
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Dark Possession

A Twisted Step Desire Affair
Chapter1 

This silence is going to drive me insane. Two days since Elena left for her conference, and the penthouse feels like a tomb. Every tick of the grandfather clock is a hammer blow against my skull. I pour a whiskey, the amber liquid catching the low light. It does nothing to quench the real thirst.
It’s her. It’s always her.
Sophie. My stepdaughter. God, just thinking her name makes my cock twitch, a thick, heavy ache of want. Nineteen years old and she’s fucking perfection. All soft curves and wide, innocent eyes that look at me like I’m some kind of saint. She has no idea the things I dream about doing to her. No clue that when she walks through a room in those little shorts and a tank top, my mouth goes dry and all the blood in my body rushes south. I watch the sway of her hips, the gentle bounce of her tits, and I imagine my hands on them. My mouth. I imagine peeling those clothes off her and finding out if her skin is as soft as it looks.
Elena… my wife… she’s a good woman. But she’s barren. The word is a cold, clinical curse. The doctors said it years ago. Our bed has been a place of quiet resignation ever since. But Sophie… Christ, Sophie is life itself. Young, ripe, fertile. I can smell it on her, a scent of clean skin and potential that drives me fucking wild. I look at her and I don’t see a daughter. I see a womb. I see the mother of my child. The one thing Elena could never give me.
The fantasy is always the same. Pinning her down, spreading those sweet thighs, and pumping my seed so deep inside her it takes root. Watching her belly swell with my baby. Marking her, claiming her, making her mine in the most primal way possible. She’d be so beautiful, round and heavy with my child. Everyone would know who she belonged to then.
I hear a floorboard creak on the stairs. My whole body goes taut. I don't turn. I just wait, listening to the soft pad of her bare feet on the hardwood. She comes into the living room, a ghost in the dim light.
"Dad?" Her voice is a whisper, laced with sleep. "You're still up."
I finally turn my head. She’s standing there, bathed in the moonlight from the window. Her hair is a mess, her old t-shirt is thin enough I can see the dark shadow of her nipples, and those sleep shorts… fuck, they leave nothing to the imagination. My gaze drags over her, a physical caress. I see the faint tremor that runs through her. She knows. Some part of her has to feel the heat coming off me in waves.
"Yeah," I say, my voice a low gravel. "Couldn't sleep. The quiet gets to a man."
I let the words hang there, charged and dangerous. I see her swallow, her throat working. She doesn't run. She just stands there, a beautiful, trembling doe caught in my headlights. And all I can think is, Mine.

Chapter2 

The silence stretches between us, thick and electric. I can see the pulse fluttering at the base of her throat. She’s scared, but not of me. Not yet. It’s the charge in the air, the unspoken thing that’s been growing for months, finally given a voice.
“Come here, baby girl,” I say, my voice dropping into that low, paternal register she trusts, the one that hides the beast beneath. I pat my thigh. “Come sit with Daddy.”
Her eyes widen, a flicker of confusion warring with ingrained obedience. She takes a hesitant step, then another, until she’s standing right in front of me. I don’t give her time to think. My hands slide around her waist, and she’s so light, so fucking pliant, as I lift her and settle her sideways across my lap. She lets out a little gasp, her hands coming up to brace against my chest. Through the thin cotton of my shirt, I can feel the heat of her palms.
“There now,” I murmur, one arm banding around her lower back, holding her securely against me. My other hand comes up to stroke her hair back from her face. She’s trembling. “You’re shaking, sweetheart.”
Just then, a low rumble of thunder rolls in the distance, a deep growl that seems to vibrate through the floorboards. She flinches, her body pressing instinctively closer to mine.
“See?” I whisper, my lips close to her ear. I breathe in her scent—vanilla and sleep and pure, untouched girl. My cock is a hard, aching bar beneath her thigh, and I know she can feel it. A fresh tremor goes through her, but she doesn’t pull away. “A bad one’s rolling in. I know how much you hate them.”
My hand slides from her hair down her back, a slow, possessive stroke. I let my fingers splay over the curve of her ass, feeling the soft give of her through the thin shorts. She makes a tiny, choked sound.
“You’re not sleeping alone tonight, Sophie. Not with this storm.” I tilt her chin up, forcing her to meet my gaze. Her eyes are huge, dark pools of confusion and a dawning, fearful arousal. “You’re going to sleep in my bed. With me.”

