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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/Un-protected
	Man-of-the-house/stepdaughter dynamic
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	WMAF


If these themes disturb you, please refrain from reading. Protect your mental health.

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


The divorce papers were signed in March, but I've been sleeping on this couch since November of last year. Teresa's choice. She wanted the bed, the room, the whole performance of separation. I didn't argue. Arguing would require caring. I’m just waiting to close on a new place and I’ll be gone.

I'm up late, reading on the couch. An article on peatland restoration in the Baltic. Wetlands are patient things. They absorb, they filter, they hold. I've spent twenty years studying systems that most people drive past without noticing. There's a kind of peace in that. Being the only one who understands how something works.

The stairs creak.

Light footsteps descending. Quiet, practiced. I know exactly who it is.

Maya appears in the doorway. Nineteen. Small in ways that make me aware of my own size. She's lived in my house for six years, and I've never really looked at her. Not the way I'm looking now. Not like I’ve been looking at her for the past few months.

She's wearing an oversized shirt that falls to her thighs and a pair of thin cotton panties that I can easily glimpse. Her hair is long, black, still holding the humidity of a shower, curling at the ends against her shoulders. Her skin is brown—warm, the color of steeped tea—smooth over the delicate bones of her wrists and ankles. The shirt is loose, but I can see the shape beneath it. Full breasts, bigger than her mother's, big for such a small Filipina. She doesn't try to hide them either. She won’t wear bras around the house, and that pisses her mother off.

I love it.

Her glasses are on, wire-framed, slightly too large for her face. They give her a look of studious innocence that I know is a lie. She's not innocent. Cute. A princess. Spoiled, maybe, but that's my fault. I've been spoiling her since before I knew I was doing it.

My stepdaughter slips onto the couch beside me, close enough that her bare leg presses against mine. "I'm gonna hate it when you move out," she says quietly.

I can see the shape of her barely legal tits through the thin cotton, the weight of her breasts, the way she curves. All softness and warmth. She smells like coconut body wash.

"I'm not gone yet, baby girl." I set the journal on the coffee table and open my arm to her. She tucks herself against my side without hesitation, her head finding the hollow of my shoulder. "I'm divorcing your mother, not you. We can still see each other. You’re always welcome in whatever place I eventually call home.”

“Promise?”

“You have my word.”

I put the paper away. I'd rather soak in her company than read right now anyway. She snuggles closer, her hand resting on my chest, her thigh pressed along mine. I can feel her body through her shirt—the soft give of her breast against my ribs, the warmth of her skin through the fabric.

I let my arm settle around her, my hand on her shoulder. For now.

"Don't let your mom come down here and see you dressed like this, hugging on me." I let a little humor into my voice, teasing. "She might get jealous."

Maya laughs, soft and dismissive. "I don't care. I'm an adult." She adjusts her glasses with her free hand, pushing them up her nose. "Besides, I dress like this all the time. And it's not like I'm naked. It’s my pajamas.”

No. Not naked. But close enough that I'm aware of every inch of skin she's not covering.

My hand slides from her shoulder down her arm, slow, casual. A man comforting his stepdaughter. That's what it would look like, if anyone were watching. My thumb brushes the inside of her elbow, and she doesn't react. Doesn't pull away.

I let my hand rest on her hip. Her shirt has ridden up in her snuggle, and my fingers find bare skin just above the waistband of her panties. So soft.

She doesn't move, or seem bothered.

My thumb traces a slow circle against her hip. Small. Experimental. Her breathing changes—barely, but I hear it. A little faster. A little shallower. Still, she doesn't pull away.

I let my hand drift lower, palm curving over the outside of her thigh. Her skin is smooth. My fingers press in, just enough to feel the muscle beneath. She shifts against me, not pulling back, just... settling. Leaning into my touch.

Shit, I’m getting horny.

I slide my hand higher up her thigh, fingertips grazing the edge of her panties. Her breath hitches.

I wait for her to stop me. But she doesn't.

Her fingers curl into my shirt, not pushing me away, just holding on. Her face is close enough that I feel her exhale against my jaw. Behind her glasses, her eyes are dark, unreadable. But her lips are parted, and her pulse flutters at her throat, and she's not moving away.

I let my fingers slip under the waistband of her panties, just an inch. Just enough to feel the smooth skin of her hipbone. She still isn’t freaked out.

I move my hand across the top of her bare thigh, nice and slow. Giving her every chance to say no, to push me away, to be the innocent girl she pretends to be behind those glasses. Her thighs part. Just slightly. Just enough. So I slide my hand between her legs.

She makes a sound—soft, high in her throat—and her thighs part wider. Instinct, maybe. She doesn't even know she's doing it.

I stop. Let my fingers rest against the thin cotton of her panties, feeling the warmth radiating off of her pussy. I don't move. I wait.

She shifts, restless, pressing against my hand without meaning to.

Now I am really curious to see what I can get away with. I’m not gonna stop, not unless she explicitly tells me to.

"Has anyone ever touched you like this?" I ask.

She shakes her head. Her voice is small when she answers. "No."

That's all she gives me. No elaboration, no nervous chatter to fill the silence. She's too innocent to know what to say, too inexperienced to understand what she's inviting. So I keep pushing.

I rub my thumb along the inside of her thigh, slow, watching her face. Her eyes are half-lidded behind her glasses. Her lips are parted. She's holding her breath.

"Does this feel good?" I ask.

She makes a sound. A nervous hum that vibrates through her chest, through the place where her body presses against mine. It's not a yes. It's not a no. It's the sound of someone standing at the edge of something she doesn't have words for.

I take it as approval. So I keep touching her. My fingers trace the seam of her panties, dragging along the fabric, feeling the dampness that's already starting to seep through. She gasps, a quick, shocked inhale, and her hips tilt up into my hand.

