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Getting Kaya Pregnant

A Taboo Age Gap fertile Erotic Romance With Milking

By: Dick N. Deeply


This is a work of fiction with no connection to real individuals or events. All characters are consenting adults. It contains taboo themes, including:

	Younger woman older man age gap
	Forced impregnation
	Man-of-the-house/stepdaughter dynamic
	Assplay


If these themes disturb you, please refrain from reading.

For those who enjoy dark, forbidden romance with a HEA (happily ever after), proceed at your discretion.

This is a smutty, fast-paced short story with no plot. It’s an indulgent peek into the delicious and taboo.


The bedroom is too quiet. The only sounds are the creak of the ceiling fan and the distant croaking of geckos outside. I lie on my side of the bed, staring at the back of Maricel’s head. Her dark hair spills over the pillow, untouched, unbraided—nothing like the early days when she used to let me run my fingers through it before bed.

I shift closer, the mattress dipping under my weight. My hand hovers over her hip before I finally let it rest there. The fabric of her nightdress is thin, warm from her skin.

“Hmm?” she murmurs, but she does’t turn.

“You awake?” I whisper, though I know she is.

“Mm.” A non-answer.

So it’s going to be like this again. Ever since we got married she’s been distant. I feel stuck. And to make matters worse, divorce is next to impossible here in the Philippines. I should have listened to my fellow expats—don’t marry a Filipina that doesn’t want any more children. All Filipina’s want kids—they are programmed for breeding. Since they don’t believe in contraception here, you will end up in a sexless relationship.

I slide my palm up her side, slow, testing. “Missed you today.”

She exhales through her nose. “Busy ako. I was busy.”

My fingers trace the curve of her waist. “You’re always busy.”

She doesn’t respond.

I press closer. I’m a pretty fit and muscular ex naval special weapons officer, and my six-foot 190 pound body dwarfs her slender frame, my chest to her back. My lips brush the nape of her neck, and I breathe her in, but there was none of the warmth she used to have for me.

“Maricel,” I say, my voice above a whisper now. My hand drifts low.

She catches my wrist. “Don’t.”

I freeze. “Why?”

“I’m tired.”

The words are a blade. Becoming more frequent. Final.

I pull away, rolling onto my back, staring up at the ceiling. The fan spins lazily, doing nothing to cool the heat crawling under my skin.

“It’s always the same,” I mutter.

She doesn’t answer.

I sit up, swinging my legs off the bed. The floor is cool under my bare feet.

“Where are you going?” she asks, but there’s no real curiosity.

“Shower,” I say, the word clipped.

The night air is thick, humid, clinging to my skin as I step outside. The outdoor shower that I built is a small block structure at the back of the house, half open to the garden, with a curtain for privacy.

I yank the curtain aside and turn the knob. Cold water hits me first, shocking my system, but I don’t adjust it. I let it sting a while, let it punish me for investing so much energy into this sinking relationship.

Then I spin the knob to get lukewarm water.

My hands brace against the rough brick as the water sluices over my shoulders. I squeeze my eyes shut, imagining the way Maricel used to look at me, the way she’d roll her hips while I rubbed her pussy through her pants as we kissed.

A groan slips out as my fingers drift down my stomach, a little fatter than I was when I was with the boats.

My palm presses against my cock, already half-hard from frustration, and a primal urge to fuck. A few strokes and I’m fully erect, my breath coming a little faster.

The water is cool again, but my blood is on fire.

I grit my teeth, thumb circling the flushed bell-end of my dick, imagining my cock driving into that tight Filipina pussy. I start rocking my hips, sliding my dick through my loosened grip, when suddenly—

A giggle cuts through the darkness and stops me mid-stroke.

I whirl around. The shower curtain is tugged aside just enough to reveal Kaya’s smirking face, her eyes deliberately trailing down. “Ayah, sorry, Daddy. I though no one was here.” She doesn’t move, just stares at me as I stand there, still choking my hard dick.

“Kaya! What are you—”

She tilts her head, her gaze lingering low. “Oh my God!” A pause. My heart thrumming in my ears. “I didn’t know your banana was so big when it’s hard.”

Then—she’s gone, the curtain fluttering open behind her.

Fuck.

I realize my hand is still wrapped around my cock, stroking slowly, almost without permission. My heart hammers against my ribs, the sound louder than the shower spray. Kaya’s innocent giggle echoes in my head—that playful, knowing sound—and my grip tightens. She saw me jerking off. She fucking stared right at my dick. The though sent a jolt through me, shame and pride twisting together in my gut.

Her eyes had been wide, dark with something I shouldn’t recognize. But I do. Curiosity. Hunger. The same look her mom used to give me before she lost interest. Kaya had lingered, her full lips parted just enough to tease, her words dripping with mischief. “I didn’t know your banana was so big when it’s hard..” The way she said it—like she was impressed, like she wanted to touch it.

I should stop. I should be disgusted with myself, with the way my body reacts to her, with where my mind goes. She’s my stepdaughter. A girl. Completely legal in the Philippines, barely by American standards. But my fingers don’t listen. My fist tightens and moves faster, my thumb swiping through the pre-cum that drips from the head. I imagine her hand instead of mine—small, soft, unpracticed but eager to learn. Fuck.

The brick is cold against my back, but my skin is on fire. I bite back a groan, my hips thrusting into my fist. She had looked at me like she wanted a taste.

I picture her kneeling in front of me, still in that tiny sleep shirt she wears, no bra, honeyed nipples visible through the light fabric. Her fingers tracing my length, her tongue swiping over the tip. “Mmm. Daddy,” she’d whisper, like it’s a game. Like she knows exactly what she’s doing to me. My balls tighten, and I hiss against the back of my teeth.

My strokes turn rough, urgent. I can’t stop seeing her face—the way her gaze dropped, the way her lips curled into a smirk. She wasn’t shocked. She wasn’t innocent. She knew I was in here. And she was fucking turned on.

I imagine her climbing into the shower with me, her body pressed against mine, her mouth finding my ear. “You can fuck me, Daddy,” her hands touching me in places no decent stepdad would let his stepdaughter touch. “You can use my pussy, Daddy. Let me make you feel good.”

God yes.

My orgasm hit me like a punch to the gut. My back arches, my free hand slamming against the wall for balance as I come in thick, pulsing streaks. It splatters against the blocks, mixing with the water, oozing down the wall.

For a long moment, I just stand there, spent, the water cooling my skin. That post-nut clarity creeps back in. What the fuck am I doing? She’s a kid. She’s my wife’s daughter. But even as the guilt claws at me, I can’t bring myself to regret it.

Fuck it. If my wife won’t take care of me, maybe her daughter will.

____

The morning sun slants through the kitchen window, too bright for the thoughts in my head. Outside a few roosters announced the morning. I sip my coffee, bitter and black, just like my mood. Last night plays on loop behind my eyes—the humid air, my hand on my cock, and her face in the gap of the shower curtain. Kaya’s dark eyes, wide and curious, locked onto me, her foreign stepdad, jerking off.

She walks into the kitchen, all innocence in her school uniform—white blouse, pleated skirt, knee-high socks. The perfect picture of a good Catholic school girl. But I know better now.

The white blouse is too tight across her chest, the fabric straining against the swell of her tits—big for a Filipina, round and high. The pleated skirt is short enough that I can glimpse her thighs when she bends over, showing smooth, golden skin that makes my pulse spike. The uniform is supposed to be modest, but on her, it’s pure temptation, the way the fabric clings to her waist, the way her skirt flares just enough to make me wonder if she is wearing any panties.

My cock stirs in my shorts.

Her skin is flawless, dark brown from the tropical sun, and I imagine how she would feel under my hands, how her body would arch against me, and how those perfect tits would bounce as I pounded that teenage pussy.

High cheekbones gave her face an elegant sharpness, but her broad, softly rounded nose kept her looking approachable, playful. And those eyes—Christ, those almond-shaped eyes—dark as molasses, always sparkling with mischief, framed by long lashes. When she turned those knowing eyes on me, I forgot she was just a girl. Forgot she was my stepdaughter. Forgot everything except how badly I wanted to tangle my hands in that hair and pull her close.

Christ. She’s young, fertile, her hips flaring just enough to make my primitive brain roar with possessiveness.