She’s pliant in my arms, a warm, trembling weight as I carry her down the hall to my bedroom. Her own room, with its pastel colors and stuffed animals, feels a million miles away. This is my space. The air smells of clean linen, expensive sandalwood, and me.
“It’s okay, baby girl,” I murmur, my lips brushing her hair as I lower her onto her feet beside the massive bed. The storm outside provides a perfect, raging soundtrack to the one building in my blood. “Daddy’s got you.”
Her eyes are wide, locked on mine, a mixture of fear and a thrilling, nascent curiosity. I keep my gaze on her as my hands go to the hem of my own t-shirt. I pull it over my head in one smooth motion and toss it aside. Her breath catches at the sight of my bare chest. I see her eyes trace the lines of my torso, the dusting of hair, the solid muscle of a man twice her age. Good. Let her look. Let her see what’s about to happen to her.
“My bed, my rules,” I tell her, my voice leaving no room for argument. My fingers go to the waistband of her shorts. “No clothes allowed. It’s how I take care of my girl.”
She doesn’t fight me. A tiny, shuddering sigh escapes her lips as I hook my thumbs into the soft elastic and peel the shorts and her panties down her legs in one slow, deliberate motion. She steps out of them, completely naked from the waist down. I make a show of looking my fill, my eyes burning over the neat thatch of dark curls at the junction of her pale thighs. Perfect. “Your shirt, Sophie,” I command softly.
Her hands are shaking as she grips the bottom of her oversized t-shirt. She hesitates for a heartbeat, then pulls it up and over her head, letting it fall to the floor.
And God. There she is.
Her tits are huge. Not what I expected from her slender frame. They’re full, heavy globes, pale and tipped with large, dusky-pink areolas that are already pebbled tight. They sway with her nervous tremors, a devastating, ripe weight that makes my mouth water. She instinctively tries to cover them, crossing her arms, but I gently catch her wrists.
“None of that,” I chide, my voice a low rumble. “Daddy needs to see what’s his.” I drink in the sight of her—the incredible swell of her breasts, the narrow waist flaring into generous hips. A fucking fertility goddess made just for me. I don't give her time to process her full nudity. I turn her slightly and my hands go to the button of my own pajama pants. I push them and my boxers down in one firm shove, kicking them away. I'm fully, brutally hard. My cock springs free, thick and veined, a blatant threat and a promise between us. Her eyes drop to it, widening in shock, a soft "oh" escaping her parted lips.
I pull her flush against me, her naked front meeting mine. The feeling is an electric jolt. The soft, heavy weight of her magnificent tits crushing against my chest, the coarse hair of my body against her smooth skin. A gasp is torn from her throat.
I guide her onto the bed, pulling back the cool, grey duvet. I lay her down and climb in after her, my body immediately curling around hers, skin to skin from shoulder to ankle. The heat of her is incredible. My arm snakes under her neck, my other hand immediately, possessively, finding the lush curve of her breast. My palm covers the soft mound, my thumb rasping over her stiff nipple.
"Mmm, there now," I groan into her hair, my hips pressing forward so the head of my cock nestles against the damp cleft of her ass. "Isn't this better? So much warmer. So much safer." My hand kneads her flesh, learning its weight and texture. "Daddy's just taking care of you. Just making you feel good."

My hand kneads the heavy, soft weight of her breast, my thumb circling her pebbled nipple until she's gasping, her back arching off the mattress. The storm is inside this room now, a tempest of my making. I can't just touch. I need to taste, to claim.
"Need to taste these perfect tits, baby girl," I groan, my voice thick with a hunger that's been starving for years. I lower my head and take one stiff peak into my mouth, sucking hard, my tongue lashing the sensitive bud.
She cries out, a sharp, high sound that's pure shock and unexpected pleasure. Her fingers tangle in my hair, not pushing me away, but holding on. "D-Daddy..."
"That's it," I murmur against her damp skin, switching to her other breast, giving it the same worshipful, rough attention. I suckle deep, imagining the day they'll be swollen and leaking, full of milk for my son. "So sweet. Gonna be even sweeter when you're full of milk for our baby. When these beautiful tits are heavy and aching because I knocked you up so good."
While my mouth works on her chest, my other hand abandons its roaming and slides down the trembling plane of her stomach. My fingers push through the soft curls at the apex of her thighs and my palm cups her entire mound. She jerks, a frantic little motion, but I hold her firm, pressing my hand hard against her virgin cunt. I can feel the heat pouring off her, a damp warmth already seeping through.
"This is where it's gonna happen, Sophie," I breathe, lifting my head to look into her glazed, overwhelmed eyes. My hips shift, my rock-hard cock sliding against her thigh, leaving a slick trail of my own need. "This tight little cunt." I press the heel of my hand harder against her, making her whimper. "It's going to learn to stretch for me. It's going to take every inch of Daddy's cock until I'm buried so deep inside you, you won't know where you end and I begin."
I don't let her process it. I capture the small, trembling hand that's fisted in the sheets and I wrap her fingers around my shaft. Her eyes widen at the contact, at the sheer, veined thickness of me, the brutal proof of what's coming.
"Feel that?" I grit out, my own breath catching as her cool fingers brush my feverish skin. I cover her hand with mine, forcing her to stroke me, showing her the rhythm, the possessive claim. "This is what you do to me. This is all for you. This cock is going to ruin this sweet, innocent little pussy," I hiss, my voice dropping to a guttural promise, "and then it's going to pump you so full of my cum, you'll be dripping with it for days. You're going to leave this bed with my baby growing in your belly. Do you understand me?"