My heart pounds. It surprises me, the force of it.

She's soft beneath my fingers, warm, wet. I press a little harder into the fabric, circle a little slower, and her hands grip my shirt like she's holding on to something solid in a current.

I test her. I pull my hand back, just barely, just enough that the pressure eases. She whimpers. Actually whimpers, her hips chasing my touch before she catches herself and goes still, embarrassed.

I smile in the dark and wonder how much I can get away with.

She shifts against me, her hips angling, her thighs falling open just a little wider. An invitation. She doesn't say anything. She doesn't have the words, but her body knows what it wants. Her body is telling me everything I need to know.

I slide my hand back between her legs, this time pressing more firmly. I cup her through her panties, feeling the heat of her cunt, the dampness soaking through the cotton. She's wet. I can feel the shape of her pussy through the fabric, the soft cleft, the slick heat that I know would be even hotter without the barrier.

I don't ask if it's okay. I don't ask if she wants it.

I rub her there, slow and deliberate, and her head falls back against my shoulder. Her mouth opens. Her breath comes in short, uneven pulls. I can feel her trembling, feel the way her thighs tighten and release, tighten and release, like her body doesn't know whether to open or close.

Below my navel, I feel myself start to harden. I want to pull it out and fuck her right here, but I’m still not sure I can take things that far yet.

Her eyes flutter open. She looks down at where my hand is buried between her legs, then back up at my face. She doesn't pull away. She looks up at me with those big almond shaped eyes and says, “mom will really freak if she sees you touching me like this, though.”

“Want me to stop?”

“You don’t have to,” she responds, quiet as a mouse.

That’s all the permission I need. If only we were alone, I’d take my cock out and see how she responds to that.

I circle my thumb against the damp cotton, watching her come apart. Her hips roll into my hand. Her breathing is ragged now, her composure slipping.

“Maya."

Fuck!

Her mother's voice cuts through the dark from upstairs.

Maya freezes.

"Maya, are you down there?"

Her eyes go wide. She yanks my hand away from her body and scrambles upright on the couch, smoothing her shirt down over her thighs. Her voice cracks when she answers.

"Yes, Mom."

I hear Teresa's footsteps approaching the top of the stairs.

"It's really late," her mother calls down. "Please go to bed now. You don't want to be tired your first day of college."

Maya looks at me, her chest still heaving, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted. Her glasses have slipped down her nose. She looks wrecked. She looks beautiful.

I lean back against the couch, letting the moment settle. I don't reach for her again.

"You'd better go, sweetie." I keep my voice even, calm, like nothing just happened. Like my hand isn't still wet with her. "She's right. Tomorrow is a big day for you.”

Maya nods, quick, jerky. She stands on unsteady legs, her shirt falling back to her thighs, covering what I've just been touching. She pushes her glasses up her nose with a trembling hand.

She hesitates at the bottom of the stairs, looking back at me.

I don't move. I don't speak. I let her feel the weight of what we just did, let it settle in her chest, let her wonder what comes next.

She turns and climbs the stairs. I hear her mother's voice, quiet now, asking something I can't make out. Maya's answer is too soft to hear.

Then a door closes. The house goes quiet.

I look down at my hand. My fingers are damp. I let the scent of her pussy stay on my skin as I settle back against the couch, my dick hard as a rock.

The next day, I come home from work early.

I've been in the field since dawn—knee-deep in a sedge meadow, sampling water tables, mapping hydrologic flow. The kind of work that leaves me smelling like peat and sweat, my jeans caked with mud up to the knees, my hands still raw from the cold. I don't usually knock off before noon, but I'm running out of time. The apartment is waiting. The move is next month. Teresa wants me out, and I want to be out, and that means packing up my office piece by piece when she's not here to watch.

The house is quiet when I let myself in. Teresa is at the bank, where she spends her days now, arranging other people's money while her own life falls apart. I try not to think about her.

I hear music first. Something soft, ambient, the kind of thing Maya plays when she thinks no one's listening. Then I see her.

God damn.

She's in the living room, on a mat she unrolled on the rug. Her body bends into a pose—downward dog, I think it's called—her hips high, her ass in view. She's wearing a black tank top and the Lululemon leggings I bought her last Christmas. She said she wanted them. I bought them without thinking, the way I've been buying her things for years. A necklace here, a pair of boots there. Small luxuries Teresa called spoiling.

The leggings cling to her. The tank top dips at her chest. Her dark hair is pulled up in a messy knot, and her glasses are perched on her nose, sliding down as she moves.

She rises from the pose and turns. Sees me. Her face breaks into a smile.

“Hey Daddy. You’re home early.”

She crosses the room and throws her arms around me before I can stop her.

"Jesus, Maya." I hold my hands out, showing her the mud. "I'm dirty."

She presses against me anyway, her cheek against my chest, her arms around my ribs. She's warm. She smells like coconut and sweat, clean underneath it.

"So am I." She pulls back, grinning. "I've been working out."

I look at her. Her face is flushed, a sheen of sweat at her collarbone. A strand of hair has escaped her knot and curls against her temple. She's breathing a little heavy, her chest rising and falling beneath the thin tank top.

"Yeah?" I say. “Show me what you were working on.” I just want to see her body move.

She steps back toward the mat, falling into a stretch that arches her back, her arms reaching overhead. The tank top rides up, showing a strip of brown skin above the waistband of her leggings.

"Trying to get all the way down," she says, folding forward, her palms flat on the floor. Her voice is muffled by her own thighs. "I'm not even close. My hips are a little tight.”

I watch her. The way the leggings pull tight across her hips. The way her tank top gapes open at the chest.

“So how was class?" I ask. I lean against the doorframe, cross my arms, and try to look casual. Like I’m not completely focused on the way her ass looks in those tights. "First day of college. Big day."