Kaya grabs a bowl of rice, and slides into the chair across from me. She bites her plump bottom lip, giving me a sideways glance. “You’re staring.”

I clear my throat, shifting in my seat to adjust my growing hardness. “Just making sure you are dressed properly for school.”

She’s smiling, that girlish smirk that says ask me what’s on my mind.

I set my cup down. “What are you smiling about?”

“You know.” Kaya plunges her fingers into her rice and takes a bite.

“No, Kaya, I’m not a mind reader.”

Then, in her provincial English--her voice soft but deliberate: “I saw you playing with your banana in the shower last night.”

My pulse jumps. Here we go. “Yeah. I noticed.” I respond, calmly.

She tilts her head, feigning innocence. “Why do you do that? Doesn’t mom take care of you?”

I exhale through my nose. “It’s complicated.”

“Is it because you’re so big?”

I almost choke on my coffee. “No. I mean, in the beginning it was a problem.”

She doesn’t let up. “What do you mean?” She takes another bite of rice.

I should stop this conversation. She’s my fucking stepdaughter. But I am a horny old dog, and I’m determined to see how far I can take things with her.

“Your mom…she doesn’t like it rough.” I say carefully. “And I need more than she gives. Which is nothing lately.”

Kaya’s fingers hover above her bowl, grasping a pinch of rice. “So you do it yourself?”

“Yes.”

She takes a bite. After she swallows, her voice drops low. “Can I see it again?”

I glance around. The house is empty. Maricel won’t be back from her sari sari store for hours. I don’t answer. I just push down on the elastic waistband of my shorts and pull myself out, thick and already half-hard just from her attention.

Kaya’s breath hitches. “Wow…” she exclaims quietly. “Oh my God. It’s so long, Daddy.”

“Go on. Touch it. I know you want to.”

She doesn’t hesitate. My stepdaughter reaches out and grabs my dick, her warm fingers tentative at first, then bolder as she slowly pumps her fist. She loosens her grip slightly and lets her hand slide along my shaft, exploring the length and thickness of me. “It’s too big,” she murmurs, stroking slowly. “Too big.”

I reach out and touch her face, forcing her to look into my eyes. “You get used to it.”

She bites down on that bottom lip. “How does it fit, you know…inside.”

I try not to laugh. “A woman gets wet. She stretches around a man’s cock. You just have to take it slow.”

Kaya’s grip tighten’s slightly, a pulse of precum spills.

“Does it hurt.”

“At first, yeah. Then only if you want it to.”

Her eyes dip.

“Kaya..” I keep my voice low, even though we’re alone. “You ever put anything inside that sweet little pussy of yours?”

Her eyes widened, cheeks flushing pink as sin. “Daddy..!” A giggle, half nervous, half thrilled. Her teeth pressed her bottom lip before she peeked up at me through those long, dark lashes. “That’s…bad to ask.”

I smirked. “You’re the one holding my dick, sweetheart. So..? A finger? Sharpie marker? Toothbrush handle when you were bored and curious?”

She gasped, pretending to be shocked as while holding my dick like a favorite toy, after she asked me to show it to her. “No! I-I’ve never..It’s virgin there, I promise, Daddy.” The way she whispered it, like a confession, sent and new pulse of heat right to my dick. It jerked involuntarily in her hand, sending more precum gushing out of the tip.

“Fuck.” I brushed her plump, dick-sucking lips with my thumb. “You wanna keep it that way..or let Daddy show you how good it feels to be filled?”

I can see the blush deepen in her cheeks, even through her brown complexion. Then, suddenly, she pulls back like she’s been burned. “I’m going to be late for school.”

She stands up so fast her chair scrapes the floor, and I am left there, my hard dick hanging out of my shorts, my balls aching.

____

The sun’s a bastard today, sweat rolling down my chest as I yanked the weeds from the garden. Twenty years in the special forces taught me patience, but retirement? Retirement taught me how to bake in my own skin.

I wipe my forehead with the back of my hand, dirt smearing into my salt-and-pepper stubble. My shorts clung to me—no underwear, because why the hell not? It’s fucking hot out.

“Daddy?”

That voice. Her cute, heavily accented English. Sugar and mischief.

She holds out a water bottle like some kind of offering. “Brought you some water.”

I take it, our fingers brushing just enough to feel the spark. “Thanks. You’re a lifesaver, sweetheart.” I tip it back, gulping hard, my throat working.

She watches me drink like she’s memorizing the way my Adam’s apple moves. Then her gaze dips lower. And lower.

I know what she looking at. I smirked. “Do you see something you’re interesting in?”

No hesitation. “I can see your banana through your shorts.”

I bark a laugh. Fuck, I loved this girl’s nerve. I know it’s just a matter of time before I’m be pounding that tight, young pussy.

“Yeah, they’re pretty tight.” I adjust myself, intentionally pressing the fabric against my cock so the outline is unmistakable—the glans, my girth. “You like it?”

“Yes. I like seeing it when it get’s long. Make it long for me again, Daddy.”

You’re going to like it better when I am massaging that birth canal with it, I thought. Fuck, there’s no way I’m not getting this girl pregnant.

I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and shove them down just enough to let my fat, white dick spring free.

“You make it long for me.” I grab her wrist, and forced her to touch it. It thickens instantly in her hand.

She swallows, fingers tightening. “You’re too big.”

She strokes slowly, and I watch as her eyes widen. “Nah, you’re just not used to it yet.”

She smiles, coy. “What do you feed it to make it so big?” she asks, half-joking, half awed.

I grin. “It eat’s pretty girls that get too close.”

She bites her lip—god damn, the way she sinks her teeth into that juicy bottom lip. “Does… Mommy know it gets this big?”

I snort, amused. “Your mom definitely knows. She just doesn’t give it attention anymore.”

“That’s sad.”

“Yeah?” I guide her grip tighter. “You wanna make it happy?”

She hesitates—just for show, I’m sure. “What if we get caught?”

I jerk my chin toward the house. “Your mom is at aunty Lucy’s house. We’ve got time.”

Kaya’s thumb brushes the tip, smearing precum. “You’re really bad, Daddy.”

“And you’re really fucking curious about your stepdad’s dick. That makes you a naughty girl.” I nudged closer. “Tell me to stop. I will.”

She doesn’t

Instead her other hand reaches out, tracing the thick dorsal vein along my shaft. “It’s so hot.”

“Look how hard you’re making it, baby.”

Her grip firms.

I don’t stop her.

“It’s so veiny,” she murmurs, brushing her fingers along the underside of my shaft. She holds it in her palm, testing its weight. “The head is bigger than calamansi.”

I chuckle. My pulse roars in my ears.

“I think mommy is scared of your big banana, Daddy.”

A bitter laugh escapes me. “There’s a lot more to it than that, sweetheart.”

But I don’t want to talk about Maricel. Not now. Not when her daughter’s fingers are stroking my cock. Her other hand squeezes my balls.

“Ahh!”

I catch her wrist, stopping her before I lose control. “Not here, baby.”

Her eyes flick toward the brick shower house at the edge of the garden—private, secluded. A place where I can get her naked, where we can hide our sin from the outside world.

I don’t wait for her to answer. I take her by the hand and lead her there, my shorts still hanging low, my cock bobbing stiffly with every step.

Inside the air is damp, the scent of soap and sun-warmed stone thick around us. I pull the curtain closed.

“Strip,” I tell her.

She hesitates, chewing that bottom lip. “My…my uniform?”

“All of it.”

Her fingers pause at the hem of her white blouse. “What if we get caught?”

I step closer, crowding her against the wall. “Who cares? I don’t. Besides, no one is around. Remember? We are alone.”

Slowly she unbuttons her blouse, revealing the swell of her tan breasts beneath her bra.

Kaya isn’t just pretty—she was stacked. Full, heavy tits that spilled over the cups of her bra, her nipples already hard under the fabric. Most Filipina’s are petite, but Kaya has curves that could make a man forget his own name.

I grab her blouse and bra and carefully hang them on a hook.

She shimmies out of her skirt next, and that’s when I see it—no panties. Just smooth, tan thighs and a lush patch of dark hair between them.

“Ah. I knew you weren’t wearing anything under there.” I say, hanging her skirt next to her bra.

She blushes, but her thighs part slightly—an unspoken invitation.