Her eyes are glazed, her body pliant from my mouth on her tits and her small hand wrapped around my cock. The air is thick with the smell of her fear and my sweat. It's time.
"Gonna make you feel so good, baby girl," I murmur, shifting my weight over her. I use my knees to gently, insistently, nudge her thighs apart. She resists for a second, a faint, reflexive tightening, but a low "Shhh" from me and the overwhelming presence of my body makes her relent. She opens for me, exposing herself completely.
The sight of her there, pink and swollen and glistening with her own innocent moisture, is almost enough to make me lose it. I position myself, the thick, leaking head of my cock nudging against her tight, virgin entrance. It's a perfect, terrifying fit. Just the tip, a blunt pressure against a barrier that has never been crossed.
"Take a deep breath for Daddy," I command, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. She sucks in a shaky gasp, her eyes wide and fixed on mine. I see the trust warring with primal terror.
I push.
Just an inch. A slow, inexorable invasion. The resistance is fierce, a hot, clutching tightness that makes stars burst behind my eyes. A sharp, pained cry is torn from her throat, and a single tear escapes, tracing a path through her temple into her hair.
"I know, baby, I know," I coo, my voice a rough parody of comfort. I don't pull out. I hold myself there, buried in that first impossible inch, letting her body scream its protest. I can feel the frantic, fluttering pulse of her around me. "It's okay. Just the first part. You're being so good for me. So good for Daddy."
I wait, stroking her hair, whispering filthy, soothing nonsense until the initial shock passes and her breathing evens out from a panicked pant to shallow, hitched gasps. Then, I push again.
This time, the giving is different. It's a slow, wet, tearing sensation as her body reluctantly yields, stretching to accommodate my girth. I watch, mesmerized, as another inch, then two, disappears inside her. I'm halfway there, buried in a heat so intense it feels like my bones are melting.
"Fuck, Sophie... you're so tight," I groan, the words gritted out between my teeth. "You're hugging my cock so perfectly. Made for this. Made for me."
I don't stop. I can't. I become a machine of pure, single-minded purpose. My hips piston forward in slow, deep, relentless strokes, each one sinking me deeper, claiming more of her, until my pelvis is finally flush against hers and I am fully sheathed inside my stepdaughter. I stay there, embedded to the hilt, feeling her inner muscles clench and spasm around me in shocked, involuntary ripples.

Her legs are trembling as I wrap them around my waist, my hands hooked under her knees, holding her open, keeping her pinned to the mattress. I'm fully sheathed inside her, my hips already starting a slow, deliberate grind. I can feel every flutter, every clench, every hot, wet pulse around my cock. It's like nothing I've ever experienced. I'm high on it, drunk on the power of it.
"Kiss me, Sophie," I command, my voice low, demanding.
Her eyes widen, a flash of shock and disbelief. But she hesitates for only a moment before her small, soft lips part and she leans up, pressing a chaste, awkward kiss to my mouth.
I growl, a low, warning rumble in my chest. "That's not how you kiss your daddy." I pull back, just enough to let her see the cold steel in my eyes. "You're going to kiss me like you mean it. Like you're giving me something."
Her throat works, a swallow that's half fear, half determination. She leans in again, this time pressing her lips more firmly to mine, her tongue darting out to tentatively touch the seam of my mouth. It's not enough. I take control, slanting my mouth over hers, forcing her lips apart with my own, my tongue invading, exploring, demanding. I kiss her like I'm fucking her—deep, hard, possessive. I want to claim every inch of her, inside and out.
She whimpers into my mouth, her body stiffening in shock, then melting as I keep my pace, grinding my hips, fucking her in slow, steady strokes. I can feel her breath hitching, her heart racing against mine. I pull back, just enough to look into her eyes.
"That's my girl," I murmur, my voice thick with satisfaction. "You're learning so fast. Now, tell me what you feel, Sophie. Tell Daddy what his cock feels like inside you."
Her cheeks flush a deep, embarrassed red, but her gaze doesn't waver. "I... I feel you. You're big. It hurts, but... but it's not just... not just bad." I smile, a slow, predatory baring of teeth. "Good girl. Keep going."
"It's... it's warm. Hot. And... and it's like... like you're touching me inside. Places I didn't know... I didn't know I had." Her voice is soft, hesitant, but her eyes are alive with a raw, burgeoning curiosity.
I reward her with a deep, slow thrust, my hips rolling to hit that secret spot inside her. Her eyes flutter closed, a gasp escaping her lips. "There you go," I whisper, my mouth against her ear. "You feel that? That's your daddy touching you. That's me claiming you. That's me putting my baby in you."
Her legs tighten around me, her nails digging into my back. I can feel her body struggling to reconcile the pain and the pleasure, the violation and the strange, undeniable intimacy of this. I fuck her slow, deep, and steady, my mouth never leaving hers, my hands roaming, exploring, groping. I want her to feel every inch of me. I want her to know she belongs to me in a way she can never undo.
"You're mine, Sophie," I growl, my voice dropping to a dark, dangerous timbre. "Mine to fuck. Mine to breed. Mine to keep. You
understand?"
Her eyes are wide, locked on mine. She doesn't answer. She doesn't need to. I can see the truth of it written in the dilation of her pupils, the hitch in her breath, the way her body yields to mine with every thrust. She's mine. And she knows it.
Her body is a symphony of tension, her breath coming in sharp, panicked gasps against my mouth. I can feel her heart racing, her pulse fluttering like a caged bird under my touch. I keep my pace slow, steady, my hips rolling in that deep, relentless rhythm that's driving her to the edge.
I devour her mouth, my tongue invading, exploring, demanding. I kiss her like I'm fucking her—deep, hard, possessive. I want to claim every inch of her, inside and out. My hands roam, exploring, groping. I can feel her trying to pull away, to escape the intensity, but I don't let her. I hold her in place, my body a cage around hers.
"You're mine, Sophie," I growl, my voice a low, dark rumble against her lips. "Mine to fuck. Mine to breed. Mine to keep. You understand?" She whimpers, a tiny, broken sound that's half pleasure, half pain. Her legs tighten around my waist, her nails digging into my back. I can feel her body winding tighter and tighter, like a coil ready to snap.
"You're going to come for me, Sophie," I command, my voice dropping to a dark, dominating tone. "You're going to drench Daddy's cock with your pleasure. You're going to come for your daddy."
Her eyes widen, a flash of shock and disbelief. "I... I can't... I've never..." She trails off, her voice a broken whisper.
I smile, a cold, cruel smile. "You can. You will. You're going to say it, baby girl. You're going to tell Daddy you're going to come for him." Her throat works, a swallow that's half fear, half determination. "I... I'm going to come for you, Daddy," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "That's my girl," I murmur, my voice thick with satisfaction. "Now, tell me what you want. Tell Daddy what you need."
Her cheeks flush a deep, embarrassed red, but her gaze doesn't waver. "I... I want you to... to keep going," she stammers, her voice barely above a whisper. "I want... I want you to keep fucking me. I want... I want you to make me come."
The words are like a match to gasoline. I growl, a low, primal sound, and my pace quickens, my hips pistoning forward in hard, deep thrusts. I can feel her body struggling to keep up, to reconcile the pain and the pleasure, the violation and the strange, undeniable intimacy of this. I can feel her getting closer, the coil winding tighter, tighter, until—
She shatters.
Her back arches, her nails digging into my back, her legs locking around my waist. A cry is torn from her throat, a raw, primal sound that echoes off the walls. I feel her cunt pulse around me, her inner muscles clenching and releasing in waves as she comes, her orgasm ripping through her like a storm.
"Fuck, Sophie," I groan, my voice guttural, my own release barreling down on me. "You're mine. Mine. Mine. You understand?"
Her eyes are wide, locked on mine. She doesn't answer. She doesn't need to. I can see the truth of it written in the dilation of her pupils, the hitch in her breath, the way her body yields to mine with every thrust. She's mine. And she knows it.
I slam into her one last time, my cock pulsing, jetting my hot, thick seed deep inside her. I collapse on top of her, spent, my body a heavy weight pinning her to the mattress. I can feel my cum leaking out around my cock, a warm, sticky flood claiming her, marking her, breeding her. "That's it, baby girl," I murmur, my voice hoarse. "You're mine now. You're going to stay in this bed with Daddy until you're pregnant. Until you're filled with my child."
I can feel her body trembling beneath mine, her tears wetting the hollow of my throat. But I also feel her acceptance, her surrender. She's mine. And she knows it.

