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Chapter One

I stood at the kitchen counter, staring out the window at the backyard while the coffee in my mug had long gone cold. It was Friday afternoon, the start of a long Father’s Day weekend, and the house felt too quiet. Too dangerous.

Peyton had been home from college for three days, and I was already walking a razor’s edge. She was twenty-two now — a woman — and I’d married her mother when she was nineteen. Three years of pretending I didn’t notice the way her body had ripened. Three years of ignoring the filthy thoughts that crept in every time she called me Dad in that soft, sweet voice when her mother wasn’t around.

I wasn’t supposed to want my stepdaughter like this.

“Dad?” Peyton’s voice floated in behind me, light and innocent in a way that made my cock stir anyway.

I turned slowly.

She leaned against the doorway in a tiny white tank top, no bra, her perky nipples clearly outlined against the thin cotton. The pink sleep shorts she wore rode high on her smooth thighs, barely covering the swell of her ass. Her long dark hair tumbled over one shoulder, and she was biting that plump lower lip like she knew exactly what she was doing.

“Mom just texted,” she said, stepping closer. “Her flight got delayed again. She won’t be back until Monday night at the earliest. Looks like it’s just you and me this weekend.”

My throat tightened. “Guess so.”

She smiled, that mischievous little smile she’d been giving me more and more lately. “Happy early Father’s Day… Daddy.”

The word hit me like a spark to gasoline. She only called me Daddy when we were alone. She knew what it did to me.

Peyton moved closer, close enough that I could smell her cherry lip gloss and the faint scent of her coconut shampoo. Her eyes flicked down to the growing bulge in my sweatpants, then back up to my face. Instead of backing away, she reached out and lightly traced a finger down my chest.

“I’ve been thinking about you a lot while I was at school,” she whispered. “Wondering if you ever think about me the same way. About how wrong it would be… but how good it might feel.”

I caught her wrist gently, my grip firm but not pulling her away. My heart hammered. “Peyton… we can’t. You’re my stepdaughter.”

She didn’t flinch. Instead, she stepped even closer, pressing her soft tits against my chest. “I’m twenty-two, Daddy. I’m not a little girl anymore. And I know you’ve been looking. I’ve seen the way you watch me when I walk around in these little shorts.”

Her free hand brushed teasingly over the front of my pants, barely grazing my throbbing cock. “You’re so big already… just from talking to me.”

“Fuck,” I breathed, fighting every instinct to bend her over the counter right then.

I cupped her chin, tilting her face up. Her eyes were wide, cheeks flushed, but full of heat. For a long moment we just stared at each other, breathing each other in.

Then I leaned down and kissed her — slow at first, testing, tasting. She melted against me with a soft whimper, her lips parting eagerly. The kiss deepened, turning hungry. My hands slid down to grip her waist, pulling her tighter as her tongue brushed mine.

When I finally pulled back, her lips were swollen and her nipples were rock hard.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” she whispered, voice trembling with need. “Please, Daddy… don’t make me wait anymore.”

My cock ached painfully. I was so close to losing control.

I pulled back from the kiss, my chest heaving, every inch of me screaming to bend Peyton over the counter and take what we both clearly wanted. But I forced myself to slow down. This was dangerous territory. One wrong move and there’d be no going back.

“Let me make you some tea,” I said, my voice rough. I needed something normal to anchor me, even for a minute.

Peyton’s eyes sparkled with amusement and heat as she hopped up to sit on the edge of the kitchen island, her bare thighs spreading just enough that those tiny pink shorts rode higher. “Tea sounds nice, Daddy.”

That word again. She knew exactly what she was doing.

I turned to the kettle, trying to steady my hands while I filled it. Behind me, I could feel her watching my every move. When I finally set a steaming mug of chamomile in front of her, she wrapped her small hands around it and took a slow sip, her gaze never leaving mine over the rim.

“Thank you,” she murmured. Then she set the mug down, slid off the island, and stepped right into my space again. “But I don’t think tea is going to fix how wet I am right now.”

“Jesus, Peyton,” I groaned.

I took a deep breath and gestured toward the kitchen table. “Sit. Let’s… talk for a minute.”

Peyton gave me a knowing little smile and padded over to the table, carrying her mug. She sat down across from me, but instead of acting innocent, she leaned forward slightly, letting the thin white tank top pull tight across her perky tits. Her nipples were still hard, visibly poking against the fabric as she slowly crossed her legs, the motion making those tiny pink shorts ride up even higher on her smooth thighs.

She took another slow sip of tea, her tongue darting out to lick a drop from her lower lip. “Mmm. So warm. But not nearly as hot as the way you were just kissing me, Daddy.” Her voice was soft, teasing. “Do you know how long I’ve wanted that? Since the first year you married Mom. I used to lie in bed at night, touching myself while thinking about you in the next room… wondering what it would feel like if you caught me.”

My cock throbbed painfully under the table. I gripped the edge of my chair. “Peyton, you shouldn’t be saying things like that. I’m your stepdad.”

“But you like it,” she whispered, her eyes darkening. She uncrossed her legs and let them part just a little, giving me a teasing glimpse between her thighs. “I’ve seen how you look at me when Mom’s not around. I wore these tiny shorts on purpose. I wanted you to notice how my pussy gets so wet just being near you.” She took another sip, then ran her finger around the rim of the mug seductively. “Tell me the truth, Daddy. Have you ever jerked off thinking about me?”

“Fuck,” I muttered, my restraint fraying. “Yes. More times than I should admit.”

Her cheeks flushed with pleasure at my confession. She bit her lip, squirming in her seat. “Good. Because I’ve been such a bad girl for you. I even stole one of your shirts from the laundry last time I was home and slept in it while fingering myself.”

The air between us felt electric. I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Come here,” I said, my voice low and commanding.

Peyton stood up immediately, abandoning her tea. She walked around the table and slid onto my lap, straddling me with her knees on either side of my thighs. Her soaked little shorts pressed right against the thick, hard ridge of my cock. We both moaned at the contact as she started grinding slowly, rolling her hips in lazy circles.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I breathed, gripping her hips. She leaned in, pressing her tits against my chest while she kept rubbing her needy pussy along my shaft through our clothes.