She unfolds herself, rises slowly, spine curving one vertebra at a time. When she's upright, she pushes her glasses up her nose and looks at me.

"My professor is old and talks too slow."

"That's it?"

She shrugs, stepping onto the mat and lowering herself into a lunge. Her front knee bends deep. Her back leg extends long. The muscles in her thigh tense beneath the black fabric.

"My poli-sci lecture was full of freshmen who think they know everything."

"Sounds about right."

She switches legs. Her hips shift. The movement draws my eyes to the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the way her body moves inside the clothes I bought her.

"I met a girl in my psych discussion who seems nice." She straightens, rolls her shoulders. "We ate lunch. A sandwich that cost twelve dollars and wasn't even good."

"Twelve dollars?"

"I know." She laughs, shaking her head. "Rip-off."

She moves into another pose—one arm extended forward, one back, her chest open to the room. Her eyes find mine. She holds the pose longer than she needs to.

I watch, enjoying the shapes of her body and the positions she’s capable of putting it in.

Her arm lowers. She steps out of the pose and walks toward me, close enough that I smell her sweat again, close enough that I see the way her pupils have dilated behind her glasses.

"You're staring," she says.

"You're showing off."

She smiles, slow, her teeth catching her lower lip. "Maybe."

I let my gaze drop to her mouth, then back up to her eyes. "How was the rest of your day?”

She shrugs again, but she doesn't step back. "Fine."

"Just fine?"

Her hand comes up, her fingers finding the collar of my shirt. She touches the fabric, twists it between her thumb and forefinger, like she's examining the weave.

"You smell like a swamp," she says.

"I was working."

"I know." She looks up at me through her lashes. "I missed you."

Her hand is still on my shirt. She doesn't move it. I don't move away.

"You missed me?" I say. "I was gone one morning. I’ve had the same job since you were fifteen.”

“I know. Still missed you today.”

Me too. And I want to finish what we started last night before her mother interrupted us.

My hand moves before I think about it. My palm settles on her hip, slides back, cups the curve of her bottom through the leggings. She's soft there, firm beneath the fabric. I squeeze, just enough to test. Just enough to see what she'll do.

“Daddy, you’re very touchy feely these days.” She doesn't pull away.

“Yeah. Can’t help it.” I let my hand stay where it is. "Are you even wearing anything underneath?"

She tilts her head, that slow smile spreading again. "Wouldn't you like to know."

Her voice is light, teasing, but her eyes are dark behind her glasses. She's not pulling away. She's not pulling away from any of it.

I catch her wrist. Not hard. Just holding. Her pulse jumps under my thumb.

"Maya."

"What?"

I let her wrist go.

"Go shower," I say. "You're all sweaty."

She doesn't move. Her eyes hold mine. For a moment, neither of us breathes. It’s like she was expecting more. Then she smiles again, quick, and steps back.

"You're the one who smells," she says, and turns, and walks toward the stairs.

I watch her go. Watch her climb the stairs. Watch the way her hips move inside those leggings, the way her tank top has ridden up, showing the small of her back.

An idea forms. Dark. Depraved.

I need a shower too. The mud is drying on my jeans, cracking at the knees. My hands are still raw from the field. And Teresa won't be home for another few hours. And based on how she’s responding to my touches, I think I can fuck my stepdaughter and get away with it.

I climb the stairs after her. My boots are heavy on the treads. I don't try to be quiet.

Her door is closed. I don't knock. I turn the handle and push it open.

Maya is standing in the middle of her room, half-bent, peeling the leggings down her legs. She's wearing nothing underneath. The black fabric is bunched at her thighs, and I see the curve of her hips, the brown skin of her bare ass, the fat lips between her legs before she yanks the leggings back up in surprise.

"So you weren't wearing anything under those," I say.

She startles, her hands flying to cover herself, her face flooding with color. "Daddy!" She twists toward me, clutching the waistband of her leggings. "Knock at least."

I walk right up to her. Close enough that she has to tilt her head back to look at me. Close enough that I can smell her sweat and her coconut lotion.

"Why? I've practically seen you naked already."

She pushes her glasses up her nose, flustered. "That's not the point, Daddy. It's rude to barge in on someone.”

“So.. your only objection is that I've shown bad manners?"

"No." Her voice drops. She glances at her bedroom door, still open behind me. “What if mom came home?”

“So, let her. I don’t care. We’d just close the door and be quiet.”

She crosses her arms, that hint of brattiness creeping into her voice. "You cared last night. When she called down from the top of the stairs. You let me go.”

"I let you go because she was awake. She was standing at the top of the stairs. Besides, you jumped up like a scared rabbit?”

“No I didn’t.”

She smirks, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "If you didn't care what Mom thinks, you should've made me stay."

"Is that right?”

She nods, still smirking. "That's what I think. I’d do it, if you told me to.”

I let my gaze drop to her tits, then back to her eyes. "Maybe I was just being patient."

"Or maybe you were scared."

Her voice is light, teasing. She's pushing, testing, the way she always does. That little bit of brattiness that she knows I'll tolerate. She really knows how to butter me up. I don’t think I’ve ever really disciplined her.

"Besides," I continue, closing the last of the distance between us, "she won't be home until six. We have a lot of time alone now.”

Maya's eyes flick to the closed door, then back to me. She doesn't move. Her hands are still gripping the waistband of her leggings, holding them up, but she's not pulling them higher. She's not pulling away from me.

I reach out and touch her. My hand finds her waist, the bare skin above the bunched fabric. She's warm. Soft. Her breath catches.

I let my fingers trail along her side, slow, watching her face. "Are you embarrassed?"

A small smile touches her lips. "Not really, no."