Chapter3 

The morning sun streams in through the open curtains, casting a warm, golden glow over our entwined bodies. I'm still buried deep inside her, my cock throbbing with a lazy, satisfied heat. She's stirring, her body soft and pliant against mine, her breath coming in slow, even puffs. I start to move, my hips rolling in slow, gentle thrusts, a soft, intimate reminder of the night before.
"Morning, sweetheart," I murmur, my voice low and thick with sleep. I lean down, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to her lips. She stirs, her eyes fluttering open, meeting mine.
"Morning," she whispers, her voice soft, hesitant. There's a moment of confusion, then a flash of memory, a sharp intake of breath. She tenses, her hands coming up to push against my chest. "Shhh," I soothe, my voice gentle. I capture her wrists, pinning them above her head, my body a heavy, comforting weight on hers. "It's okay. It's just Daddy. We're just... having a morning cuddle."
Her eyes widen, a mix of shock and disbelief. "A... a cuddle?" she stammers.
I smile, a slow, warm curve of my lips. "Yes, a cuddle. You know, like this." I roll my hips, my cock sliding deep inside her, filling her
completely. She gasps, her body melting, her legs shifting to accommodate me. "See? Isn't this nice?"
She swallows hard, her gaze locked on mine. "Yyes," she whispers, her voice breathy. "It's... it's nice."
I start to move again, my pace slow, my rhythm steady. I want to fuck her awake, to fill her with my cock, my cum, my presence. But I also want her to see me as more than just a monster. I want her to see me as her daddy, her lover, her protector.
"Last night was... intense," I murmur, my voice soft. I lean down, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. "But it was also special. You were special, Sophie. So responsive. So perfect." Her cheeks flush, but I can see the pleasure my words bring her. "Th-thank you," she stutters. I smile, my hips never stopping their steady, lazy rhythm. "You don't need to thank me, baby girl. I just want you to know... I care about you. I care about your happiness. And I want to make sure you're comfortable. That you're taken care of." Her eyes search mine, a flicker of hope in their depths. "You... you do?"
I nod, my expression serious. "More than anything. You're my baby girl, Sophie. My precious, perfect baby girl. And I want to make sure you're happy. That you're safe. That you're... comfortable."
I can see the gears turning in her head, the struggle between her desire and her caution. I lean down, capturing her mouth in a soft, lingering kiss. I can taste her, feel her, every inch of her. I fuck her like that, my hips rolling, my tongue exploring, my cock buried deep inside her.
"I... I want to be comfortable," she whispers, her voice barely audible.
I smile, my heart swelling with a dark, twisted joy. "I know you do, baby girl. And Daddy's going to make sure you are. Just... trust me, okay?" I can feel her getting closer, her body winding tighter, her cunt clenching around me. I pull back, looking down at her, my pace never faltering.
"You're going to come for me, Sophie," I command, my voice a low, dark rumble. "You're going to come for your daddy. You're going to show me how much you trust me."
She nods, her eyes locked on mine. "Y-yes," she stammers. "I... I'm going to come for you, Daddy. I... I trust you."
The words send a jolt of pleasure through me, my cock throbbing inside her. I growl, a low, primal sound, and my pace quickens, my hips pistoning forward in hard, deep thrusts. I can feel her body struggling to keep up, to reconcile the pleasure, the intimacy, the overwhelming presence of me. I can feel her getting closer, the coil winding tighter, tighter, until—
She shatters.
Her back arches, her nails digging into my back, her legs locking around my waist. A cry is torn from her throat, a raw, primal sound that echoes off the walls. I feel her cunt pulse around me, her inner muscles clenching and releasing in waves as she comes, her orgasm ripping through her like a storm.

