcs; anal play when she craved that tight fullness, my cum painting her back in sticky ropes after deep, stretching thrusts.

A year later, Emma toddling around, saying "Dada" in that sweet voice that melted me. We'd picnic in the backyard, looking like any happy family, but under the table, Lily's foot would rub my crotch, promising more. Our love had grown—deeper talks about expanding, her whispering, "I want another, Daddy. Breed me again." The hint of a second pregnancy lingered; her periods irregular, tests teasing negatives, but the fantasy kept us hot. One night, after putting Emma down, Lily stripped slow, her body a testament to motherhood—stretch marks like badges, tits still productive though weaning neared. "Make me pregnant again," she begged, and we fucked with purpose, my seed flooding her in hot bursts as we role-played the breeding with intense, emotional thrusts.

Two years on: Emma in preschool, chattering about friends, while Lily bloomed with our second—another girl on the way, my fetish reignited by her swelling form. We'd adapted: public outings as "dad and daughter" morphed into "partners," rings exchanged in a quiet ceremony. Challenges came—whispers from old acquaintances, but we shut them out, our family unbreakable. Passion never waned; if anything, it intensified, milky explorations giving way to new kinks, but always circling back to that core desire: breeding, claiming, loving.

Looking back in the epilogue of our journey, from those initial teases—short skirts, no-panties flashes—to soulmates bound by blood and lust, the taboo thrill was the spark that never died. What started as obsession became redemption: I found purpose in being the father Lily never had, and she gave me a love unfiltered, raw. We navigated jealousy, betrayal, the breaking point with Karen, emerging stronger. The pregnancy, the milky fetishes, the all-night marathons—they were chapters in our unapologetic story, a testament to forbidden desire turning into eternal commitment. Society might judge, but in our world, it was perfect.

It all crystallized one evening, years in, after a long day at the office. The house was quiet—Emma asleep, the new baby (we named her Ava) nursing contentedly before bed. Lily waited in our room, collar gleaming, a pump beside her but unused. "Milky time, Daddy," she purred, kneeling as I entered, her tits full and leaking. She unzipped me, taking my cock in hand, stroking slow while pressing her breasts together. "Let me milk you dry after your hard day."

I groaned, threading fingers through her brunette waves, as she wrapped her lips around me, sucking deep with that expert mouth, her tongue swirling with hot laps. Milk dripped from her nipples onto my thighs, the scent mixing with our arousal. She bobbed faster, throat taking me fully, one hand pumping her tit to spray arcs of milk across my chest. "Fuck, baby girl... just like that." The build was intense, her green eyes locked on mine, promising more. When I came, she swallowed every drop, milking me with her throat until I was spent in pulsing jets, then licked me clean with a satisfied hum.

Pulling her up, I kissed her deep, tasting myself. "More babies for Daddy?" she whispered, hand on her flat belly—hinting at the next cycle, the endless loop of our passion.

"Always, Lily. Forever." Our journey wasn't over; it was just beginning anew.
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