I can’t resist anymore. I cup her face, tilting her chin up. Her lips are soft, slightly parted, waiting. And then I kissed her. It isn’t gentle. It’s hungry, eager, my tongue claiming her mouth the way my cock aches to claim her virgin pussy. She moans into me, her body arching against mine.

I turn on the faucet. Water beats down, cooling our sun-warmed skin, washing away the sweat of the day. The plastic shower curtain clings to my back, damp and flimsy, the only thing separating us from prying eyes.

Kaya stands before me, naked, her skin glistening under the cool spray. The water runs in rivulets down her body, tracing the ample curves of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips. She’s so small compared to me, so soft, and yet there’s a boldness in her eyes that makes my pulse quicken.

I take the soap, working it into a lather before smoothing it over her shoulders. She sighs, tilting her head back, letting me wash her. My fingers trail down her collarbone, over the swell of her tits, and she giggles when my thumbs brush her nipples.

“You like that?” I murmur, palming the weight of her D-sized breasts.

She nods. “Feels nice.”

I keep going, sliding my soapy hands down her flat stomach, over the curve of her hips, and then lower. She gasped when I cup her hairy little mound, slipping my fingers through her slick folds.

“Mmm.” She lets out a soft moan as I stroke the seam of her cunt. But I don’t push further—not yet. Instead, I move my hands to her backside, kneading the soft flesh of her round ass before daring to press a slick fingertip into her tight little hole.

She jumped. “Ayah! That’s dirty, daddy!”

I chuckle. “Just making sure you are clean everywhere.”

She turns to face me, her cheeks flush, her eyes wide with a kind of naive desire. “You’re so thorough.”

“Only with you,” I say, and she smiles.

Then she takes the soap, rubbing it between her palms before reaching for me. The moment her fingers wrapped around my cock, I groan.

“Oh my God,” she breathes, staring down at me. “I didn’t know they could get this hard. And long.” She gives me an experimental squeeze, testing the firmness of my flesh, and then she shook it gently, as if weighing me in her hand. “It’s like…a stick. But warm.”

I laugh at her innocence. “A stick?”

“A very big stick,” she adds, grinning.

Kaya presses closer, her soapy breasts grazing my abdomen. “How does it stay so hard?” She tilts her head, fascinated. “Like wood.”

“Blood,” I grit out. “Lot’s of blood flow.”

Kaya holds her arm out beside my cock, comparing my girth with her wrist. “Look! It’s almost the same size.”

“Almost,” I agree, amused.

She traces the tip with her thumb, brow furrowed. “Will it…fit in me?”

“Of course it will.”

“But my hole is so tiny,” she says, a look of skepticism in her eye. “And you’re so thick. It might kill me. Like giving birth.”

“You were made for this, baby. Trust me—it’ll fit.”

“If you put it inside me, it’ll poke my stomach.” She presses her hand to her lower belly, as if imagining it. “I’ll look pregnant before you even finish.”

In one ear and out the other. Typical teenage girl. I didn’t respond.

She grabs my dick and guides it toward her, lazily thrusting her hips so that my glans aligned with her furry opening. Then she licks her lips and asks in a small but daring voice, “are we gonna do it now?”

I exhale, forcing myself to think past the lust clouding my mind. “Not in here.”

“Why not?” she pouts.

“Because your first time should be in a bed,” I say, brushing wet hair from her face. “Where you’ll be comfortable. Where I can take my time with you.”

She considers my words, then nods, giving me one last slow stroke before letting go. “Okay. But hurry up and finish washing me, then. Before I change my mind.”

I chuckle, pulling her close. “Bossy little thing, aren’t you?”

“You love it, Daddy.”

____

The shower curtain swooshes as I throw it open, and the humid air of the garden rushes in. Kaya squeals as I grab her wrist, her skin still slick from the water. “Come on,” I growl, pulling her out into the open.

“Daddy, I’m naked!” she gasps, but she’s laughing, her free hand fluttering over her chest like she’s trying—and failing—to cover herself. “What if someone sees?”

I glance around. The garden is empty except for the swaying banana leaves and the distant hum of a tricycle passing on the road. “Then you better run fast,” I say, squeezing her hand. “Come on.”

She doesn’t hesitate.

Her bare feet slaps against the stone-paved walkway as she takes off, her laughter trailing behind her. I follow, my pulse hammering, eyes locked on the way her body moves—the flex of her thighs, the sway of her hips, the bounce of her breasts as she sprints ahead of me. Christ. They’re full, heavy, the kind that make a man’s mouth water, and they bounce with every step, nipples still tight from the cool water. She looked like some jungle goddess—wild and sweet and dangerous all at once.

I catch up just as she reaches the back door, both of us panting. She’s grinning, her dark eyes bright with adrenaline. “We’re crazy,” she whispers.

“Yeah,” I agree, pushing the door open. “Crazy.”

Crazy. And probably going to hell.

Her bedroom is small—too small for the energy she brings into it. A twin bed pressed against the wall, its pink bedsheet rumpled from this morning. A single poster of some K-pop boyband hangs crookedly above her headboard. A desk cluttered with makeup and hair ties, a half-empty bottle of Coke sweating onto a notebook. The air smells like coconut and something sweet, something her.

She flops onto the bed, still breathless, her hair fanning out around her. “What if mommy comes home?” she asks, biting her lip. “What if she catches us… you know… Doing it?”

I kneel on the mattress, crawling over her. “I’m not worried about your mom,” I murmur, dragging my fingers up her thigh. “Besides, she won’t be back ‘til evening.”

Kaya arches under my touch, her breath hitching. “But what if—?”

“She won’t, baby. And even if she did..” I lean down, my mouth hovering over hers. “I don’t care.”

"What if she gets mad?" Kaya whispers, her fingers tightening on my shoulders. The playful glint in her eyes dims for just a second, replaced by something uncertain. The bed creaks as she shifts beneath me, her bare skin warm against mine.

I brush a damp strand of hair from her forehead. “She hasn’t touched me in months. If she catches us, let her get mad.” My voice is low, rough. I don’t even recognize it anymore.

Her lips part—soft, pink, still wet from the shower. "You won’t go anywhere if she does, will you, Daddy?" Her nails dig in just a little, like she’s afraid I’ll vanish if she doesn’t hold on. "You aren’t going to leave me?"

I exhale, leaning down until my mouth hovers over hers. "I’m not going anywhere." The words come out easier than they should.

She searches my face, her dark eyes flickering between mine. "Promise?"

I kiss her instead of answering. Slow, deep, until her body melts under mine. When I pull back, her breath is uneven. "We’re alone," I murmur, trailing my lips down her neck. "No one’s coming home."

"But—"

I drag my hand down her side, feeling the way her ribs expand with each shaky breath. "You trust me?"

She hesitates—just for a heartbeat—then nods. "Yes."

"Then stop thinking." I kiss her again, swallowing her next protest. "And let me take care of you."

Her arms wind around my neck, pulling me closer. "Okay," she breathes against my lips. "Okay, Daddy."

“Good girl.”

I begin trailing kisses downward, touching my lips to her neck, her collarbone, the upper-swells of her breasts. I plump her tits together and gently suck each nipple.

“Have you ever had an orgasm before?” My voice is rough with desire, my hard cock aches and throbs between my thighs as I anticipate claiming my stepdaughter’s virginity.

“I don’t know,” she breathes, arching as I nip at the soft skin just below her navel. “I think so.”

I chuckle against her inner thigh. “You’d know if you had.”

Her hips rock forward as my breath ghosts over her sex. I can smell her—warm and musky. I bury my nose in the soft thatch of dark curls, inhaling deep. Her thighs tense around my head. I push my nose in a little deeper until I feel her damp flesh.

I lower my voice and say, “relax, baby girl,” as I gently spread her pussy open with my thumb and forefinger. She’s already glistening, pink and swollen. My fingers trace the silky opening of her cunt carefully, reverently, and I can feel it—the fleshy proof of her innocence, that unbroken barrier beneath my touch, her body untouched until now, tight and perfect and mine; she gasps when I press against it, her thighs trembling, and I know no one else has ever been here, no one else has ever made her whimper like this, her virgin sex slick with want but still untouched, still waiting for me to claim it, to ruin it, to make her mine in every way possible.

“Jesus, you weren’t kidding,” I groan, as I stroke her tight furl. “This tiny little hole’s never taken anything before, has it?”