Chapter4 

I lead her to the en suite bathroom, the sound of the running shower filling the space. She hesitates at the entrance, her gaze flicking to the steaming shower, then back to me, her eyes wide and uncertain.
"Come on, Sophie," I murmur, my voice low and commanding. "Let's get you cleaned up." She swallows hard, but complies, stepping into the bathroom. I guide her to the shower, her body tense and stiff under my touch. I help her out of her nightgown, my hands rough,
impatient. I want to see all of her, to claim every inch.
I guide her into the shower, the warm water cascading over our bodies. She gasps, her back arching as the heat envelops her. I grab the soap, lathering it between my hands, then start to wash her. I take my time, my hands exploring every curve, every dip, every hollow of her body. When I reach her ass, I pause, my gaze locked on the round, firm globes. I can see her tense, her body stiffening as she anticipates my touch. I smile, a dark, predatory curve of my lips. "Turn around, Sophie," I command, my voice low, dangerous. "Hands on the wall. Ass out for me."
She hesitates, then slowly, reluctantly, she complies. Her ass is presented to me, high and round, a perfect target. I soap up my hands again, then start to wash her back, her ass, her thighs. I linger on her ass, my fingers slipping into the crack, brushing over her hole.
She tenses, her body stiffening. I can hear her breath hitching, her heart pounding in her chest. I lean in, my voice low, menacing.
"Relax, Sophie," I murmur. "Daddy's going to take care of you. He's going to clean you up properly."
She whimpers, a soft, broken sound, but she doesn't pull away. I push two soapy fingers into her ass, feeling her clench around me. I start to move them, fucking her with my fingers, my thumb rubbing tight circles over her clit. She starts to moan, her body writhing, her hips pushing back to meet my touch. I can feel her getting closer, her body winding tighter, tighter, until—
I pull my fingers out of her ass, and before she can react, I lean down and replace them with my mouth. I lick her asshole, my tongue pushing inside, tasting her, claiming her. She gasps, her body stiffening in shock, then melting as pleasure courses through her.
"Oh my god," she moans, her voice ragged, desperate. "What... what are you doing?" I pull back, my eyes locked on hers. "I'm eating your ass, Sophie," I growl, my voice dark, dominating. "I'm licking your dirty little hole clean. And you're going to take it. You're going to come for Daddy while he eats your ass." Her eyes widen, a flash of shock and disbelief. But I can see the hunger there too, the raw, primal need. She doesn't answer, just bites her lip, her breath coming in sharp, needy gasps. I lean back in, my tongue pushing into her ass, licking, probing, claiming. I can feel her getting closer, her body winding tighter, tighter, until— "Come for me, Sophie," I growl, my voice muffled against her ass. "Come while Daddy eats your ass. Come all over my tongue."
She shatters.
Her back arches, her nails digging into the tiles, her legs trembling as her orgasm rips through her. I can feel her asshole pulsing, her cunt clenching as she comes, her cries echoing off the walls. I pull back, looking up at her, my face glistening with her juices, her cum.
"Fuck, Sophie," I groan, my voice guttural. "You're mine. You understand?"
She nods, her eyes wide, locked on mine. "Yyes," she stammers. "I... I'm yours."
I smile, a slow, cruel curve of my lips. "Good girl.