Peyton settled deeper into my lap, her tight little body rocking against me in slow, deliberate circles. The heat radiating from her soaked shorts was driving me insane. I gripped her hips harder, guiding her movements as she ground her pussy along the full length of my throbbing cock through my sweatpants.

“That’s it, babygirl,” I murmured against her neck. “Ride Daddy’s lap just like that.”

She whimpered softly, her breath hot against my ear. “Feels so good… I’m so wet for you already.”

My hands slid up her smooth thighs and slipped under the hem of her tiny pink shorts. She wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. My fingers brushed against her slick, bare pussy, and we both groaned at how drenched she was.

“Fuck, Peyton,” I growled. “You’re dripping.”

She moaned and rolled her hips faster, chasing my touch. I teased her swollen clit with slow circles, then dipped two thick fingers between her folds, sliding them up and down her slippery entrance. She was incredibly tight — velvet-soft and burning hot.

“Daddy…” she breathed, her voice trembling with need. She leaned back slightly, bracing her hands on my shoulders so she could watch my face while I played with her. Her tank top had ridden up, exposing her perky tits again, nipples stiff and begging for attention.

I pushed one finger inside her slowly, then a second, stretching her gently. She was so snug I could feel her walls fluttering around me. I curled my fingers, stroking that sensitive spot deep inside while my thumb kept rubbing her clit.

“Oh my god, Daddy… right there,” she gasped, her hips jerking. She started riding my fingers shamelessly, grinding down hard while her juices coated my hand. The wet, obscene sounds of my fingers pumping in and out of her tight cunt filled the quiet kitchen.

I thrust my fingers deeper, faster, fucking her with them while she rode me desperately. Her perky tits bounced with every frantic movement, nipples glistening from my earlier attention. I leaned in and sucked one stiff peak into my mouth, latching on hard and biting down gently, then soothing it with my tongue.

That pushed her over the edge.

“Daddy!” she cried out sharply, her whole body shuddering violently against me. Her pussy clamped down like a vice around my fingers as she came, pulsing and gushing wetly all over my hand and down my wrist. The slick sound of her orgasm was filthy and loud in the kitchen. She kept grinding through it, hips twitching and rolling as wave after wave crashed over her, whimpering my name like a broken record — “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy” — each cry needier and more desperate than the last.

I held her through it, sucking harder on her nipple while my fingers kept stroking her through every spasm. “That’s my good girl,” I growled against her soft tit. “Cum all over Daddy’s fingers like the naughty little stepdaughter you are. So fucking tight and wet for me.”

When she finally started coming down, her body was flushed pink, trembling, and slick with sweat. She collapsed forward, pressing her forehead against mine, panting heavily. My cock was painfully hard beneath her, throbbing and leaking pre-cum into my sweatpants, desperate to replace my fingers inside her soaked heat.

Peyton looked at me with hazy, lust-drunk eyes and whispered, “I need more… Please, Daddy. I want you inside me.”


Chapter Two

Peyton stayed pressed against me for a long moment, her body still twitching with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Her breathing was ragged, her skin flushed and warm. I slowly pulled my fingers from her dripping pussy and brought them to my mouth, tasting her sweetness while she watched with hungry eyes.

Without a word, she slid off my lap and dropped gracefully to her knees between my spread thighs. The kitchen floor was hard, but she didn’t seem to care. Those big, lust-filled eyes looked up at me as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my sweatpants and tugged them down just enough to free my aching cock.

It sprang out heavily, thick and veined, the head already shiny with pre-cum. Peyton let out a soft, needy sound at the sight.

“Oh Daddy…” she whispered reverently. “You’re even bigger than I imagined.”

She wrapped both small hands around the base, stroking me slowly from root to tip while staring up at me. Then she leaned forward and dragged her soft, warm tongue along the underside of my shaft, licking up the bead of pre-cum that had leaked out. The sensation made my hips jerk.

“Such a good fucking girl,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her dark hair.

Peyton smiled up at me, looking every bit the naughty stepdaughter, and took me into her mouth. She started slow, sucking just the head while her tongue swirled around it. Then she pushed deeper, taking more of my thick length until I hit the back of her throat. She gagged softly but didn’t pull back — instead, she bobbed her head, working me with wet, sloppy enthusiasm.

“Mmm,” she moaned around my cock, the vibration shooting straight through me. She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her lips to my glistening shaft. “I love how you taste, Daddy. I’ve fantasized about sucking your cock for years.”

She dove back down, sucking harder, hollowing her cheeks as she took me deeper. One hand stroked what she couldn’t fit in her mouth while the other gently massaged my balls. The sounds were obscene — wet slurping, gagging, and her soft little whimpers every time she took me to the back of her throat.

I gripped her hair tighter, guiding her rhythm but not forcing her. “That’s it, babygirl. Worship Daddy’s cock like you were made for it.”

Peyton looked up at me with watery eyes, mascara starting to smudge, and popped off again. She stroked me fast with both hands while she begged between kisses and licks along my shaft.

“Please, Daddy… I need you to fuck me,” she pleaded, voice husky. “I’ve been such a good girl waiting for this. I want you to stretch my tight little pussy and fill me up. I want to feel you so deep it hurts. Please… I’m aching for it.”

She sucked me back into her mouth with renewed hunger, bobbing faster, drooling all over my cock and down onto her perky tits that were still half-exposed in her tank top.

I was fighting every instinct not to explode down her throat. The sight of my sweet stepdaughter on her knees, mouth full of my cock, begging me to fuck her was almost too much.

Peyton kept her eyes locked on mine as she sucked me deeper, her pretty mouth stretched wide around my thick cock. The wet, filthy sounds of her slurping and gagging filled the kitchen, making it impossible to think straight.

I reached down, sliding my hand under her chin and guiding her head. “Don’t stop sucking, babygirl. Keep Daddy’s cock warm in that pretty throat.”

She moaned around my length in response and bobbed faster, drooling spit down her chin and onto her tits. While she worshipped me, I leaned forward and reached between her spread thighs from above. My fingers found her soaked pussy instantly and plunged back inside her tight heat.

Peyton whimpered loudly around my cock as I started finger-fucking her again — harder this time, curling my fingers and stroking that spongy spot that made her legs shake. The vibrations from her moans felt incredible as she tried to keep sucking through the pleasure.

“That’s it,” I growled, pumping my fingers faster. “Suck Daddy while I play with this dripping little cunt. You’re making such a mess on my hand again.”