"Good." My hand slides around to her lower back, pulling her right up against me. "You don't have anything to be embarrassed about."

I step back. Just enough to give her room. Just enough to see all of her.

"Take off all your clothes," I say.

Her eyes widen behind her glasses. Her teeth sink into her bottom lip. A flush creeps up her throat, spreading across her cheeks, the warm brown of her skin deepening to something darker.

“Ok, Daddy.”

Her hands drop to the bunched waistband of her leggings. She hesitates, her fingers curling into the fabric, and I see the tremor there. A nervousness that makes her pulse visible at her throat.

“You scared right now?”

She lets out a small laugh, high and quick, shaking her head. "No."

But her hands are still trembling.

She pushes the leggings down to her ankles and kicks them away. Her thighs are full and soft. Between them, her pussy is bare—shaved smooth, the skin there a shade darker than the rest of her. Her mound is plump, rounded, rising in a soft curve. Her labia are tucked away, neat and hidden, nothing but a slender crease, and a pale pink promise hidden in the brown.

Her hands move to the hem of her tank top. She pulls it up, slow, revealing the flat plane of her stomach, the dip of her navel. The shirt goes higher, catching on her ribs, and then it's over her head and she's pulling it free, her hair tumbling loose from its knot, dark against her shoulders.

She stands in front of me completely naked. And, FUCK, I’m stunned.

She's small, but her body is full in ways that surprise me. Wide hips that flare from a narrow waist, a soft curve to her belly that's girlish, unhardened by strict dieting. Her breasts are round, perky, full C's that rise and fall with her quickened breathing. Her nipples are dark against the brown of her skin, already peaked.

She's trembling. Just slightly. Her arms hang at her sides, her hands open. She doesn't cover herself. She lets me look.

Her glasses are still on. They sit crooked on her nose, slightly askew from pulling off her shirt. It makes her look younger. More innocent. A girl with her schoolbooks and her wire frames, standing naked in front of her stepfather.

The flush has spread from her cheeks down her chest, staining her skin pink above the brown.

She doesn't say anything. She's waiting.

"You let me touch you here last night."

I reach down between her legs, my fingers finding the smooth heat of her sex. She's wet already. Her breath hitches, her thighs starting to close, but I press forward and she opens for me.

My lips brush hers. Just barely. Just enough that I feel her exhale against my mouth.

"Does it feel good?"

She nods. Her eyes are half-closed behind her glasses, her lips parted, her breathing shallow. I don't push inside. Not yet. I let my fingers rest there, feeling her warmth, feeling the slick heat of her.

"I'm gonna show you what you do to me now, Maya."

I step back just enough to reach for my zipper. I pull it down, slow, watching her face. Her eyes follow my hands, drop to my waist, and she stares.

My erection jumps free, hangs out over my waistband, thick and heavy. I don't touch myself. I let her look.

Her jaw drops. Her breath comes out in a soft rush.

"Oh God, Daddy. That’s—” Her hands fly to her mouth. “Jesus..” Her voice is a reverent whisper, muffled in her hands. Her eyes are wide, fixed on what I've shown her, and I see the shock there. The curiosity of a teenage girl seeing her first cock.

"Go on," I say. "Touch it.”

I don’t wait for her to work up the courage. I take her hand and make her touch me, and it excites me. Her fingers are warm, trembling slightly. I wrap them around my flesh, close her grip, and she doesn't resist. Her palm presses against me, her fingers tighten, and I feel the shock of her touch run down my spine.

"Like it?" I ask.

She nods, her eyes still fixed on where her hand holds my penis. She moves my dick around and stares at it from all angles. Her thumb moves, an unconscious stroke, and I feel myself pulse against her palm.

"It's, uhm, really big."

Her voice is small. Nervous. But she doesn't let go.

She looks up at me through her lashes, that nervous little laugh escaping her again. "Like, I didn't know they came... you know. This big."

I don't say anything. I let her talk.

"It's so hard and soft at the same time. The head looks fat and angry, Daddy." Her voice is soft, almost awed. "It's purple and drooling everywhere."

I chuckle. Fucking cute.

Her fingers shift, exploring, her thumb tracing along the ridge of me. She feels the thickness, palms the weight of it. I see her trying to wrap her thumb and forefinger all the way around my girth.

"I mean, is this normal?" She glances up at me, then back down. "Eight inches? Nine? I don't have anything to compare it to."

"Seven," I say. “It’s perfectly average, baby.”

She swallows. “No way this is average.” Her hand is trembling again. "And it's, like... really thick too. It’s as thick as one of those cans of vanilla cold brew I drink all the time.”

I’m enjoying this. My cute stepdaughter is holding my cock like its a python. It’s barely over average, but I am actually pretty fucking thick. She’s small and I know what she’s thinking.

Now I'm dripping from her touch. A bead of wetness gathers at the tip, sliding down, and she watches it go. Her thumb catches it, spreads it, and her breath comes faster.

"I can't even—" She stops. Starts again. "I don't know how this is supposed to fit anywhere inside another human.” Her fingers tighten around me.

“Have you ever had anything inside of you before, Maya?”

She looks up at me, and I can see it on her face, the disbelief. Not at the question. At the fact that she’s standing here, completely naked, holding her stepfather’s penis.

“No! Not like this!”

“What then?”

“Just a finger. Oh, and I used a Sharpie once. The skinny one.”

“And did you like it?”

“Yeah. Of course.” She opens her hand and holds me in her palm, weighing me. “It felt good. But this thing is huge, Daddy. This is nothing like a finger. It’s gonna be like giving birth.

Sounds to me like she’s expecting to get fucked. She laughs, nervous, but there’s truth underneath her joke. She’s measuring me against herself, wondering how, or if, her pussy can take it.