She shakes her head fast, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. “I told you,” she whimpers, her hips jerking when I press my middle finger just one knuckle deep. “You’re too big, Daddy. Your banana won’t fit inside me.”

“It’ll fit,” I promise against her furry mound. “You’ll stretch and take every inch of me like a good girl.”

Her answering whimper is half-terrified, half-needy, and I know she’s already imagining my cock stretching her open.

I brush my nose through her pubic hair, then touch my lips to her tummy, right where a baby grows. “I’m gonna make you come,” I promise, spreading her open again. I can see the light pink, almost translucent membrane of her hymen. “Just relax, baby.”

Then I lick her, slowly, my tongue flat, from bottom to top, tasting her. My saliva mixes with the flood of her arousal. I suck in, savoring the way she tastes—sweet, salty.

“Daddy—” Her voice is soft and appreciative. “Oh my God, that feels good.” Her hips lift off the bed, chasing my mouth.

Her muscular opening is clenching. “Come for me, baby. Just let go.” I growl, circling her blueberry-sized clit with the tip of my tongue.

“Oh my God,” she pants, her back arching slightly. Her hips rock against my mouth, desperate, chasing something she doesn’t even understand yet.

I carefully slide my index finger just inside of her, curling it up until I feel the rough spot on the roof of her canal. She’s so tight around my finger, so hot, and when I rub that spot inside her while softly sucking her clit, a sweet and salty gush soaks me.

“Mmmm,” she moans. So I keep doing what I’m doing.

She comes undone, her breath leaving her body for several heartbeats. Her whole body tenses, then she lets out a choked cry as her walls clench my finger. I don’t let up, drawing out every wave until she’s shaking, until her legs tremble and her hands push weakly at my shoulders.

She’s breathing heavy.

“Tickles, Daddy,” she sobs, oversensitive.

I pull back, stroking her outer thighs, nosing her damp sex. Her musky scent drives more iron into my dick.

My stepdaughter’s body still trembles from the climax I gave her, that sweet aftershock making her thighs quiver against my hips. “Now that you’re nice and relaxed, I’m gonna fuck you.”

Kaya’s dark eyes widen, her fingers clutching at my shoulders. I love the feeling of her nails digging into my skin.

“Please go slow, Daddy,” she breathes, that playful tease in her voice edged with real apprehension now. Her big tits rise and fall as her breathing deepens. “Your banana is scary big.”

When I shift between her thighs, the first press of my bell-end against her virgin hole makes us both gasp. She’s so impossibly small there, and my dick is the size of a can of one of those cold coffees the hipsters like to drink. The tight heat of her clench makes my vision blur for a second, but the way she tenses beneath me cuts through the haze of lust.

I’m trying to fucking put a baby in her, not traumatize her. But I’m about to tear through her hymen.

“Shh, baby,” I soothe, stroking her hip. “I won’t hurt you.” The lie tastes bitter—I know this will hurt. The realization settles heavy in my gut as I pull back. “Wait here. I have an idea.”

The walk to my bedroom feels endless, every step a battle between conscience and craving. My cock bobs stiffly. I reach into my nightstand and grab the bottle of lube, the condom packet I deliberately ignore. I’m going in bare. I don’t give a fuck. I’m fortyfour and I wouldn’t mind having a baby.

When I return, she’s exactly as I left her—spread open for me, fingers tracing idle patterns on her tummy, vulnerable in a way that makes my throat ache.

“Trust me?” I ask, kneeling between her thighs again.

“Yes.” She nods.

“Still want to try?” I ask, rubbing lube on my cock.

“Mhm.” She can’t take her eyes off my dick as I stroke on the lube.

I slick my fingers with lube and massage it gently into her tight heat. I watch her face—the way her lashes flutter, pink tongue darting out to wet her lips—as I prepare her, stretching her very carefully. Her inner muscles clench at me, her body trying to reconcile this new invasion with the pleasure still lingering from my mouth.

When I notch myself into her hairy little opening again, the difference is immediate—she’s slick and giving, but still so tight that my shaft bends slightly against the resistance of her hymen.

She hisses against the back of her teeth when I bear down.

Her legs wrap around my hips instinctively as I press forward, that first impossible inch making us both groan.

“Daddy…ouch—” Her voice breaks on her words, nails scoring my back as I sink in. The resistance is there, that final fragile barrier, and I pause, trembling with the effort not to shove forward. Then I feel it, a sharp yielding as her hymen tears, and I push through.

“Look at me,” I demand. “Just breathe, baby. I’m in. You’re taking it so well.”

The sound she makes—a punched-out whimper tangled with “Daddy”—will haunt me later. But now, with her heat swallowing me whole, all I can do is still myself inside of her, letting her birth canal adjust around me.

“Slow,” she whimpers, but her hips tilt up, taking me deeper. “Oh God—Daddy,” she gasps. “I can feel your banana in my stomach.” She glances down between us, as if trying to see if her belly would bulge out like she had imagined.

“Look, baby. Told you it would fit.” I slowly thrust my hips as she looks down between our bodies. “Isn’t that fuckin hot?” My thick, white shaft, slick with lube and her natural arousal, pumps in and out of her.

“Ayah, Daddy!”

“You okay?”

She nods her head quickly. “Burns a little.”

“It will feel good soon,” I promise. “Just breathe and open up for me.”

Kaya whimpers quietly, taking me a little deeper.

I swallow her moans with my mouth, rocking gently, each hump easing her body’s resistance until we’re moving together, her discomfort melting into something hotter, wetter. Her legs lock around me, pulling me deeper, that beautiful mouth falling open with a silent cry. Her big brown titties bouncing as I hit it harder and harder.

I’m ready to blow within minutes of rutting my stepdaughter’s incredibly tight pussy.

Her thighs lock around my hips like vines as I empty myself inside of her, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her waist. I don’t pull out—can’t pull out—not when she’s clinging to me like this. She whimpers—not in pain, but in something darker, sweeter—as I squeeze inside of her, making sure every last drop takes root.

As I am coming back to my senses, the fog of my depraved lust lifting, Kaya’s little voice comes. “Did we just make a baby?”

I press my forehead to hers, still throbbing inside of her, still half-hard. “I guess we’ll find out if you miss your next period.”

Her eyes widen—dark pools reflecting the dim light of her bedroom. “Would you be mad if I got preggy?”

“What? No. How could I, sweetheart? I just fucked you without a condom.”

She smiles, her innocence betrayed by the way her hips tilt greedily against mine, keeping me buried deep. I’d planned this from the moment she started showing so much interest in my dick. Raw, natural, no barriers between us. No going back.

“Promise?”

I kiss her. “Promise.”

She hugs me tight.

“Still think I’m too big to fit inside you?” I murmur against her lips.

“It hurt so much," she whispers, her dark eyes glistening. "I felt you... everywhere. Like you were hitting my stomach with every thrust.”

"But you took me so well," I remind her, my thumb tracing circles on her hip. "Every inch." The possessiveness in my tone surprises even me, but I can't bring myself to regret it - not when she's looking up at me like this, all wrecked and beautiful and mine.

Kaya sniffles, but there's a curious pride in her expression now. "I did, didn't I?" she says softly, her fingers tentatively exploring where we're still joined.

I can feel her canal clench reflexively as I finally pull out, watching my spend leak from her ruined pussy and make a pink mess on the sheets. Her fingers hover over her stretched hole, trembling as she touches come, before looking up at me with those doe eyes.

“Daddy…it’s so much. So sticky.”

“Leave it. Let it take.” I growl, dragging her wrist away.

She whimpers but obeys, her thighs falling open in surrender, a pink pearl, blood and come, melting out of her pussy. I stroke her hip, imagining the swell of pregnancy rounding her belly, the way her tits would fill with milk.

She winces when my fingers dip between her legs again, gathering our mixed fluids to push it back inside her. “Gotta make sure this takes.”

Her small hand covers mine on her stomach, and for a heartbeat, I see the future in her eyes: swollen belly, stretch marks, heavy tits full and giving, the ultimate corruption.

____

The scent of pork sinigang fills the air—tangy tamarind, savory broth, the earthy steam of vegetables. But all I can smell is her. Kaya. The faint trace of coconut soap still clinging to her skin from our shower. The musk of sex we barely had time to wash away.