I can feel her body trembling beneath mine, her tears wetting the hollow of my throat. But I also feel her acceptance, her surrender. She's mine. And she knows it.
I sit at the kitchen table, my eyes locked on Sophie as she moves around the kitchen. She's naked, her body on full display for me. I can see every curve, every dip, every inch of her. She's mine. And she knows it.
She's making breakfast, her hands moving efficiently as she cracks eggs into a bowl, slices bread for toast, brews coffee. She's graceful, confident, a sight to behold. But I can also see the tension in her shoulders, the way she keeps glancing at me, the slight flush to her cheeks. She's nervous. She's excited. She's mine. She turns to face me, her hands holding a plate with a perfectly cooked breakfast. She smiles, a small, hesitant curve of her lips. "Is this okay, Daddy?" she asks, her voice soft, uncertain. I smile back, a slow, predatory curve of my lips. "It looks delicious, baby girl," I murmur, my voice low, dangerous. "But you know what Daddy wants. Bring it to me. And sit on my cock while you do it."
Her eyes widen, a flash of surprise and arousal crossing her face. She hesitates for a moment, then walks over to me, her hips swaying, her tits bouncing with each step. She's a fucking vision. My fucking vision.
She stops in front of me, her eyes locked on mine. She starts to lower herself, her pussy hovering over my cock. I can feel it, hard, throbbing, ready for her. I growl, a low, primal sound, my hands gripping her hips, pulling her down onto me.
She gasps, her eyes widening as she feels me push into her, inch by inch, filling her, stretching her. She's so tight, so wet, so fucking ready for me. She starts to sink down, her body taking me in, her cunt gripping my cock like a fucking vice. She starts to feed me, her hands bringing the fork to my mouth, her eyes locked on mine. I can taste the breakfast, the eggs, the toast, the coffee. It's delicious. But it's not as delicious as her. It's not as delicious as the feel of her cunt wrapped around my cock.
I start to eat, my hands roaming, exploring her body as I do. I want to touch her, to claim her, to remind her who she belongs to. I want to breed her, to mark her, to make her mine. And I will. Again and again and again.
She keeps feeding me, her body moving, her hips shifting, grinding against mine. I can feel her getting closer, her body winding tighter, tighter, until—
"Daddy, I... I'm going to come," she stammers, her voice ragged, desperate.
I growl, a low, primal sound, my hands gripping her hips, pulling her down harder, faster. "Come for me, Sophie," I growl, my voice dark,
dominating. "Come on Daddy's cock. Milk my fucking cock, baby girl."
She shatters.
Her back arches, her nails digging into my shoulders, her legs locking around my waist. A cry is torn from her throat, her cunt pulsing, her inner muscles clenching and releasing in waves as she comes, her orgasm ripping through her like a storm.
I can feel her, her heat, her tightness, her slickness. I can feel my cum, hot, sticky, filling her, breeding her. I growl, a low, primal sound, my body a heavy weight pinning her to me. She collapses against me, her body boneless, her breath coming in sharp, ragged gasps. I can feel her heart pounding against my chest, her body trembling in the aftermath of her orgasm. I pull her close, my arms wrapping around her, my mouth finding hers in a soft, gentle kiss. "Good girl," I murmur, my voice low, soothing. "You did so good for Daddy. You made me breakfast. You sat on my cock. You came for me. You're such a good little wifey."
She smiles, a soft, contented curve of her lips. "Thank you, Daddy," she whispers, her voice barely audible.
I smile back, a slow, cruel curve of my lips. "You're welcome, baby girl," I murmur. "Now, let's get you cleaned up. And then, we can start all over again."
And with that, I lift her off my cock, her body protesting, her cunt gripping me like a vice. I carry her to the bathroom, ready to start the day all over again.

Chapter5 

Sophie lies in bed next to me, her body boneless, her eyes closed, a soft smile playing on her lips. I can feel her, her heat, her slickness, her satisfaction. She's mine. And she knows it. But then, her eyes flutter open, her gaze locking onto mine. There's a new expression there, one I haven't seen before. Worry. Uncertainty. She hesitates for a moment, then speaks.
"What about... what about my mom?" she asks, her voice soft, hesitant. "She's going to be home in a couple of days. What are we going to do?" I feel a surge of possessiveness, of
protectiveness. But I also feel a sense of tenderness, of gentleness. I don't want to hurt her, to confuse her. I want to guide her, to help her see things my way. I smile, a slow, warm curve of my lips.
"Your mom loves you, Sophie," I murmur, my voice low, soothing. "She wants what's best for you. And being with me, being my wife, that's what's best."
She blinks, surprise and confusion flashing in her eyes. "W-what do you mean?" she stammers. "I'm not your wife. I'm... I'm your stepdaughter." I shake my head, a slow, gentle motion. "No, Sophie," I murmur. "You're not my stepdaughter anymore. You're my wife. Your mom and I, we talked about it. We both agreed that this was the best thing for you. For us."
She shakes her head, her eyes widening with disbelief. "No, that's not true," she insists. "My mom would never agree to that. She loves me. She wouldn't want me to... to..." She trails off, unable to finish the sentence.
I sigh, a long, dramatic sound. "Your mom wants you to be happy, Sophie," I murmur, my voice low, soothing. "And being with me, that makes you happy. Doesn't it?"
She hesitates, her eyes locked on mine. I can see the doubt creeping in, the uncertainty. I lean in, my voice low, gentle.
"Say it, Sophie," I whisper, my voice barely audible. "Say 'I'm happy being your wife, Daddy.'"
She swallows hard, her eyes wide, locked on mine. "I... I can't," she stammers. "It's not true. I... I'm not your wife. I'm your stepdaughter." I smile, a slow, warm curve of my lips. "You can, Sophie," I murmur, my voice low, soothing. "You just need to try. Say it. Say 'I'm happy being your wife, Daddy.'"
She hesitates, her eyes locked on mine. I can see the struggle in her eyes, the war between what she knows and what she wants to believe. I lean in closer, my voice low, gentle.
"Say it, Sophie," I whisper, my voice barely audible. "Say it. Say 'I'm happy being your wife, Daddy.'"
She swallows hard, her eyes wide, locked on mine. "I... I'm happy being your wife, Daddy," she stammers, her voice barely audible.
I smile, a slow, warm curve of my lips. "Good girl," I murmur, my voice low, soothing. "Now, let's get you cleaned up. And then, we can start all over again. As husband and wife."
I roll out of bed, my body already hardening at the thought of what's to come. I'm going to breed her. I'm going to mark her. I'm going to make her mine. And I will. Again and again and again. No matter what she thinks. No matter what anyone thinks. She's mine. And she will always be mine. And she will always believe it, because I will make her believe it. Gently. Tenderly. With love.