A wolfish notion curls through me, low and hot like magma pulsing underground. I imagine her pregnant. Her belly swollen, heavy with what I put there. Her small Asian frame struggling to carry the weight of it. I go so far as to imagine the look on my ex wife’s face when she finds out that I’m the one who got her daughter pregnant.

My intentions darken. There’s a shift. I am about to make the best worst decision of my life. I’m going to fuck my stepdaughter raw. I could pull out when I’m ready to cum. Could shoot it on her belly or make her suck it out; that would be hot. I’m not going to do that, though. I am going to cum inside of her and make her hold on to it.

"Have you ever had an orgasm?" I continue probing for details about her sexual experiences.

She holds my gaze. A flicker of that brattiness returns, curling the corner of her mouth.

"Of course." Her voice is light, almost teasing. "I learned how to do that a long time ago.”

“Oh, how? You touch yourself?”

“Yeah. And hump my pillow."

I squeeze her thigh, my thumb pressing into the soft flesh. "Naughty."

"Good girls are allowed to touch themselves, Daddy." She pushes her glasses up, all innocence, but her eyes are bright. “It’s totally healthy.”

"Good girls are allowed to have secrets, too." I reach down and touch her between the legs, my fingers brushing damp heat and soft skin. I smile. "And this is our little secret. Right?"

She nods. "Yes."

"Good girl." I lower my mouth to her collarbone, feeling her pulse skip beneath my lips. “Now, I'm gonna make you cum, Maya. It's even better when someone else gives you an orgasm.” I pull back just enough to look at her, to hold her eyes. "Relax and just let this happen. And have a good time with me.”

She swallows. But she doesn't argue. She opens her legs and lets me nudge a finger just inside of her seam. I slide my free hand down her back, over the curve of her ass, pulling her closer. She gasps as my erection presses against her belly, the length of me trapped between us.

I kiss her. Not gentle. Not asking. My mouth covers hers, my tongue sliding past her lips, and she makes a sound—surprised, muffled—before her hands come up to my shoulders. She doesn't push me away. She holds on and opens her mouth.

My hands roam her body. Down her spine, over the curve of her hips, up to her breasts. I cup them, feel the weight of them in my palms, the dark peaks of her nipples pressing against my skin. Her tits are perfect; they’re so soft and satisfying to squeeze.

"Get in the bed," I tell her.

I don’t wait for her to comply. I nudge her toward the bed. The backs of her knees hit the edge of the mattress, and she falls back, catching herself on her hands. Her glasses slip down her nose. She pushes them up with a trembling hand.

"Lay back and relax."

She obeys. She shifts back on the mattress, her dark hair spreading against the pillow, her body open and bare beneath the soft light of her room. But she's tense—her shoulders raised, her thighs pressed together, her hands curled into loose fists at her sides.

"Just relax, sweetheart." I climb onto the bed beside her, my voice low, steady. "This is gonna feel really good."

She looks up at me, her dark eyes wide behind her glasses. Her lips part, like she wants to say something, but no words come. She just nods. Compliant, like a good little princess. Her thighs open. She lies there, watching me, letting me do what I want. I move between her legs, my body is supported above her on my arms held at either side of her body. I lower my mouth to her tits and kiss them softly. Her nipples are peaked already.

"You like being touched like this?" I ask, before taking one of her nipples into my mouth and sucking.

“Yes.” Her voice is small. “It feels good.”

I kiss my way down her stomach. Her belly is soft, warm, her skin salty with the sweat still drying on her. She squirms beneath my mouth, a little giggle escapes her. “That tickles, Daddy.”

I push her legs wider. She lets me, and I settle onto my stomach on the bed. Her knees open wide to make room for me, and I feel the heat of her before I even touch.

I kiss the inside of her thigh, then the other. Her skin is damp there too, warm, the musk of her rising up to meet me. She's breathing fast, shallow, her chest rising and falling.

Then I put my mouth on her. Her little hole. My tongue parts the smooth, bare lips of her pussy. She's damp, still sweaty from her workout, and the smell of her—dirty, ripe, real—drives iron between my legs until I'm throbbing against the mattress.

She moans. A real moan, not the soft sounds from before. Her hips tilt up, pushing herself against my mouth, and I hear her whimper.

“Yeah. I like that, Daddy."

I keep my mouth on her, tasting, learning the patterns that get her off. My tongue slides through her flesh, parting the smooth, bare lips. She’s slick, soaked, her wetness flowing my mouth. I trace arcs over the hood of her clit with the tip of my tongue.

“Yes. Yes.. Keep licking me there, Daddy.” Her voice is barely there. Her hands tangle in my hair.

I reach under my chin with my middle finger extended, get it wet with saliva and arousal, find the tight ring of her asshole, and press inside.

She gasps. “Ah, Daddy. That’s my butthole.” There’s shock in her voice. She’s definitely never had anything in that hole before. Her hips don’t pull away, they rock forward and press down, taking my finger deeper. She’s tight, gripping me, the heat of her anus surrounding my knuckle.

I keep licking her pussy while my finger fucks inside of her anus, slow thrusts that make her breath catch and stutter.

“Oh—” Her voice cracks. “I’m gonna cum—”

Less than a minute, that’s all it takes. Her thighs clamp around my head, hands fisting my hair, holding my face against her pussy. Her whole body goes tense, and then she comes apart. Her back arches off the bed. I hear her choked voice above me, gasping, “Yesss. Yess. God yesss.”

I hold my lips against her pussy and the tip of my tongue is just inside of her opening. I can feel her orgasm, her hole squeezing my tongue, her anus clenching my finger, pulse after pulse, after pulse. And when her body finally settles, I pull my finger out of her asshole slow, and watch her flinch at the loss.