She sits across from me at the table, knees brushing mine whenever she shifts. Accidentally. On purpose.

My wife sets a bowl in front of me. “How was your day?” she asks, stirring the pot absently.

Amazing. I fucked your daughter. The thought is so loud I’m surprised she doesn’t hear it. “Fine,” I mutter, staring at my rice like it holds the secrets of the universe.

Kaya kicks me under the table. Not hard. Just enough.

I glance up. She’s smirking, like she’s imagining the sin we’ve been committing.

Christ.

My dick responds. I adjust my napkin in my lap. Fucking that girl was the best mistake of my life, but a mistake nonetheless.

My wife drones on about her sister’s drama, the neighbor’s new car, gossip that would normally bore me but now feel like lifelines to sanity. Anything to keep me from looking at Kaya.

But she won’t let me.

When her mom turns to grab more rice, Kaya leans in. “I’m still so sore from sex, Daddy,” she whispers.

I choke on my water.

“You okay” my wife asks, frowning.

“Yeah,” I croak. “Wrong pipe.”

Kaya giggles, kicking me again.

Her mom narrows her eyes. “You two are awfully chummy tonight.”

Kaya blinks, all innocence, the same innocent look she wore when I squeezed my cock inside of her earlier. “Just happy to have family time, momma.”

My wife hums, unconvinced, but lets it go.

Kaya waits exactly thirty seconds before her hand lands on my dick.

I freeze.

God damn. I created a monster.

I grab her wrist, but she just smiles, slow and knowing.

My wife turns back with the rice.

Kaya’s hand retreats, but not before giving me a squeeze.

“Honey,” my wife says, “you’re sweating.”

I wipe my brow. “Yeah, soup’s hot. Can you turn up the air con?”

Kaya licks her lips. “Yeah. Hot.”

My wife looks between us, and I wonder if that’s suspicion tightening her mouth.

“Always freezing me just so you can breathe.” Her slippers slap against the tile as she walks to the thermostat.

The second she’s out of earshot, I turn to Kaya. "You were all worried about us getting caught earlier. Are you trying to get us caught now?"

She twirls her hair around one finger, the neckline of her dress slipping just enough to show the hickey I left last night. "You said you didn’t care, Daddy."

The spoon bends slightly in my grip. "Yes, if it happens organically, so what. But I’m not trying to make it happen.”

Kaya pouts, her foot climbing higher. "Maybe I am."

My jaw tightens. "Kaya, do you have any idea the nightmare it would---”

The air con whirs to life. Maricel’s footsteps return.

Kaya’s foot retreats, her face smoothing into perfect innocence as she stirs her soup.

Maricel sits, oblivious. "Better?"

"Much,” I lie, adjusting my napkin over my lap to hide the tent pushing my shorts out.

Kaya slurps her broth loudly, kicking me once more—playful, punishing—before tucking her legs under her chair.

Maricel drones about her sister’s new bakery. I nod along, tasting nothing.

Kaya types quickly on her phone. She grins at the screen, then turns it toward me and shows me a text she’s sent me: Miss u already Daddy. She bookends the message with kissy face emojis.

Heat floods my gut. Before I can react, Maricel’s slippers slap against the tile behind us.

"Kaya!" she barks, taking her seat. "Alisin mo yang cellphone mo sa mesa! Nakakahiya!" Get that phone off the table! Have some manners!

Kaya rolls her eyes but obeys, tucking the phone into her lap. Her thumbs dart across the screen.

My own phone vibrates in my pocket.

Maricel resumes her lecture. Whatever boy you’re texting can wait until after dinner!”

Another buzz. I shift in my seat, fighting the urge to check it.

Kaya slurps her soup loudly, kicking me again under the table.

Maricel glares. "You’re so noisy!”

I drain my water glass, the ice clinking.

Kaya’s phone lights up once more in her lap. She doesn’t look at it. Just smiles at me, slow and knowing.

Maricel stabs a piece of pork. "Hay nako, ang kulit mo talaga." Good grief, you’re impossible.

____

Weeks turn into months. Kaya’s pregnancy has become impossible to hide.

Maricel finally notices—not the loose blouses Kaya’s been wearing, not the way she’s been resting her hands on her stomach like a secret. No, it’s the profile of her body in the doorway, backlit by the sun, the curve of her belly unmistakable beneath her dress.

Maricel's fork clatters against her plate. "Kaya?" Her voice cuts through the humid air. "What is that? Are you---”

Kaya freezes, her hands instinctively moving to cover her stomach before she forces them to her sides. "Mama, I—"

"You're pregnant?" Maricel shoots up from her chair so fast it screeches against the tile. "I thought you were just getting fat!" Her hands fly to her hips. "Who? That jeepney driver's son you're always smiling at? That boy from your algebra class?”

Kaya's eyes flick to me—just for a heartbeat—before she lifts her chin. "Yes. A boy from school." The lie comes out smooth, practiced. "It just... happened."

"'Just happened'?" Maricel's laugh is sharp as broken glass. "Anak, my daughter, you throw away your future and that's all you say?" She whirls on me, eyes blazing. "And you! Did you know about this?"

I keep my face carefully blank, though my jaw aches from clenching it. "I noticed she'd gained weight," I say evenly.

Maricel makes a disgusted sound, waving her hands like she's shooing flies. "Men these days! Worthless!" She grabs Kaya's arm, her fingers digging in. "That boy better take responsibility! Does his family know? Does his—"

"Mama, stop!" Kaya yanks her arm free, her voice breaking. "It's done, okay? I'll handle it."

Maricel's face darkens. "Handle it? You're still a child yourself!"

The words hang between us, thick as the monsoon air. Kaya's lower lip trembles, but she doesn't look away.

And me? I stand there, silent. My blood boils watching Maricel berate her daughter.

____

I don’t let the secret stop me from loving on Kaya, from enjoying the beautiful transformation of her body—the engorgement of her already-huge tits, the rounding of her belly, the widening of her hips. We sneak, we fuck, we steal affection when we can. We both know this is no way to live, but neither of us want’s to talk about it.

We’ll cross that bridge when we get there, and burn it together.

The moonlight spills through Kaya’s thin curtains as I ease her bedroom door shut behind me. She’s already waiting, propped up on one elbow, the sheet pooling around her waist. The swell of her stomach is unmistakable now, round and full beneath her sleep shirt. Her smile is sleepy but warm, the way it always is when I come to her like this.

Kaya’s belly presses against mine as I slip into her bed, the thin mattress creaking beneath us. The fan whirs overhead, stirring the humid air, but nothing cools the heat of her skin against me.

Daddy," she whispers, her voice still soft with sleep. "I thought you weren’t coming tonight."

I kiss the curve of her shoulder, tasting salt and the faint sweetness of her coconut lotion. "I told you I would."

She shifts, wincing slightly as the baby kicks. "She’s active tonight."

My hand slides down, settling over the swell of her stomach. A tiny foot presses against my palm, and something primal tightens in my chest. "Strong," I murmur.

Kaya giggles, the sound light, girlish. "Like her daddy."

I huff a laugh, but the truth of it lingers. She’s still so young—her laughter, her teasing, the way she curls into me like she needs protection. But her body tells another story.

"Mommy yelled at me again today," she says, fingers tracing idle patterns on my arm.

My jaw tenses. "What did she say?"

"The usual." She mimics Maricel’s sharp tone. "‘Anak, you’re throwing your life away! That boy better step up!’" She rolls her eyes, but I see the hurt in them. “She also asked about stretch marks today," she says suddenly, her free hand drifting to the hem of her shirt.

I still. "What did you tell her?"

"That I’m using lotion." She rolls her eyes, but there’s tension in the set of her shoulders. "She said I should be more worried about the baby’s father showing his face."

I pull her closer. "She doesn’t know."

"I know." She sighs, then suddenly grins, mischief flashing in her dark eyes. "But you do."

The words land like a blow. I’ve heard Maricel’s rants before—the way her voice sharpens when she calls Kaya careless, when she demands to know who knocked up her daughter. But hearing it secondhand, knowing Kaya bears the brunt of it alone—

Kaya’s hand slides down, bold and sure, and I groan when she reaches into my shorts and grabs my dick. “Baby—”

"Shh," she whispers, pressing closer. “I just wanna hold it tonight. I wanna lay here and feel it get big.”