Her hips rocked back against my fingers desperately while her head kept moving up and down my shaft. She was a sloppy, whimpering mess — spit running down my balls, tears pricking the corners of her eyes, and her pussy clenching greedily around my fingers.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

The leash finally snapped.

I pulled my cock from her mouth with a wet pop and yanked her up to her feet. Peyton barely had time to gasp before I spun her around and bent her over the kitchen table. Her perky tits pressed against the cool wood as I shoved her tiny shorts down her thighs, kicking her legs apart.

“Fuck, Daddy—” she started, but her words cut off in a sharp cry as I lined up the fat head of my cock against her dripping entrance and thrust forward.

I sank into her in one long, powerful stroke.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned deeply. She was impossibly tight, her walls squeezing me like a vice as I buried every inch inside her. Peyton’s back arched hard, her hands gripping the edge of the table as she moaned loudly.

“Oh my god, Daddy… you’re so big,” she whimpered, voice shaking. “I can feel you so deep.”

I gripped her hips hard and started fucking her with deep, possessive strokes, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing through the kitchen. Each thrust pushed her against the table as I watched my thick cock disappear into her tight pink pussy.

“You’re mine now, Peyton,” I growled, pounding into her harder. “This pussy belongs to Daddy. I’m going to fill you up until you’re leaking my cum for days.”

I leaned over her, pressing my chest to her back as I fucked her relentlessly. “I’m going to breed this tight little cunt. Pump you so full of Daddy’s seed you might get knocked up. You want that, babygirl? Want Daddy to put a baby in you so you’re tied to me forever?”

“Yes!” she cried out, pushing back against me. “Yes, Daddy! Breed me! Fill me up, please!”

I reached around and rubbed her clit while slamming into her, the table creaking under us. The thought of pumping my stepdaughter full of cum on my kitchen table pushed me closer to the edge.

Scene 6 / Chapter 4 (Expanded)

I slammed into Peyton harder, the sound of my hips smacking against her ass filling the kitchen. Her tight pussy was gripping me perfectly, fluttering wildly around my thick cock as I drove into her again and again.

“I’m gonna cum, babygirl,” I growled, my voice hoarse with raw need. “Daddy’s going to flood this tight little pussy.”

Peyton pushed back against me desperately, her fingers clawing at the edge of the table. “Yes, Daddy! Please! Fill me up!”

I buried myself as deep as I could go and let go. The first powerful spurt of my cum erupted straight into her womb, followed by thick, heavy rope after rope. I groaned loudly, grinding deep as I unloaded inside her. Peyton’s whole body seized up as her own orgasm hit her like a freight train.

“Daddy—!” she screamed, her pussy clamping down rhythmically around my pulsing cock. Her walls milked me greedily, drawing out every last drop as she shook violently through her climax. Her juices mixed with my cum, squirting slightly around my shaft with every hard contraction of her cunt. I kept thrusting slowly through it, pushing my seed even deeper while she whimpered and moaned incoherently, completely lost in pleasure.

When her orgasm finally began to fade, she was a trembling, sweaty mess, her legs shaking. I stayed buried inside her for a long moment, savoring the way her pussy continued to flutter around me, milking the last weak spurts of my load.

But I still wasn’t satisfied.

I pulled out slowly, watching a thick gush of my white cum leak from her freshly-fucked hole and run down her thighs. Before she could catch her breath, I flipped her onto her back on the kitchen table, spreading her legs wide open. Her eyes were glassy, cheeks flushed deep red as I stepped between her thighs and thrust back into her cum-filled pussy in one smooth, deep stroke.

The wet squelching sound was obscene.

“Oh my fucking god,” Peyton moaned loudly, her back arching sharply off the table. “You’re fucking your cum back into me, Daddy…”

I gripped her thighs hard and started pounding her with long, powerful strokes. The mix of her cream and my load made everything slick and messy, coating my balls and dripping onto the table with every thrust. Her perky tits bounced wildly as I fucked her through the creamy mess I’d already made.

“Look at you,” I growled, staring down at where we were joined. “Taking Daddy’s cock so well even after I’ve already pumped you full. This pussy was made for breeding, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, Daddy!” she cried, her voice breaking as another orgasm started building fast. “I’m your breeding slut… please don’t stop!”

Her second climax hit her even harder than the first. Peyton’s eyes rolled back, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as her pussy convulsed violently around me. Fresh waves of her juices gushed out, mixing with my cum and making an even bigger mess. I kept fucking her straight through it, never slowing down, drawing out her pleasure until she was shaking and sobbing with overstimulation.

Only then did I pull out again, sit down heavily on the kitchen chair, and drag her onto my lap.

“Ride me,” I commanded, my voice dark with lust. “I want to watch you fuck yourself on Daddy’s cock.”

Peyton straddled me on trembling legs, her cum-dripping pussy hovering over my still rock-hard shaft. She lined me up and sank down slowly, taking every thick inch with a long, broken moan. The feeling of sliding back into her warm, cum-filled heat was incredible.

Once I was fully seated inside her, she started riding me. At first she moved slowly, grinding deep and rolling her hips in filthy circles. Then she got bolder — bouncing harder, her tits jumping in my face as she chased another orgasm. I gripped her ass, spanking her sharply and helping her slam down onto me.

“That’s it, babygirl,” I groaned, sucking hard on one of her nipples. “Bounce on Daddy’s cock. Milk another load out of me.”

Peyton rode me faster, her moans turning into desperate cries. The wet sounds of her cum-filled pussy taking my cock echoed through the kitchen as she worked herself up and down. I could feel another orgasm building in both of us.

Her hands gripped my shoulders tightly for leverage as she bounced harder on my thick cock. The mixture of our previous cum made every descent obscenely loud and slippery. Her perky tits bounced wildly in front of my face, and I leaned forward to capture one stiff nipple in my mouth, sucking hard while she fucked herself on me.

“Daddy… I’m so full,” she whimpered, her voice hoarse. “Your cum is already leaking out of me but I still need more.”

I gripped her ass cheeks firmly, spreading them as I started thrusting up to meet her downward slams. The chair creaked dangerously under our combined weight, but I didn’t care. I was lost in the tight, velvety heat of my stepdaughter’s pussy.

“Keep riding me just like that, babygirl,” I growled against her tit. “Work that greedy little cunt on Daddy’s cock. I’m going to give you another big load.”