Fuck, her musky little hole smells so good, I think to myself as I press my nose against her sex. God, this dirty little teen pussy is like sugar. I’m ready to fuck now. I want to breed this perfect teen, so I move above her. Her glasses are still on, crooked now.

“I want you to remember this,” I whisper against her mouth. “The first time someone else made you cum. The first time someone made you feel this good.”

Her hands slide up my chest. “Jesus, that felt amazing,” she breathes. And before she can say anything else, I kiss her. Slow. Deep. Letting her taste herself on my mouth.

I reach down between us and grab my cock. I’m so fucking hard right now. I am about to plow my barely legal stepdaughter and give her my cum. I guide myself to her entrance. I’m pressing my dick into her hole when she suddenly stiffens her arms and pushes out against my chest.

“Wait! Daddy! Are you sure we’re allowed to do this? I really don’t want mom to find out. I don’t want us to get in trouble.” She rambles. “I don’t want her to stop us from seeing each other.”

“Whoa! Whoa! Maya, slow down and take a breath. First off, you’re legal and a grown ass woman in the eyes of society and the law. Your mom can’t stop us from doing shit. And I’m not gonna let her stop me from living life and you shouldn’t either.” I smile down at her, putting her at ease. Our eyes lock for a brief moment, each of us searching the window to the other’s soul. “Now just relax, baby. Let’s have sex before your mom gets home. Otherwise, I might have to sneak into your room tonight and finish the job.”

She laughs.

“We probably shouldn’t have sex with her in the house.”

“Then let’s fuck, baby. Don’t worry.”

I reach down and grip the base of my shaft. The head of my cock presses against her opening, and I feel the heat of her, and the soft give of her lips parting around me.

She tenses. Her hands grip my shoulders, her nails bite into my skin.

“Shhh..Breathe, baby girl. Just breathe.”

She sucks in a breath, holds it, her teeth sunk into her bottom lip.

“Let it out now. Slow.”

She exhales. Her body softens. I push forward, adding pressure. Just enough to feel her hymen resisting me.

“There it is,” I murmur. “You feel that?”

She nods. “Mhm.”

“That’s your body keeping me out. But you’re gonna let Daddy in. Aren’t you, baby?”

Another nod. Her eyes are wide behind her glasses.

I push again. A little more. I feel her hymen, thin and pliable, starting to yield. And she winces sharply the moment I breech her.

“Daddy! Ow..” She whimpers.

“Does it hurt?”

“A little…It’s…a lot. You’re too big for me.”

“That’s it, baby girl. You got a RedBull can in that pussy now. You can take it, your pussy hole can stretch bigger than this for a baby.”

A sound comes from her that’s half pain and half amusement.

“Yeah! And childbirth is supposed to be a woman’s most painful experience in life. Isn’t sex supposed to feel good?”

She’s gonna find out about childbirth for herself soon. I’m about to breed this fertile little teen.

“It will feel good. Just be patient and take it. You got this. Take your Daddy’s cock and breathe.” My dick reflexively twitches. “That’s it, good girl.” My voice is low and calming, even though my heart is pounding. Even though every base instinct is screaming at me to drive forward, to claim, to take. “You’re doing so good.”

She whimpers. A little moan.

I push deeper. Her canal gives around me, soft and tight, and I feel the exact moment when her body opens and relaxes for me. And I sink down, balls deep. Our bodies press together.

“Jesus…I can feel you in my guts, Daddy.”

I wrap her in a big bear hug and hump her. I feel her body jolt when I bottom out in her canal, so I angle my hips a little and make shallower thrusts.

She cries out, soft and muffled against my shoulder, and I feel her tighten around me. I feel the hot clutch of her. I feel her pulse and squeeze. I feel her walls clench, adjusting, learning the shape of my dick.

“You feel me all the way inside, don’t you, baby?”

“Yes.” Her voice cracks.

I move my hips faster, thrusting into her sticky heat. Her nails rake me.

“That’s it. Take all of me.”

She does. Her canal stretches around me, inch by inch, I feel her pulling me deeper. Her legs raise up and lock around me. Her arms hold me tight.

The animal in me stirs. Lowers its head. Opens its eyes.

I’m driving into her now, rutting her with deep and desperate strokes, and I’m not going to last much longer. I can feel it, the animal need to empty myself, to claim what is mine.

I’m not going to pull out.

I drive into her one last time, burying myself to the hilt, and let go with a roar. My dick convulses, pulsing inside of her, filling her with everything I’ve got. I feel her flench at the heat of it. I feel myself pulse inside her. Pulse and empty. I don't pull out. I don't move. I keep her pinned beneath me, her legs locked around my waist, and I fill her.

Maya’s eyes widen. Her hands come up to my chest, not hard, but urgent. “Daddy!” Her voice is panicked. “Why did you do that inside of me? I’m not on birth control.”

I lift my head and look at her. Her face is flushed, her black hair a tangled mess. She looks like sex. She looks beautiful.

“Are you worried about getting pregnant?” I ask.

“No.” She shakes her head, her brow furrowed. “I’m Filipina. It’s totally normal for us to get preggy in our teens. I’m worried about mom finding out about us. And if I’m pregnant, she’s eventually gonna find out. She’s gonna know who the father is.”

“So what.”

She blinks at me. “What do you mean, so what?” Her voice cracks with a sudden surge of emotion. “Daddy, I can’t lose you. I need you. Mom has been such a bitch lately. We don’t get along.” Her eyes glisten. “You get me. If I’m pregnant, and she finds out…” She can’t finish her sentence.

I reach up and brush a strand of hair from her face. My thumb traces her cheekbone. “Baby, shhh. Nothing will happen. Your mom will be pissed, that’s for sure, but she really can’t do anything about it. She can be mad. She’ll eventually get over it. But I’m not going anywhere.” I lay my forehead against hers. “I wouldn’t let anything like that happen. You won’t be alone…”

I watch her face as she processes what just happened. The shock. The worry. The way her fingers press against her stomach like she can already feel the change taking root. She's scared. Not of me. Of her mother. Of the world outside this room.