Chapter6 

The soft glow of the setting sun casts a warm, romantic hue over the city as I lead Sophie into the restaurant. She's a vision in the elegant dress I chose for her, her hair styled in soft waves, her eyes sparkling with excitement and anticipation. I want tonight to be perfect for her, to show her that she's mine, that she belongs to me, that she's my wife.
The maitre d' greets us, a knowing smile playing on his lips. "Mr. and Mrs. Johnson," he says, "your table is ready. Please follow me." I smile back, a slow, confident curve of my lips. "Thank you," I murmur, my voice low, assured. I guide Sophie to our table, pulling out her chair for her. She blushes slightly, her eyes darting around the room, taking in the other couples, the dim lighting, the soft music playing in the background.
As we sit down, I take her hand in mine, my thumb tracing slow, gentle circles on her palm. "You look absolutely stunning, Sophie," I murmur, my voice low, intimate. "Every man in this room wishes they were with you."
She blushes deeper, her eyes meeting mine. "Thank you, Daddy," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "You... you don't have to say things like that."
I squeeze her hand, my gaze locked on hers. "I want to," I growl, my voice low, dominant. "You're mine, Sophie. My wife. And I want everyone to know it."
She nods, her eyes locked on mine. I can see the doubt creeping in, the uncertainty. I lean in closer, my voice dropping to a low, intimate whisper.
"Remember our first time, Sophie?" I murmur, my voice low, husky. "Remember how you felt, how you begged for me? How you came, again and again, on my cock?"
She shudders slightly, her eyes widening, her breath hitching. "Y-yes, Daddy," she stammers, her voice barely audible.
"Well, imagine that," I continue, my voice low, seductive. "Imagine feeling that, again and again, every night. Imagine being filled, stretched, bred by your husband. Imagine being loved,
cherished, desired, by your husband. That's what I want for you, Sophie. That's what you deserve."
She swallows hard, her eyes locked on mine. I can see the desire, the need, the longing in her eyes. I lean in closer, my voice dropping to a low, intimate whisper.
"Say it, Sophie," I breathe, my gaze locked on hers. "Say 'I want to be your wife, Daddy. I want to be bred by you, every night.'"
She takes a deep breath, her eyes locked on mine. And then, she says it.

As the waiter approaches, I lean back in my chair, my eyes locked on Sophie. "You know what you want, baby?" I ask, my voice low, intimate.
She blushes, her eyes darting to the menu, then back to me. "I... I don't know," she stammers, her voice soft.
I smile, a slow, predatory curve of my lips. "I do," I growl, my voice low, dominant. I turn to the waiter, "We'll have the surf and turf for two, and a bottle of your finest red. My wife here loves red meat, don't you, darling?"
Sophie blushs deeper, her eyes widening in surprise. "I... I do," she stammers, her voice barely audible.
The waiter nods, jotting down our order before disappearing. I turn my attention back to Sophie, my eyes locked on hers. "You look so beautiful tonight, wife," I murmur, my voice low, husky. "I can't wait to get you home and make you scream."
She shudders slightly, her eyes widening. "Daddy, people might hear," she whispers, her voice barely audible, her eyes darting around the restaurant.
I chuckle, a low, dangerous sound. "Let them hear," I growl, my voice low, dominant. "Let them know that you're mine. That you're my wife. That you belong to me."
I reach across the table, taking her hand in mine. I start to trace patterns on her palm, my touch light, teasing. She shivers, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. I lean in closer, my voice dropping to a low, intimate whisper.
"You know what I love, Sophie?" I murmur, my voice low, seductive. "I love it when you come on my cock. I love feeling you, pulsing, milking me. I love breeding you, filling you, making you mine." She swallows hard, her eyes locked on mine. I can see the desire, the need, the longing in her eyes. I lean in closer, my voice dropping to a low, intimate whisper.
"Say it, Sophie," I breathe, my gaze locked on hers. "Say 'I want you to breed me, Daddy. I want to be filled, to be yours.'"
She takes a deep breath, her eyes locked on mine. And then, she says it. "I want you to breed me, Daddy," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "I want to be filled, to be yours." I smile, a slow, cruel curve of my lips. "Good girl," I murmur, my voice low, soothing. "Now, let's enjoy our dinner. And then, I'm going to enjoy you."
As we pull away from the restaurant, Sophie's hand rests on my thigh, her thumb tracing slow, gentle circles. I can feel her excitement, her desire, her need for me. I reach down, covering her hand with mine, pressing it harder against my leg.
"You know, Daddy," she says, her voice soft, hesitant. "I... I like being your wife."
I glance over at her, my eyes widening in a surprise. "You do?" I ask, my voice low, soft. She nods, her eyes locked on mine. "Yes," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "I... I like it when you call me your wife. I like it when you treat me like I'm yours."
I can't help it. I pull the car over to the side of the road, my heart pounding in my chest. I turn to face her, my eyes locked on hers. "You're mine, Sophie," I growl, my voice low, dominant. "My wife. My possession. My everything." Before she can respond, I lean in, capturing her lips in a hard, passionate kiss. She melts into me, her body soft, her hands clutching at my shirt. I pull her into my lap, her dress riding up, her legs straddling mine.
"You want to be bred, wife?" I growl, my voice low, dangerous. "You want to feel my cum, filling you, making you mine?"
She nods, her eyes locked on mine. "Yes, Daddy," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "Please, breed me. Make me yours."
I don't need any more encouragement. I push her dress up, her panties aside, and guide my cock to her entrance. She's wet, ready, eager for me. I push into her, inch by inch, filling her, stretching her.
She gasps, her eyes widening, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Daddy," she stammers, her voice ragged, desperate. "You're so big. You're stretching me. I... I can feel you, everywhere." I growl, a low, primal sound, my hands gripping her hips, pulling her down harder, faster. "That's right, baby," I growl, my voice low, dominating. "Feel me. Feel every inch of me. Feel me breeding you."
She starts to move, her hips grinding against mine, her body taking me in, her cunt gripping my cock like a vice. I can feel her, her heat, her slickness, her pulsing, milking me. I growl, a low, dangerous sound, my body a heavy weight pinning her to me.
"You're mine, Sophie," I growl, my voice low, dark. "Mine to fuck. Mine to breed. Mine to keep. And I will. Again and again and again. You're my wife. You belong to me."
She shatters, her back arching, her nails digging into my shoulders, her legs locking around my waist. A cry is torn from her throat, her cunt pulsing, her inner muscles clenching and releasing in waves as she comes, her orgasm ripping through her like a storm.
I can feel her, her heat, her tightness, her slickness. I can feel my cum, hot, sticky, filling her, breeding her. I growl, a low, primal sound, my body a heavy weight pinning her to me. "Good girl," I murmur, my voice low, soothing. "You took my cock so well. You came so beautifully. You're such a good little wife." She collapses against me, her body boneless, her breath coming in sharp, ragged gasps. I hold her close, my arms wrapping around her, my mouth finding hers in a soft, gentle kiss. "I love you, Sophie," I murmur, my voice low, intimate. "My wife. My everything."
She smiles, a soft, contented curve of her lips. "I love you too, Daddy," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "My husband. My everything."