Peyton’s pace became frantic. She was slamming down onto me with pure desperation now, her soaked pussy swallowing every inch on every bounce. Her moans grew louder and more broken as she chased her pleasure.

“I’m gonna cum again, Daddy!” she cried out suddenly.

Her third orgasm hit her like lightning. Her pussy clamped down around me like a fist, pulsing and fluttering wildly as she came hard. She threw her head back, screaming my name — “Daddy! Fuck, Daddy!” — while her whole body shook violently on top of me. Fresh girl-cum gushed out around my cock, mixing with the creamy mess already inside her and dripping down my balls onto the chair.

The feeling of her spasming around me was too much.

I gripped her hips bruisingly tight and slammed up into her as deep as I could go. “Take it, babygirl. Take Daddy’s third load.”

My cock swelled and erupted violently inside her. Thick, powerful ropes of cum blasted deep into her womb, flooding her already-filled pussy. I groaned loudly against her neck as I kept thrusting up through my orgasm, pumping rope after rope of hot seed into her. Peyton kept grinding down on me through her own climax, milking me for every drop like her body was starving for it.

“Fill me, Daddy… Breed me,” she sobbed in pleasure, still cumming around my pulsing cock.

I held her down hard on my lap as the last heavy spurts emptied into her. We stayed locked together, panting and trembling, my cock still buried to the hilt inside her overflowing cunt. When I finally relaxed my grip, thick white cum was leaking out around where we were joined, running down my shaft in messy rivulets.

Peyton collapsed against my chest, breathing hard, her body limp and satisfied. I stroked her back gently, still buried deep inside her as I kissed her sweaty forehead.

“Such a good girl for Daddy,” I murmured, voice low and possessive. “Look at you… three loads deep in that pretty pussy. You’re going to be leaking me for days.”

She shivered in my arms and whispered, “I want to stay like this… full of you.”


Chapter Three

Peyton was still trembling in my arms, her cum-filled pussy clenching lazily around my cock as I held her close. I wasn’t ready to pull out of her yet. Not even close.

I wrapped her legs tighter around my waist and stood up from the chair, keeping my hard cock buried deep inside her. She gasped sharply at the new angle, her arms flying around my neck for support.

“Daddy!” she squealed, half laughing, half moaning as I started walking toward the stairs with her impaled on me. Every step made my cock shift inside her, stirring the messy load I’d already pumped into her.

I carried her up the stairs like that — slow, deliberate steps — while she whimpered and buried her face in my neck. My hands gripped her ass firmly, holding her in place as my cock stayed lodged deep in her dripping cunt.

When we reached the master bedroom — the room I shared with her mother — I kicked the door shut behind us and carried her straight to the large bed. I laid her down gently on her back, right in the middle of the marital bed, never once breaking our connection.

I hovered over her, staring directly into her eyes as I started fucking her with slow, deep strokes. The eye contact was intense, almost too intimate for what we were doing.

Peyton bit her lip, a mischievous, bratty little smirk spreading across her flushed face. “Mmm… does Mommy let you fuck her this deep, Daddy?” she asked sweetly, her voice dripping with fake innocence while her pussy squeezed around me. “Does she take your cock like a good girl, or am I better?”

“Fuck, Peyton,” I groaned, thrusting harder. I pinned her wrists above her head and kept my eyes locked on hers. “You’re such a naughty little brat. No… your mother doesn’t take it like you do. She doesn’t beg for Daddy’s cum the way you do.”

I drove into her deeper, the wet, filthy sounds of her cum-filled pussy filling the bedroom with every thrust. The mix of our combined releases made each stroke obscenely loud — loud squelching and slapping as I pushed my cock through the creamy mess I’d already pumped into her. Peyton moaned loudly, her voice echoing off the walls, but she still kept that teasing, bratty glint in her eyes, like she knew exactly how dangerous her words were.

“Bet she doesn’t let you cum inside her like this,” she gasped between powerful thrusts, her perky tits bouncing wildly with every slam of my hips. “I bet Mommy doesn’t spread her legs and beg ‘breed me, Daddy’ like your dirty little stepdaughter does.”

Her bratty words hit me like gasoline on a fire. Something primal and possessive snapped inside me. The fact that she was lying on the same bed I shared with her mother, taunting me with it while my cock was buried balls-deep in her dripping cunt, made me absolutely feral.

I released her wrists with a growl, grabbed the backs of her thighs, and shoved her legs up and back toward her chest, folding her nearly in half beneath me. The new position opened her up completely, letting me slam even deeper. My thick cock battered against her cervix with every brutal thrust, the angle allowing me to grind against her most sensitive spots.

“Fuck, you really are a naughty little brat, aren’t you?” I snarled, staring directly into her wide eyes. I refused to break eye contact, watching every flicker of pleasure and submission cross her face as I pounded her mercilessly. “Talking about your mother while Daddy’s cock is stretching this tight pussy? You love pushing me, don’t you?”

Peyton’s mouth fell open in a broken moan, her bratty smirk faltering as I fucked her harder. The bed creaked violently under us. Her tits were pressed against her own thighs in this folded position, her pussy completely exposed and taking every inch of me.

“Yes, Daddy!” she cried out, her voice shaking. “I love it… I love being better than her. I love stealing your cock.”

I kept my gaze locked on hers, watching her eyes glaze over with lust as I railed her. The intense eye contact made everything feel even more taboo, more intimate, and infinitely dirtier. I could see the exact moment another orgasm started building in her — the way her pupils dilated, the way her breath hitched.

“You’re going to take every drop of Daddy’s cum tonight,” I growled, never looking away. “I’m going to breed you right here on this bed until you can’t walk straight. This pussy is mine now.”

Peyton’s eyes sparkled with wicked delight even as she was folded nearly in half beneath me.

“Then breed me better than Mommy ever let you,” she taunted breathlessly, her voice full of bratty challenge. “I bet she doesn’t let you fuck her like a little breeding whore on this bed.”

Her words ignited something savage in me.

I tightened my grip on the backs of her thighs and drove into her with long, punishing strokes. The folded position let me bottom out completely, my heavy balls slapping against her ass with every thrust. Her cum-filled pussy made wet, filthy noises as I churned the mess inside her.