Her fingers tighten around mine. "Hey. Stop that.”

"Stop what?"

"Making that face." She pokes my forehead with her unoccupied hand, grinning when I scowl. "I don’t care what she says. I like our secret. I’m stronger than you think.”

But that’s the thing—it’s not just a secret anymore. It’s a lie. And every day, it grows heavier.

I smile warmly, then kiss her.

____

As more time passes, I grow bolder, ignoring my wife more and more. I steal every possible moment I can to be with Kaya, even if her mother is at home. I can’t keep my hands off of my stepdaughter. This is unsustainable, I know.

The stone path is cool under my bare feet as I slip out the back door. The garden hums with crickets, the air thick with the scent of damp earth and the jasmine vines climbing the fence. The shower house stands at the edge of the property, its concrete blocks painted pale blue, the plastic curtain fluttering in the warm breeze.

I can hear the water running before I reach it.

Kaya’s silhouette moves behind the curtain, her shape distorted but unmistakable—the curve of her shoulders, the swell of her stomach. My cock thickens.

I push the curtain aside without announcing myself.

She startles, whirling to face me, one hand flying to her chest. Water sluices down her skin, catching the dim light from the single bulb overhead. "Daddy!" Her voice is a hushed shriek, but her eyes are bright, her lips already curving into a smile. “Hurry and get in! What if someone sees?"

I step inside, letting the curtain fall shut behind me. The space is cramped, the concrete floor slick beneath my feet. "Then they see," I murmur, reaching for her.

Her skin is warm under my palms, her belly round and firm between us. She tilts her head back, letting the water cascade over her hair, her throat. "Mommy’s still awake," she whispers, but her hands are already sliding up my chest.

"I know."

She giggles as I duck my head to kiss her, the sound muffled against my mouth. The water runs between us, soaking my shorts, but I don’t care. Her fingers tangle in my hair, tugging just hard enough to sting.

"You’re terrible," she breathes, but she’s arching into me, her body saying what her words won’t.

"Let me," I say, taking the soap from her hands.

She doesn’t protest.

I lather the soap between my palms, the suds thick and white. My hands glide over her shoulders first, working the tension from her muscles. She sighs, her head tipping back, water sluicing down her throat.

My fingers drift lower, skimming the sides of her breasts, testing their new weight. They’re heavier now, fuller, the nipples darkened by pregnancy. Kaya inhales sharply when my thumbs brush over them, but she doesn’t pull away.

I take my time washing her, my hands worshiping the changes in her body—the way her ribs flare slightly beneath her skin, the soft curve of her belly button as it begins to shallow. The soap slides easily over her, my touch lingering where I know she aches.

When I drop to my knees, the concrete bites into my skin, but I don’t care.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” I murmur against her wet skin. “Everything is so full and round and you carry it so well.” The water drums against my back as I press my face to her stomach, my arms locking around her waist.

Then lower.

I nuzzle into the thatch of hair between her thighs, breathing deep. Her musky scent fills my nose, sending iron rushing into my cock.

“Daddy!” Her fingers twist in my hair, pulling me close. “Feel that?”

The faintest flutter against my cheek—our child moving beneath her skin. My throat tightens.

Right now, nothing else exists.

____

The wooden door creaks as I ease Kaya’s bedroom door shut. Moonlight filters through her curtains, painting silver stripes across her sleeping form. She stirs before I even reach the bed, rolling toward me with sleep-heavy eyes that brighten instantly.

“You came,” she whispers. Her fingers pluck at the hem of my shirt. “Three nights, Daddy. Three.”

I catch her wrist, pressing a kiss to her palm. “Your mother’s been watching me like one of her telenovela villains.” The sheets rustle as I slide beside her, the mattress dipping under my weight.

Kaya’s hands are already pushing up my shirt, her nails drag lightly down my flat, hairy stomach. “Prove you missed me, Daddy. I wanna have sex.”

Her mouth finds mine in the gloam, tasting of toothpaste and the mango she snacks on before bed. I pull her closer, one hand cradling the back of her head, the other settling on the curve of her hip. She’s warm and soft under my palms.

When we break apart, she’s smiling.

“Turn around,” I demand.

Kaya arches an eyebrow but obeys, turning around on her knees and bending over, displaying her perfect teenage ass. The thin fabric of her nightgown rides up, revealing the dimples at the base of her spine.

“Now relax,” I say, massaging her hips.

Kaya’s breath comes in soft moans, her fingers clutching the sheets. “God, yes..right there, Daddy. That feels good.”

I move lover, hooking my finger into the waistband of her panties and pulling them down her thighs, leaving them at her knees.

The position arches her back perfectly, her pregnant belly heavy beneath her. My palms smooth over the curve of her ass, squeezing her flesh.

Kaya peers over her shoulder, eyes dark with need. “Daddy,” she wiggles her ass. “I want it inside.”

I massage her wet seam with my thumb. Still so fucking tight.

“We have all night, baby. I’m gonna lick your ass first.”

I lean forward, pressing a kiss to the small of her back. Then lower. Another. Her moan is a breathy sigh when my lips brush the crease where thigh meets cheek.

The first lick surprises her. “Ayah, Daddy! You like licking my butthole?”

“I fucking love it,” I murmur, licking again, this time adding just enough pressure with the tip of my tongue to open her hole. I press in deeper, feeling her stretch, as my tongue penetrates her tangy little asshole.

Kaya’s whole body jerks, a giggle bursting from her lips. “Oh God, that tickles!” she hisses, trying to twist away.

I catch her hips, holding her in place as I force my tongue deeper, opening her pink ring of muscle. Kaya collapses onto her elbows with a muffled shriek, her laughter shaking the bed. “Stop! Mom’s gonna hear!”

The walls are thin enough that I know she’s right. I can practically hear Maricel’s snores down the hall. But Kaya’s laughter is contagious, her body trembling as I fuck her asshole with my tongue. I push in and out of her backside, feeling it slicken—I lick and suck, savoring her musky tang.

My dick is throbbing, heavy, loaded.

She squeezes, my tongue retreats. I kiss the spot instead, soothing her ass crack with my lips. “Then be quiet,” I order.

Kaya buries her face into the pillow, her giggles muffled. Then she turns back at me, eyes narrow, nose flared. “Mean,” she accuses, but she’s pushing her ass back against my mouth as she says it.

I run my hands down her sides, feeling the way her body has changed—softer in some places, firmer in others. My thumbs dig into her hips as I position myself behind her, gripping my length and pressing against her entrance.

She’s still so tight.

Even now, even after all these times, she makes me work for it. My dick bends slightly as her tiny hole struggles to open for me. I push forward slowly, watching as her body stretches to accommodate me.

Kaya’s breath hitches. "Oh—God. I get a preview of childbirth every time you put your big dick in me.”

An impish grin lifts the corner of my mouth.

I pause, giving her time to adjust. "Okay?"

She nods, her fingers tightening in the fabric of her pillow. "Don’t stop. I’m getting used to it.”

I push deeper, feeling her dilating around my girth, feeling wetness swallow me. The slide is exquisite, the heat of her pulling me deeper. I watch, mesmerized, as I disappear inside her, inch by inch.

Her back arches, her head dropping between her shoulders. "God, Daddy—I feel it in my stomach—”

I set a slow, deep rhythm, each thrust drawing a gasp from her lips. The bed creaks beneath us, the sound loud in the quiet room.

Kaya reaches back, her fingers tangling with mine on her hip. “A little harder," she breathes.

I oblige.

The pace quickens, the slap of skin against skin mingling with her choked whimpers. I can feel her tightening around me, her body fluttering as she nears the edge. "That’s it," I growl. "Come for me, baby.”

She shatters with a cry, her back bowing, her nails digging into my hand. The clench of her pulls me over with her, my release hitting me like a wave. The heat in my balls uncoils like a snake swiftly retreating into a thicket, my come rushing inside of her body, heat spreading.

We collapse together, a tangle of limbs and labored breathing.

Kaya turns in my arms, her face pressed to my chest. "Stay," she murmurs, already half-asleep.

I brush her hair back from her damp forehead. "You know I can’t."

But for the first time, I hesitate.

The thought of leaving her—of slipping back to my cold bed with my physically and emotionally distance wife—makes my chest ache.