Epilogue 

The sound of the front door opening and closing echoes through the house, followed by the soft click of heels on the hardwood floor. I can hear her approaching, her footsteps slow, hesitant, as if she senses something amiss.
I don't stop. I keep fucking Sophie, my hips pistoning forward in hard, deep thrusts, her legs locked around my waist, her back arched, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure. I can feel her cunt clenching around me, her body tensing as another orgasm barrels down on her. The bedroom door creaks open, the soft, hesitant push of the knob echoing in the silent room. I can feel her presence, her shock, her horror as she takes in the scene before her. I don't look at her. I keep my gaze locked on Sophie, on her face, on the raw, primal pleasure I'm giving her.
"Wh-what are you doing?" her voice stutters, a mix of shock and betrayal. "What... what is this?" I smile, a slow, cold curve of my lips. I don't stop fucking Sophie. I keep my pace steady, my hips rolling in that deep, relentless rhythm that's driving her to the edge.
"Hello, dear," I murmur, my voice low, thick with desire. "I was just... educating our daughter. Teaching her the pleasures of the flesh. The pleasures of being mine."
I can feel Sophie tense, her eyes flicking towards her mother, a flash of fear and embarrassment crossing her face. But I don't let her pull away. I hold her in place, my hands gripping her hips, my cock buried deep inside her.
"Y-you're... you're fucking her?" her voice is a shrill, disbelieving shriek. "You're fucking my daughter?"
I laugh, a low, dark sound. "Your daughter? No, dear. Not anymore. She's mine now. My wife. My lover. My baby girl to breed."
I can hear her gasp, her shock and disbelief palpable. I can feel Sophie's body respond, her cunt clenching around me, her breath coming in sharp, needy gasps. She's close. So close. "Y-you can't... you can't do this," she stammers, her voice barely audible. "She's...She's your stepdaughter!"
I growl, a low, primal sound. "She's not a child. She's a woman. My woman. And she's mine to fuck. Mine to breed. Mine to keep." I slam into her one last time, my cock pulsing, jetting my hot, thick seed deep inside her. I collapse on top of her, spent, my body a heavy weight pinning her to the mattress.
I can hear her sob, her body wracking with silent, shaking tears. But I don't look at her. I look at Sophie, at her face, at the raw, primal pleasure I've given her. At the truth of what we are to each other.
"You're mine, baby girl," I murmur, my voice hoarse.
I can feel her body trembling beneath mine, her tears wetting the hollow of my throat. But I also feel her acceptance, her surrender. She's mine. And she knows it. And so does her mother. "Get out," I growl, my voice cold, commanding. "Get out and don't come back. This is my house now. This is my family. You're nothing to us. Nothing."
I can hear her sob, a wrenching, heartbroken sound. Then, the soft click of the door as she leaves, as she flees. I don't look at her. I look at Sophie, at my future, at my forever.
"That's it, baby girl," I murmur, my voice hoarse. "It's just you and me now. You're mine. And I'm yours. Forever."
I can feel her body melt, her surrender complete. She's mine. And she knows it. And so does the world.
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