"I'll protect you," I tell her. And I mean it. “We’ll cross that bridge later, if we have to.”

Maya looks up at me, her glasses crooked again. She nods. Her body relaxes beneath me. She's always been special to me. When she was thirteen and sullen, hiding behind those same glasses, I was the one who helped her with her science homework. When she was fifteen and crying over a boy who broke up with her because she was “fat,” I was the one who sat with her on the porch and didn't say anything at all. When she was seventeen, I bought her a car for her birthday.

I don't know if this is love. Not the kind they write songs about. But it's something. Something that burns hotter than the cold ash of my marriage. Something that makes me want to keep her, hold her, claim her in a way that no one can undo.

I don't feel shame. I stay inside her until I soften. Then I pull out. The sound is slick, wet, obscene in the quiet of her room. I'm coated with the evidence of what I've just done, strings of our cum stretching between us before they break.

She's still on her back, knees fallen open, staring at the ceiling. I see the wetness between her thighs. What I left there. There’s a stain on her sheets, a big one, tinged a little pink. I make a mental note to get those in the wash.

I take my stepdaughter ankles and lift her legs, just enough to tilt her hips. "Hold it in, baby." My voice is light, teasing. "Don't waste any.”

She laughs, squirming, trying to pull her legs free. “Daddy! That tickles. My ankles are sensitive.”

She thinks I'm playing. And I am. But underneath the playfulness is something else. Something deliberate. My hands hold her legs up longer than necessary, longer than a joke requires.

I want her to keep it. Every drop.

She finally pulls free, rolling onto her side, her hand pressing between her legs like she's trying to stop a leak. She's still laughing, breathless, her cheeks flushed.“Oh my God, I’m so sore from your big dick.” She sits up and adjusts her glasses. There’s a languorous look in her eye. She might be sore, but she is satisfied.

“You need a hot shower. Come on, let’s go take one now, before your mom gets home and catches us like this.”

Seven Months Later:

She doesn’t know I’m awake. The bedroom is dark except for the silver of moonlight pouring in through the open curtains. She thinks I'm sleeping. She moves quietly, pulling her shirt over her head, and I let myself look. She turns sideways to hang her shirt on the back of the chair, and I see the full shape of her—the arch of her lower back, the weight she carries out front.

Her body is not the body I first touched on that couch. It's fuller. Riper. Her tits are the first thing I notice. They were full before—big perky C’s that fit perfectly in my palms—but now they are heavier, swollen, the weight of them pulling down just a bit. Her nipples are darker now, the areoles spread across the peaks. Her belly rounds out before her, tight and swollen, a perfect globe that strains against the waistband of her maternity leggings.

My stepdaughter, beautiful Maya, is seven months pregnant with my son.

I watch her hands move to her hips, pushing the fabric down her thighs. Her hips are wider now, made for child-bearing. Her thighs are thicker, softer. She’s stopped shaving her pussy. Some instinct, maybe. Or just the difficulty of bending over that belly with a razor in her hand. Either way, it suits her.

I watch her run a hand over her belly, and she laughs quietly as the baby shifts against her palm, causing a ripple across the stretched skin. She smiles, looking down at herself, and I feel my cock swell with pride. Her body has become something ancient, a temple to worship, so young and fertile, and entirely mine. Am I fucked up for breeding my stepdaughter? Maybe. I don’t care. She makes me happy. And now I’m going to have a son.

She turns toward the bed and catches me watching.

“I didn’t mean to wake you, Daddy.”

“You didn’t, baby. I was awake already. Just watching you.”

She smiles. Sleepy. Soft. She crawls onto the bed, her knees sinking into the mattress, her belly swaying beneath her. She doesn't go to her side of the bed.

She settles between my legs. She looks up at me through her glasses. “Now that you’re awake, I wanna suck it.” Her hands find the waistband of my boxers, pulling them down. I lift my hips to help and she drags them off of me. My erection springs up, full and ready. “Gosh, already so hard.” She says as she wraps her fingers around my girth. “I can’t believe this thing fits inside me.” She gives it a playful wiggle, then lowers her mouth.

The heat of her tongue is the first thing I feel. Wet. Soft. She starts slow, the way I taught her, her lips sliding over the head of me while her hand works up and down. Her glasses bump against my thigh, and she pauses just long enough to push them up her nose before she takes me deeper.

I let my head fall back against the pillow. The ceiling is dark above me, but I don't need to watch. I can feel everything.

Her mouth is practiced now. Fuck, she wants to suck me off almost every day. She knows where I'm sensitive, knows when to swirl her tongue and when to apply pressure, knows how to take me to the back of her throat without gagging.

Her head bobs up and down, and I feel myself slide along her tongue, past her soft palate, into the wet heat of her throat. She makes a sound—a low, humming moan—and the vibration travels through me, settling in my spine. Her head moves faster, and she’s making little choked sounds when my tip bottoms out in her throat.

My hand finds her hair. I don't push. I just rest my palm there, feeling the strands slip through my fingers as she moves. She has the most beautiful jet black hair.

She pulls back, breathing through her nose, and looks up at me. Her lips are wet. Her eyes are dark.

“You like it, Daddy?”

“Yeah, baby. Keep sucking it. You’re gonna make me cum in your mouth.”

“Emmm. Yummy.”

She smiles and takes me deep into her mouth again, moving her lips over my length. Her hands rest on my thighs, raking my skin with her nails.

Fuck, this is bliss.

The room is quiet except for the sounds she makes. Wet, slick sounds. The soft gasp of her breathing.