“Such a fucking brat,” I snarled, staring down into her eyes. “Talking shit about your mother while Daddy’s cock is buried in you. You want it rougher, babygirl?”

“Yes, Daddy!” she moaned, her tits jiggling between her pressed thighs. “Fuck me harder than you fuck her!”

I gave her exactly what she asked for. My hips snapped forward harder, faster, slamming my thick cock into her tight, cum-filled heat over and over with punishing force. The wet, obscene slapping sounds of my heavy balls hitting her ass mixed with the constant filthy squelch of my cock churning through the loads I’d already pumped into her. The marital bed creaked loudly beneath us, the headboard banging rhythmically against the wall as I railed her.

Peyton’s moans grew louder and more desperate, her bratty attitude slowly cracking under the intensity of my thrusts. Her usual teasing smirk faded into pure overwhelmed pleasure, her mouth hanging open as broken cries spilled out of her.

I could feel another orgasm building fast in her. Her pussy started fluttering wildly around my thick shaft, the velvety walls rippling and squeezing me like she was trying to pull me even deeper.

“Daddy… I’m gonna cum again,” she whimpered, her voice cracking. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, wide and glassy, filled with raw lust and submission.

“Cum for me, babygirl,” I growled, never breaking eye contact. “Cum hard on the cock that’s going to knock you up. Let Daddy feel how badly this little pussy wants to be bred.”

Her orgasm exploded through her like a storm. Peyton screamed sharply, her entire body seizing up violently beneath me. Her pussy clamped down around my cock like a hot, pulsing fist, spasming wildly as she came hard. A fresh gush of her juices squirted out around my thrusting shaft, soaking my balls and the sheets beneath us. Her eyes rolled back for a moment, showing mostly white, before she forced them back to mine with visible effort, staring at me through the overwhelming pleasure as wave after wave crashed over her.

Her legs shook uncontrollably in my grip. Her perky tits jiggled between her thighs with every brutal thrust I continued to deliver. I watched every second of her climax — the way her face contorted in ecstasy, the way her neck strained, the desperate little sobs mixed with my name that kept falling from her lips.

“Daddy—! Fuck, Daddy!” she cried out, her voice hoarse and broken as her pussy kept milking me in powerful contractions, trying to drain me.

I kept fucking her straight through it, grinding deep and savoring every flutter and squeeze of her convulsing cunt. The intense eye contact made the moment feel even more filthy and intimate — watching my own stepdaughter fall apart on my cock while folded beneath me on the bed I shared with her mother.

I could feel my own release barreling toward me. With a deep, animalistic groan, I slammed into her as deep as possible and unloaded. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted straight into her womb, flooding her already overflowing pussy. I held her folded beneath me, grinding hard as I pumped her full, breeding her with everything I had.

When I finally finished, I pulled out slowly, watching a massive torrent of my cum spill from her wrecked hole.

I flipped Peyton onto her stomach and yanked her hips up, putting her on her knees with her ass high in the air. I slapped her ass sharply — once, twice — leaving light pink handprints on her smooth skin.

Peyton moaned loudly and pushed back against me. “Is that the best you can do, Daddy? Mommy probably takes it softer than this.”

I growled and spanked her harder, three firm smacks on each cheek until her ass glowed red. “Keep running that bratty mouth…”

I lined up and slammed back into her from behind in one brutal thrust. Grabbing her hips, I started pounding her hard and deep, my body slapping loudly against her reddened ass with every thrust.

“Fuck! Yes, Daddy! Harder!” she cried, pushing back to meet me, still bratty even while getting wrecked.

I growled and gave her exactly what she wanted. I tightened my grip on her hips and started pounding her harder, slamming my thick cock into her cum-drenched pussy with deep, punishing strokes. The sound of my hips slapping against her reddened ass filled the bedroom, mixing with the wet, sloppy noises of her overflowing cunt.

Peyton moaned like a whore, arching her back deeper and pushing back onto me. “Is this how you wish you could fuck Mommy?” she taunted breathlessly, looking back over her shoulder at me with that wicked, bratty smile. “I bet she can’t take it this rough. I bet she doesn’t let you destroy her pussy like this.”

“Keep talking, you little brat,” I snarled, spanking her ass hard again as I railed her. “You love feeling like Daddy’s dirty secret, don’t you?”

“Yes!” she moaned loudly. “I’m so much better than her. My pussy’s tighter… wetter… and I actually beg you to breed me.” She pushed back harder, fucking herself on my cock. “Mommy would never let you cum inside her over and over like this. But I want it. I want Daddy to knock me up right on her side of the bed.”

Her filthy taunting drove me wild. I reached forward, grabbed a fistful of her dark hair, and yanked her head back, forcing her to arch even more as I destroyed her from behind. My heavy balls slapped against her clit with every brutal thrust.

“You want Daddy’s baby that badly?” I growled, pounding her relentlessly. “You want me to pump load after load into this young, fertile pussy until it takes?”

“Yes, Daddy!” she cried out, voice shaking. “Breed me deeper than you’ve ever bred her! I want your cum dripping out of me for days while she’s sitting right next to me on the couch, clueless.”

The combination of her bratty words and the way her cum-filled pussy was squeezing me pushed me right to the edge. I spanked her ass again, hard, then reached around to rub her swollen clit furiously.

“Gonna fill you again, babygirl,” I groaned. “Gonna give you another big load. Take Daddy’s cum like the filthy little breeding slut you are.”

Peyton’s pussy started spasming around me. “Yes—! Cum in me, Daddy! Breed your stepdaughter while Mommy’s gone!”

I slammed into her one final time and roared as my orgasm hit. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted deep inside her, flooding her womb yet again. I kept grinding against her ass, pumping every last drop into her as her own orgasm ripped through her body. She screamed into the mattress, her pussy milking me greedily, pulling my seed even deeper.

When I finally pulled out, a huge rush of cum poured from her gaping, ruined hole and ran down her thighs onto the sheets. Peyton collapsed forward, panting and trembling, her ass still slightly raised as my cum continued to leak out of her.

I ran my hand possessively over her reddened ass and up her back, breathing hard.

This was only the beginning of Father’s Day weekend. By the time her mother came home on Monday, Peyton would be thoroughly bred, marked, and addicted to Daddy’s cock.