What if I stayed? What if I let Maricel find us like this, tangled together, my child growing in her daughter’s belly?

Kaya’s breathing evens out against my skin.

I slowly get out of her bed and pull on my shorts, hesitating at her door before quietly leaving.

____

The air in the living room is thick with the scent of adobo from dinner—vinegar, garlic, and soy sauce. Kaya sits on the couch, her fingers nervously tracing the embroidery on her baro’t saya blouse. The swell of her stomach is beautifully visible beneath the loose fabric.

Maricel stands by the window, arms crossed, her lips pressed into a thin line. She eyes Kaya with suspicion.

"Anak, bakit ang tahimik mo?" Child, why are you so quiet? she snaps.

Kaya doesn’t look up. "Wala lang, Ma." Nothing, Mom.

Maricel’s nostrils flare. "I’m not stupid, okay? I know something’s wrong." She switches to English, her accent sharpening. "If that boy from your class is the one who got you like this, I swear—"

"It’s not him," I cut in. I can’t stand to listen to Maricel berate her daughter any longer.

Silence.

Maricel’s gaze whips to me. The realization dawns slowly—too slowly. Then, all at once, her face darkens.

"Daniel…" Her voice is dangerously low. "What are you saying?"

I don’t blink. "The baby is mine."

Kaya flinches, but she doesn’t deny it.

Maricel makes a choked sound, like she’s been punched

"Anak…" she whispers, turning to Kaya. "Is this true?”

Kaya nods, tears welling in her eyes. "Opo, Ma." Yes, Mom.

Maricel staggers back as if struck. "THIS CAN’T BE!" Her voice cracks. "She’s your child!"

"Stepchild," I correct, my voice steady. "And she’s an adult. This wasn’t some mistake. We both wanted this."

Maricel’s hands fly to her mouth. For a second, I think she might scream. But instead, she rounds on Kaya, her voice trembling with betrayal.

"Why?!" she demands. "Why him?!"

Kaya lifts her chin. "Kasi mahal ko siya." Because I love him.

The words land like a bomb.

Maricel sways on her feet. She looks between us, her expression shifting from rage to something more complicated—something almost calculating.

"What will people say?" she hisses.

I step forward. "Who cares?"

She glares at me. "You don’t understand. Here in the Filipino community, all it takes is gossip—"

"Then we’ll handle it," I say firmly. "But I’m not hiding. And I’m not leaving her."

Maricel’s jaw clenches. She looks at Kaya, then at me, then at Kaya again.

Finally, she exhales sharply. "Fine."

The word is heavy with resignation.

“But you will take care of her," she adds, her voice hardening. "Everything—hospital, doctor, everything."

I nod. “Yes. I already planned to."

Kaya lets out a shaky breath. She reaches for my hand, her fingers trembling but sure.

Maricel watches us, her expression unreadable. Then, without another word, she turns and walks out of the room.

The front door slams.

Kaya’s grip tightens on mine. "She’ll come around," she whispers.

I kiss her forehead. "I know."


The air was thick with the scent of sweat and salt, the low hum of Kaya’s labored breaths filling the room. Her small body trembled as she squatted between my thighs, her back pressed against my chest, my arms wrapped around her for support. The midwife knelt before her, murmuring soft encouragement, her hands poised to catch the life we’d created together. Kaya’s fingers dug into my forearms, her nails leaving crescent moons in my skin, but I didn’t care—every groan, every whimper, only deepened my awe of her.

Her body was made for this—petite but strong, her hips flaring just enough to cradle life, her muscles working in perfect, primal rhythm. The contractions came harder now, her thighs shaking as she bore down, her breath hitching in her throat. The midwife’s voice was steady. “That’s it, Kaya. You’re doing so well. Just a little more.”

I could feel the tension in her, the way her spine arched, the way her body clenched and released in waves. Her sweat-slicked skin glowed in the dim light, her dark hair sticking to her forehead. I pressed my lips to her temple, whispering praise into her ear. “You’re so strong, baby. So fucking perfect.”

Then—a shift, a change in the air. Kaya let out a guttural cry, her body bowing forward as the pressure peaked. The midwife’s hands moved swiftly, her voice rising with excitement. “There’s the head! Kaya, one more push—give me everything you’ve got!”

Kaya’s fingers locked around mine, her entire body tensing as she bore down with a force that left her gasping. And then—oh God—I saw it. The crown of our baby’s head, slick with birth, emerging from her stretched, glistening flesh. My throat tightened, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst.

The midwife guided Kaya through the final moments, her voice firm but gentle. “Slow now, slow—let your body do the work.” Kaya panted, her breath ragged, her thighs quivering as she eased back, letting the baby’s head fully emerge from her body.

I couldn’t look away. The sight of her—so open, so vulnerable, so breathtakingly powerful—sent a rush of heat through me. She was made for this. Made to take me, to bring my child into the world.

Then, with one last shuddering push, the baby slid free—a slick, wriggling miracle into the midwife’s waiting hands. The room seemed to hold its breath for a second before the baby let out a sharp, indignant cry, tiny fists flailing.

“A beautiful girl,” the midwife exclaimed.

Kaya collapsed against me, her body spent, her chest heaving. Tears streaked her cheeks as she reached for the baby, her voice breaking. “Oh—oh, my baby.”

The midwife placed the squirming newborn on Kaya’s chest, and the moment their skin touched, something inside me cracked open. Kaya’s face transformed, exhaustion giving way to pure, radiant joy. She cradled the baby—our baby—against her, her fingers trembling as she traced the tiny features.

I couldn’t speak. My hands shook as I brushed Kaya’s hair back, my lips pressing to her damp forehead. She looked up at me, her dark eyes shining, and in that moment, nothing else existed. Not the taboo, not the world outside—just her, me, and the life we’d made.

The midwife moved quietly, preparing to cut the cord, but I barely noticed. All I saw was Kaya—her small, perfect body, still flushed from exertion, now cradling our child. She was everything.

And as the cord was severed, sealing this new chapter of our lives, I knew one thing for certain—she was born to be mine in every way.

____

The room still hums with the quiet euphoria of birth—Kaya’s exhausted smile, the baby’s soft cries, the midwife’s murmured instructions as she cleans up. I press a kiss to Kaya’s damp forehead, my fingers stroking her hair, when the front door creaks open.

Footsteps echo down the hall—too heavy to be the neighbor, too hesitant to be a stranger. My muscles tense before I even hear her voice.

“So it’s true.”

Maricel stands in the doorway, her arms crossed, her dark eyes flickering between Kaya, the baby, and me.The air turns thick, charged. Kaya stiffens against me, her fingers tightening around our child.

I keep my voice low, steady. “How’d you know the baby was born today?”

Maricel’s lips twist. “Gossip.” She steps inside, her sandals slapping against the floor. “I told you, people are nosy here in the Philippines. Everyone here in the barangay knows my husband got my daughter pregnant.”

Kaya flinches, but I squeeze her shoulder, grounding her. The midwife glances between us, then quietly excuses herself to the kitchen, sensing the storm.

I exhale. “Let’s not argue today, Maricel. Things worked out this way because I wasn’t happy. You were putting so much distance between us. I couldn’t take it anymore.” My thumb brushes Kaya’s skin, reminding her—us against the world. “Kaya and I are in love.”

Maricel scoffs, her arms tightening across her chest. “Love?” She shakes her head, her gaze dropping to the baby. “I want to see… my grandchild.”

Kaya hesitates, her body still trembling from labor, but after a beat, she nods. I help her shift, adjusting the blanket around the baby as Maricel steps closer.

Her breath hitches when she sees the child—tiny, perfect, still pink from birth. For a second, her hard expression wavers. Then her jaw sets again.

“She has your nose,” she mutters.

I don’t know if she means mine or Kaya’s, but it doesn’t matter. The baby stirs, her little face scrunching before she settles against Kaya’s chest.

Maricel watches, her fingers twitching like she wants to reach out but won’t allow herself. The silence stretches, suffocating.

Kaya finally speaks, her voice raw. “Mama… please.”

Maricel’s eyes flash. “Please what? You want me to pretend this is normal?”

I bite back a growl. “No one’s asking you to pretend. But today isn’t about us. It’s about her.” I nod at the baby.

Maricel’s throat works, her anger warring with something else—longing, maybe. She exhales sharply. “I didn’t come here to fight.”