A brief moment of reflection takes my attention. I think about how we got here. The couch. The divorce. The night I decided to claim her. The weeks that followed, when we couldn't keep our hands off each other, when every stolen moment in that house felt like a victory over Teresa and everything she tried to take from me.

And now this. Our house. Our bed. Our child growing inside her. And her mother can go fuck herself.

Maya deepens her rhythm, taking me faster, and I return to the feeling of the pressure building in my balls.

Her tongue traces the ridge of me, then slides down the length, her lips following. She cups my balls in her free hand, gentle, rolling them between her fingers the way she knows I like. Her mouth returns to the head, sucking, pulling, and I feel myself throb against her tongue.

She hums again. “Mmmmm, Daddy’s cock.” That vibration. That sound that travels straight through me.

The pressure builds higher. Tighter. I feel my muscles clench, feel the heat pooling low in my belly, feel the familiar tightening that means I'm close.

"I'm close,” I warn her.

She comes up off of me with a wet slurp long enough to say, “cum in my mouth, daddy. I want it.” Then she takes me deeper.

The orgasm rips through me without warning. My back arches, my fingers tangling in her hair, and I pump into her mouth—once, twice, three times. She takes it all, swallowing around me, her throat working to keep up.

She doesn't pull back. She holds me there, her lips sealed around my glans, her tongue pressed flat against the underside of me. I feel each jet of come leave my body, feel her swallow each one, feel the tight, milking suction of her mouth drawing out everything I have.

I pulse hot inside her. Four times. Five. Each wave weaker than the last, but she doesn't stop until the last drop leaves me.

She holds me in her mouth until she’s sure I’m finished blowing my load. Then she pulls back, slow, her tongue cleaning the head one final time.

She swallows with a smile on her face. Not a single drop escapes her lips.

She sits up, pushing her glasses back into place, and looks at me. Her cheeks are flushed. Her mouth is wet. She looks satisfied, and so fucking sexy. My little brown fucking machine.

"Good girl," I say.

Then she turns around. She moves carefully, her pregnant belly making the motion awkward. She positions herself on her hands and knees, facing away from me, her back arched, ass up face down. She looks back over her shoulder. Her hair falls across her face. Behind her glasses, her big eyes are playful.

"Come lick my butthole, Daddy." Her voice is cute, demanding, the voice of a girl who knows she'll get what she asks for. "I wanna feel your tongue inside me."

She wiggles her bottom. Fuck, she knows exactly how I like to be teased.

The curve of her ass is fuller now, softer, the flesh round and inviting. Between her cheeks, I see the tight pucker of her anus, clean and smooth.

She wiggles again. Impatient.

“Daddy.”

How can a father refuse such a reasonable request from his baby girl? Especially after she did such a good job sucking the cum right out of my cock.

I move behind her, like a man bowing down before something higher than himself. “You have the hottest little ass.” I reach out and spread her.

“Thanks, Daddy.”

My hands grip her cheeks, pulling them apart, exposing her anus. She winks it at me, and giggles softly.

“You love my butthole?”

“I do, baby.”

Her asshole is a tight, perfect knot of muscle. The skin is brown like the rest of her. I stare at her hole for a moment, the little pucker, watching the way it clenches and releases around nothing. What’s not to love?

“Daddy,” she says, an impatient pleading tone in her voice. “I’m waiting. The doctor told me it’s good to have orgasms, Daddy. It helps us bond and releases stress. I wanna cum.”

“Better listen to the doctor, then.” I don’t make her wait any longer. I lower my mouth and lick her. Fuck… Her ass and pussy are so aromatic, my cock throbs back to life between my legs just breathing her in. Her musky little anus tastes so good. She gasps the moment I worm my tongue as far up her butthole as humanly possible, her whole body pushing back, and I grip her hips to hold her in place and fuck her with my tongue.

I pull my tongue out and lick her, dragging slow, flat strokes through her crack. That tight ring of muscle squeezes and I feel it against my tongue.

“Oh yes,” she breathes. “That’s it. Keep licking my butt, Daddy.”

She’s too innocent to use vulgarities.

I bury my face between her cheeks, practically smothering myself. Jesus Christ, my cock aches. I’d love to fuck her in the ass. Perhaps another day.

I trace her rim before pushing my tongue back inside, driving in deep.

She moans.

I lap at her like she’s something I’ve been starving for. Wide, flat strokes that taste her. Pointed jabs that open her. I probe her rosebud, and suck in the mess I’m making. She rocks her hips back, feeding me her tight Filipina ass hole.

“Yes. Like that. Don’t stop.”

I lose myself in the taste of her, the smell of her, the way her hole stretches open.

She reaches back and her hand disappears beneath her big belly, sliding between her legs. I feel the movement more than I see what she’s doing, the shift of her hips, the way she moans when her fingers find that spot.

She starts to masturbate. I feel her body jive with what I’m giving her. Her thighs tense, hips buck. Her anal opening tightens and relaxes, tightens and relaxes.

She’s close. I feel it.

“Daddy,” she whispers, rubbing her pussy quick. “Don’t stop don’t stop don’t stop—Ohhh Oh.”

I spread her wider with my thumbs and drive my tongue as deep as it will go.

Her body stiffens. Then she cums, hard.

Her orgasm tears through her in waves. I feel her contractions, not just in her asshole, but everywhere.

She cries out wordlessly.

I keep my mouth on her through all of it, licking her through the peak, through the tremors, and through the slow, trembling comedown.

When she finally finishes, she collapses onto her side, curled, my little spoon. I move behind her and press my dick inside of her pussy. That first moment of hot, wet penetration is heaven.

“That’s my good girl,” I say. “Now, time for a little birth canal massage for the mommy-to-be,” I chuckle, cradling her big belly as I start to fuck her gently.

The End
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