Chapter Four

I gave Peyton a few moments to catch her breath before I scooped her up into my arms again. She was a sticky, cum-covered mess, but the way she wrapped her arms around my neck and nuzzled into me made my cock twitch with renewed interest.

“Come on, babygirl,” I murmured. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

I carried her into the master bathroom and turned on the large walk-in shower. Hot water cascaded down as I stepped inside with her still in my arms. The moment the warm spray hit our bodies, Peyton let out a soft, satisfied sigh.

I set her down gently, but kept her pressed against the glass wall. The steam quickly filled the space as I grabbed the body wash and poured a generous amount into my hands. I started soaping her up slowly — running my hands over her perky tits, down her flat stomach, and between her thighs where my cum was still leaking out of her.

Peyton moaned softly, arching into my touch. “Mmm… are you going to be a good Daddy and clean up the mess you made?”

I spun her around so her tits were pressed against the glass and slipped two thick fingers back into her creamy pussy from behind. “I’m going to clean you… then fill you right back up.”

She gasped and pushed back against my hand. “You’re so filthy, Daddy. Mommy would be shocked if she knew what you’re doing to her daughter in her own shower.”

Her bratty words made me growl. I pulled my fingers out, lined up my rock-hard cock, and thrust into her in one smooth motion. Peyton cried out, her hands slapping against the glass as I started fucking her deep under the hot spray.

The mirror across from us gave me the perfect view — her tits bouncing, her face twisted in pleasure, and my thick cock disappearing into her tight pussy again and again.

“Look at yourself,” I ordered, grabbing her wet hair and tilting her head toward the mirror. “Watch how Daddy fucks you. Watch how well this little pussy takes my cock.”

Peyton stared at our reflection, moaning loudly. “Fuck… we look so good together. I look so much better on your cock than Mommy does, don’t I?”

I spanked her wet ass and slammed into her harder, the sound echoing off the tiles. Water ran down our bodies as I railed her, my hands gripping her hips tight.

“You’re damn right you do,” I growled. “This tight young cunt was made for Daddy. I’m going to keep breeding you until you’re carrying my baby. You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy!” she moaned, pushing back to meet every thrust. “Breed me in Mommy’s shower. Fill me until I’m dripping your cum when she comes home.”

The dirty talk mixed with the heat of the water and the sight in the mirror pushed both of us closer to the edge. I reached around and rubbed her swollen clit in tight, fast circles while pounding into her relentlessly, my hips slapping against her wet ass with every brutal thrust.

Peyton’s moans turned into desperate, broken screams. “Daddy—! Oh fuck, Daddy!” Her body started trembling violently. Her pussy began fluttering and squeezing around my cock like a vice.

She came first, hard.

Peyton screamed my name as her orgasm ripped through her. Her entire body seized up, back arching sharply as her pussy clamped down around me in powerful, rhythmic pulses. She gushed hard, her juices squirting around my thrusting cock and mixing with the shower water running down our legs. Her walls milked me greedily, rippling and spasming as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. In the mirror, I watched her face contort in pure ecstasy — eyes squeezed shut, mouth wide open, tits pressed against the glass as she shook uncontrollably.

The feeling of her cumming so intensely on my cock sent me spiraling right over the edge with her.

With a deep, guttural groan, I buried myself as deep as I could go and exploded. Thick, heavy ropes of cum erupted violently from my cock, flooding her womb in powerful spurts. I kept grinding deep inside her, pumping load after hot load into her already cum-filled pussy while the shower water cascaded over us. Pulse after pulse, I emptied everything I had into my bratty little stepdaughter, breeding her again under the hot spray.

“Take it all, babygirl,” I growled against her ear. “Daddy’s filling you up again.”

Peyton whimpered and moaned through her aftershocks, her pussy still fluttering around me as if trying to drink every drop.

When I finally pulled out slowly, a thick, creamy stream of my white cum poured from her stretched, gaping hole. It mixed with the shower water and ran down her shaky legs in long, obscene trails, pooling at her feet before washing down the drain. The sight was incredibly filthy and satisfying.

I turned her around gently and pulled her into my arms, kissing her deeply under the falling water. Our tongues tangled as the steam wrapped around us. I held her close, one hand possessively cupping her ass while the other cradled the back of her head.

After a long, heated kiss, I pulled back slightly and stared down into her flushed, lust-drunk face. The water streamed over her perky tits and down her body as I gripped her chin firmly.

“On your knees, babygirl,” I ordered, my voice low and rough. “Daddy needs cleaning up after filling that naughty pussy so many times.”

Peyton’s eyes lit up with that familiar bratty spark. She slowly sank to her knees on the wet tile, looking up at me through the cascading water with a wicked little smile.

“Yes, Daddy,” she purred, wrapping her small hand around my still-hard, cum-slick cock. “I’ll be a good girl and clean up every drop.”

She started by licking me from base to tip, dragging her warm tongue along my shaft and tasting the mixture of our combined juices. Her eyes never left mine as she worked. She licked and sucked every inch of me clean, moaning softly like she was savoring the taste.

“Mmm… we taste so good together,” she whispered before taking me deeper into her mouth. She bobbed her head slowly at first, then faster, sucking me with wet, filthy enthusiasm. The hot water rained down on her as she hollowed her cheeks and took me toward the back of her throat.

I groaned and threaded my fingers through her wet hair, guiding her rhythm. “That’s it. Suck Daddy’s cock clean. Show me how grateful you are for all that cum I pumped into you.”

Peyton moaned around my thickness, the vibration shooting straight through me. She worked me eagerly, stroking what she couldn’t fit in her mouth while her tongue swirled around the head. She was sloppy and enthusiastic, spit mixing with the shower water as she worshipped me.

After several minutes of her incredible mouth, I felt my balls tightening again.

“I’m gonna cum,” I warned, tightening my grip in her hair.

Peyton pulled back just enough to look up at me, stroking me fast with both hands. “Cum in my mouth, Daddy,” she begged, opening wide and sticking out her tongue. “Let me taste you.”

That was all it took.

I groaned deeply and erupted, thick ropes of cum shooting across her tongue and into her open mouth. Peyton moaned happily, swallowing every drop I gave her while keeping her eyes locked on mine. Some cum landed on her lips and chin, only to be washed away by the falling water.

When I finally finished, she gave my cock one last loving lick and smiled up at me, looking thoroughly used and satisfied.