“Then why did you come?” Kaya asks, her voice tired and exhausted.

Maricel hesitates. The baby lets out a soft sigh, her tiny fingers curling. Something in Maricel’s posture cracks.

“Because she’s still my blood,” she says finally. “And she’s innocent.”

The room holds its breath.

Then, slowly, Kaya lifts the baby toward her.

Maricel’s hands shake as she takes the child, her arms stiff at first, like she’s afraid to hold her too close. But as the baby nestles against her, something shifts.

Her thumb brushes the baby’s cheek, feather-light.

I watch, my pulse pounding, unsure if this is peace or just a temporary truce.

Maricel doesn’t smile, but her voice softens. “What’s her name?”

Kaya looks at me, and I answer. “Lia.”

Maricel tests the name silently, then nods. She doesn’t give the baby back right away, just stares down at her, her expression unreadable.

Finally, she murmurs, “She’s beautiful.”

It’s not forgiveness. It’s not acceptance.

But it’s a start.

____

The monsoon rages outside, rain lashing against the windows in relentless sheets, but inside, our little home is warm and safe. The baby sleeps soundly in her bassinet in the master bedroom, undisturbed by the storm’s fury.

I’m sitting in my chair, reading a classic warrior tale, Beowulf. I love the meter and the kennings.

Kaya pads into the living room barefoot, her hips swaying gently, carrying a steaming cup of sikwate. Her long black hair slightly tousled from sleep, cascading in loose waves down her back. The oversized shirt she’s wearing—one of mine—hangs off one shoulder, revealing the smooth, golden-brown skin of her collarbone. The thin cotton does nothing to hide the full, heavy curves of her breasts, their soft weight swaying subtly with each step, the peaks visibly taut beneath the fabric. She isn’t wearing a bra, and the way the shirt drapes over her makes it painfully obvious—just like the way her cotton shorts cling to her hips, so short and snug that I’d bet anything she isn’t wearing panties either.

The rich, chocolatey aroma fills the air, mingling with the damp earthiness of the storm.

She hands me the mug with a soft smile, her fingers brushing mine. “To keep you warm,” she murmurs.

I take a sip, the heat spreading through me, but then an idea strikes me. I hold the mug back out to her. “How about adding some milk, sweetheart?” I point my gaze toward her heavily engorged tits.

Her eyes flicker with understanding, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. Without a word, she sets the cup down on the table beside me and lifts her shirt up.

Her breast is full, swollen with milk, the skin flushed and tender. She takes it in her hand and gently squeezes towards the nipple, sending several thick, creamy streams arcing into the hot chocolate.

I watch, mesmerized, as her milk swirls into the dark liquid, blending perfectly.

But I don’t reach for the cup. Instead, I pull her into my lap, my hands sliding around her now slender waist. She lets out a breathy laugh as I nuzzle against her warm, yielding flesh, my mouth finding her nipple. I suck deeply, the warm, sweet milk flooding my tongue.

Kaya gasps, her fingers tangling in my hair. “Am I your dairy cow, Daddy?” she teases, her voice trembling with that girlish laughter that makes my dick hard.

I growl against her skin, sucking deeper, my hands gripping her hips. She tastes even better than the sikwate—creamy, slightly sweet, utterly intoxicating.

She squirms in my lap, half-protesting, half-encouraging. “Save some for the baby,” she giggles, but arches into me anyway.

I pull back just enough to smirk at her. “She’s asleep. And you’ve got two big tits full of milk.”

“She’ll be hungry when she wakes, Daddy.”

“She can share,” I say, milk streaming where I took my mouth from her nipple.

Kaya hugs me tight as I continue to suckle. “So greedy,” she accuses, but there’s no real scolding in it.

I squeeze her warm tit gently as I suckle, taking more and more of her in. She moans softly, her body melting against mine.

Outside, the storm howls, rain hits the roof hard, but in here, there’s only warmth and satisfaction, only her. I drink my fill, savoring her sacred cream.

Finally, I release her with a slow, satisfied lick. Her skin glistens, her nipple pebbled from my attention.

She swats at my shoulder, smiling. “You’re impossible.”

I grab the sikwate and take a long sip, the chocolate now richer, creamier, infused with her. “Perfect,” I declare. “I need to keep you pregnant and making milk for me.”

Kaya shakes her head, but she’s smiling as she settles against me, her head resting on my shoulder. The baby sighs in her sleep, oblivious to her mother’s stolen milk—or her father’s shameless indulgence.

I kiss Kaya’s temple, my hand stroking her thigh. “Best sikwate I’ve ever had.”

She snorts, her eyes are bright with affection.

The monsoon continues to rage outside, the rain lashing against the bamboo shutters, the wind howling through the coconut trees.

Kaya curls against me on the couch as I sip the hot sikwate, her breasts still so heavy with milk. She smiles up at me, her dark eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Daddy’s turn to get milked,” she murmurs.

Before I can respond, she slips off the couch and onto her knees between my legs. The sight of her there—small, submissive, her huge tits leaking through her shirt—sends a rush of heat straight to my groin.

Her fingers make quick work of my shorts, tugging them down just enough to free my hardening length. The cool air kisses my skin, but her breath is warmer, her lips hovering just inches away.

She leans in, her tongue flicking out to taste me. A low groan escapes from my throat as her mouth closes around the head, her lips sealing tight.

“God damn, sweetheart. You love sucking Daddy’s cock, don’t you?” My head falls back against the couch cushions and I close my eyes, relaxing my body as my stepdaughter sucks my dick.

“Mmhm..” She hums affirmatively with my cock in her mouth and nods her head slowly.

Her hands brace against my thighs, her nails digging in just enough to sting so good. I open my eyes and watch as my stepdaughter gives me one hell-of-a blow job, her cheeks hollow as she sucks, her eyes fluttering shut in satisfaction. The rhythm she sets is unhurried and savoring.

I fist my hands in her hair, not pushing, just holding as she takes me about half way into her throat.

She pulls back, her lips slick, and glances up at me through those dark, alluring eyelashes, and takes a breath. She smirks as she kisses the sensitive spot just beneath my head. “I don’t think I will ever get used to how big this thing is, Daddy,” she says, before she makes an O with her lips and takes me back into her mouth with a sharp, wet suction.

“But you take it so well,” I rasp, watching her lips drag over my shaft. A wicked thought crosses my mind, and before I can stop myself, I tease, “Next, I’ll try to fit it in your asshole.” Kaya’s eyes widen, and she immediately pulls off with an exaggerated gasp, swatting my thigh. "Daddy!” she scolds, but the laughter in her voice gives her away. “You will ruin my butthole.”

I chuckle, loving the way her cheeks flush, the way her lips glisten from where she’d just had me in her mouth.

After a beat, she leans back in, her tongue tracing the tip of me before she takes me deep again. I have to fight the urge to thrust deeper.

Without breaking rhythm, she reaches for the hem of her shirt. In one smooth motion, she tugs it up, letting her full, heavy breasts spill free. I enjoy watching as she palms them, her fingers kneading the soft flesh. A quiet moan vibrates through my flesh as she squeezes her tits, and then a delicious stream of milk beads at one nipple before spilling over, dripping down her fingers.

“Look at you go, baby,” I rasp. “So fucking perfect.”

I can feel tension coiling in my balls, the pressure building with every slick slide of her lips. “Baby—fuck—you’re gonna make me come,” I warn.

She doesn’t pull away. Instead, she takes me as deep as she can, choking slightly, her throat working around me.

The climax hits me like the monsoon outside, sudden, overwhelming, all consuming. My back arches, my grip tightening in her hair as I blow my load into her mouth. She tightens her lips, sealing them around my glans as I shoot ropes, showing no sign of disgust as my come floods over her tongue.

Fucking stepdaughter of the year.

She swallows eagerly, her lips and right hand squeezing around me, milking every last drop. When she finally pulls back, her lips are parted, her tongue licking out to catch a stray bead. Then, with deliberate slowness, she opens her mouth to show me—proof of her devotion, her indulgence. Her large, dark eyes never leave mine as she swallows with an exaggerated gulp.

“All gone, Daddy.” She opens her mouth wide.

“That was sexy as fuck, baby girl.” I exhale and run my fingers back through my hair.

“I love the way you taste.”
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