“Good girl,” I murmured, stroking her wet cheek. “Very good girl.”

Peyton smiled up at me with that perfect mix of innocence and pure sin, then rose to her feet. We spent the next few minutes actually cleaning up — or at least pretending to. I soaped her body slowly, my hands lingering on her tits and between her thighs, while she “helped” wash me, spending way too much time stroking my half-hard cock.

Once we were both rinsed, I turned off the water and wrapped her in a big fluffy towel before drying myself. The way she looked at me while brushing her damp hair made it clear neither of us was anywhere near done.

“I’m actually hungry,” she admitted with a shy laugh as we headed downstairs. “All that… exercise worked up an appetite.”

I smirked. “Same. Let’s make something quick.”

We walked into the kitchen wearing nothing but towels — mine slung low around my hips, hers barely covering her ass. Peyton opened the fridge and bent over dramatically to look inside, the towel riding up and flashing me her bare pussy.

“See anything you want, Daddy?” she asked sweetly, glancing back at me.

I stepped behind her and ran my hand up the back of her thigh. “Yeah. But let’s eat first so you have energy for what I have planned.”

We kept it innocent for about ten minutes. I made us grilled cheese sandwiches while Peyton cut up some fruit. We chatted about her college classes and how her mom’s trip was going, like we weren’t both naked under our towels and dripping with each other’s cum.

But the tension kept building.

As I plated the sandwiches, Peyton came up behind me, pressing her towel-covered tits against my back. Her hand slid around and boldly stroked my cock through the fabric.

“I’m still so full of you,” she whispered. “But I want more.”

I turned around, lifted her onto the kitchen island, and kissed her hard. Our towels fell away as the kiss turned hungry. I shoved her legs apart and stepped between them, my cock already rock hard again.

“Such a greedy little slut,” I growled against her mouth.

I spun her around and bent her over the kitchen counter, her perfect ass presented to me. I rubbed my thick cock along her slick folds, teasing her.

“Daddy…” she moaned, pushing back. “Please.”

I thrust into her in one smooth stroke, burying myself balls-deep in her still-creamy pussy. Peyton cried out, gripping the edge of the counter as I started fucking her with deep, steady strokes.

“Fuck, you feel even tighter after all those loads,” I groaned, spanking her ass lightly.

We were only a few minutes into it when her phone started ringing on the counter nearby. She glanced at the screen.

“It’s Mom,” she whispered, eyes wide with wicked excitement.

“Don’t you dare ignore it,” I said, still buried inside her. I reached over, grabbed the phone, and answered it, handing it to her.

“Hey Mom,” Peyton said, trying to keep her voice steady as I continued slow, deep thrusts into her.

I could hear her mother’s voice on the other end, asking how the weekend was going. Peyton bit her lip hard as I picked up speed, fucking her a little harder.

“Yeah… everything’s fine,” Peyton managed, her voice breathy. “Alex is taking really good care of me.”

I smirked and started pounding her properly, the sound of my hips slapping her ass barely muffled. Peyton covered her mouth with her free hand to stifle a moan.

“What was that?” her mom asked.

“Nothing,” Peyton replied quickly. “Just… stubbed my toe. Daddy’s making me dinner right now.”

I reached around and rubbed her clit while I railed her. Peyton’s legs started shaking.

“Yeah, he’s the best,” she continued, voice trembling. “He’s so… deep into taking care of me this weekend. I don’t think I’ve ever felt this full before.”

I had to bite back a laugh. The bratty risk she was taking made me fuck her even harder. I leaned over her, whispering in her other ear while her mother kept talking.

“Tell her how much you love Daddy’s cooking,” I growled quietly.

Peyton’s eyes rolled back. “I love the way he fills me up… I mean, his food. His food is so good, Mom.”

Her mother laughed on the other end, completely oblivious.

I felt Peyton’s pussy start to flutter around me. She was getting close. I rubbed her clit faster and slammed into her deep, grinding against her ass.

Peyton’s voice cracked. “Mom, I have to go— the food’s ready. Love you, bye!”

She hung up just in time.

“Oh my god, Daddy—!” she screamed as her orgasm hit her hard. Her pussy clamped down around me, gushing wetly as she came.

I didn’t hold back. I fucked her through her climax and buried myself deep, unloading yet another thick creampie inside her. I groaned loudly, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her while she shook and moaned on the counter.

When I finally pulled out, cum poured down her thighs onto the kitchen floor.

Peyton turned around on shaky legs, dropped to her knees, and cleaned my cock with her mouth without being told. When she was done, she looked up at me with a satisfied, filthy smile.

“That was so risky,” she whispered. “And so fucking hot.”

I pulled her up and kissed her deeply, then carried her over to the living room couch. I sat down and pulled her on top of me, guiding her to straddle my lap.

“We’re not done with dinner yet,” I said, lining my still-hard cock up with her dripping hole. “But first, you’re going to ride Daddy while we eat.”

Peyton sank down onto me with a long moan, taking every inch. She picked up her grilled cheese with shaky hands and took a bite while slowly rolling her hips, grinding on my cock.

We spent the next twenty minutes like that — her riding me slowly on the couch, feeding each other bites of food between moans and filthy kisses. Every time she got close, I’d grip her ass and thrust up into her hard, making her whimper.

By the time we finished eating, she was riding me frantically, chasing another orgasm.

“Cum inside me again, Daddy,” she begged, bouncing on my cock. “Fill your little breeding slut while we’re on the couch Mom picked out.”

I groaned and pulled her down hard, flooding her pussy with yet another load as she came with me, moaning loudly into my mouth.

We stayed like that for a long time afterward — her collapsed against my chest, my cock still buried deep inside her as cum slowly leaked out around us.

“Best Father’s Day ever,” she whispered sleepily.

I kissed the top of her head, already thinking about all the ways I was going to fuck her tomorrow.


Chapter Five

The next day passed in a haze of teasing, touching, and tension.

Peyton spent most of Sunday morning prancing around the house in one of my old t-shirts with nothing underneath. Every time she bent over, the shirt rode up, flashing me her bare ass and the faint traces of dried cum still on her thighs from last night. She knew exactly what she was doing.

By early afternoon, the sun was shining brightly, and the backyard felt too tempting to resist.

I was sitting on the large cushioned lounge chair by the pool when Peyton stepped outside wearing the tiniest red bikini I’d ever seen. The top barely contained her perky tits, and the bottoms were little more than strings.

“Want some company, Daddy?” she asked sweetly, holding two glasses of iced tea.

She handed me one and then straddled my lap without waiting for an answer, grinding slowly against the growing bulge in my swim trunks.

We kissed lazily at first, sipping our drinks between long, deep kisses. Her hips never stopped moving, rubbing her barely-covered pussy along my cock through the fabric.

“You’ve been hard all day,” she whispered against my lips. “Poor Daddy. All that cum and nowhere to put it…”

I set my glass down and gripped her ass with both hands, squeezing hard. “You’re going to fix that right now, babygirl.”

I pulled the strings of her bikini top loose. Her tits spilled out into the warm sunlight. I leaned forward and sucked one stiff nipple into my mouth, biting down gently while she moaned and rocked faster on my lap.

After several minutes of teasing, I stood up with her still wrapped around me, her legs locked tightly behind my back. Peyton giggled breathlessly as I carried her across the patio to the wide, shaded lounge chair in the corner of the yard. The thick cushions felt soft as I laid her down on her back, her dark hair fanning out around her flushed face.

I hooked my fingers into the tiny strings of her red bikini bottoms and slowly pulled them down her smooth legs, tossing them aside. She was now completely naked under the bright afternoon sun, her perky tits rising and falling with every excited breath, her smooth, pink pussy already glistening with arousal.

I took my time worshipping her body like she deserved.

I started at her neck, kissing and sucking lightly on her sensitive skin, then moved lower to her full breasts. I sucked one stiff nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it before gently biting down. Peyton moaned loudly, arching her back and pushing her tit harder into my mouth. I gave the other the same attention, sucking and licking until both her nipples were swollen and shiny.

Then I continued my descent.

I kissed down her flat stomach, over her hips, and finally settled between her spread thighs. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating. I spread her pussy lips with my thumbs and dragged my tongue slowly from her entrance all the way up to her swollen clit.

Peyton cried out, her hands flying into my hair. “Oh fuck, Daddy…”

I licked her slowly and thoroughly, savoring her sweet, tangy taste mixed with the faint remnants of my earlier loads. I fucked her tight hole with my tongue, pushing it as deep as I could while my nose rubbed against her clit. Then I moved up and sucked her swollen clit into my mouth, flicking it rapidly with my tongue.

Her legs started shaking uncontrollably around my head. She was grinding against my face, moaning louder and louder.

“Daddy… please,” she begged, her voice desperate. “I need your cock. I need you inside me right now.”

I gave her clit one final, firm suck before pulling back. I stood up, shoved my swim trunks down, and let my thick, rock-hard cock spring free. Peyton’s eyes darkened with hunger as she stared at it.

I climbed between her spread legs, lined up the fat head of my cock with her dripping entrance, and pushed forward in one smooth, deep thrust.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned as her tight walls enveloped me.

Peyton arched her back sharply off the lounge chair, letting out a loud, shameless moan. Her nails dug hard into my shoulders as I buried every inch of my cock inside her. The outdoor setting made everything feel incredibly risky and erotic — the warm breeze caressing our naked skin, the bright sunlight highlighting every detail of her body, and the distant sounds of neighborhood activity reminding us that anyone could potentially see or hear us.

I fucked her in missionary for a long time, staring directly into her eyes with every deep, deliberate thrust. I wanted her to feel exactly who was owning her. The lounge chair creaked rhythmically beneath us as I drove into her again and again, grinding against her clit on every downstroke.

“You feel so fucking good,” I growled, leaning down to kiss her hungrily.

After several minutes, I pulled out, flipped her over onto her stomach, and yanked her hips up so she was on her knees with her ass raised high. I slapped her ass sharply, leaving a red handprint, then slammed back into her from behind.

Peyton cried out in pleasure, gripping the edge of the lounge chair. I started pounding her hard, my hips slapping loudly against her ass as I took her deep and rough.

“Such a perfect little pussy,” I growled, gripping her hips tightly. “So young and tight for Daddy. Made for my cock.”

Peyton pushed back against me eagerly, moaning like a slut. “It’s all yours, Daddy. Breed me out here where anyone could see. I don’t care if the neighbors hear me getting fucked by my stepdad. Just fill me up again.”

I railed her harder, the lounge chair creaking dangerously beneath us. When she came the first time, her pussy squeezed me so tightly I almost followed her. Her walls fluttered and pulsed around my cock as she cried out, gushing wetly down my shaft. I had to clench my jaw and slow my thrusts to keep from exploding inside her right then.

But I held back.

I pulled out, sat down on the chair, and pulled her on top of me in reverse cowgirl. Peyton sank down onto my thick cock with a long, satisfied moan, taking every inch until her ass was flush against my lap. She started riding me immediately, bouncing her perfect ass while the warm sun bathed our naked bodies.

“Fuck, look at that,” I groaned, watching my thick cock disappear into her tight, creamy pussy again and again. “Ride Daddy’s cock like a good breeding slut.”

Peyton rode me faster, her tits bouncing wildly, moaning loudly without any shame. The wet sounds of her pussy taking my cock filled the backyard. I reached around and rubbed her swollen clit in firm circles, pushing her into another powerful orgasm.

As she came, shaking and crying out my name, I finally let go. I gripped her hips and pulled her down hard, pumping another thick, heavy load deep inside her. Rope after rope of hot cum flooded her womb as I groaned against her back, filling her completely.

We didn’t stop there.

After a short break where we caught our breath and sipped more iced tea, I bent her over the side of the lounge chair and fucked her standing up, pounding her hard while she gripped the frame for support. Then I had her ride me again facing me so I could suck on her bouncing tits while she ground her pussy down on my cock, rolling her hips in filthy circles.

By the time we were finished, she had taken three more loads — one deep down her throat while on her knees, and two more deep in her pussy. Cum was leaking steadily down her thighs as she lay exhausted but glowing beside me on the wide lounge chair, her body marked with light handprints and love bites.

I pulled her close, kissing her forehead as the sun began to dip lower.

“You’re mine now, Peyton,” I whispered possessively. “No going back after this weekend.”

She looked up at me with soft, lust-filled eyes. “I don’t want to go back, Daddy.”


Chapter Six

After spending most of the afternoon outside, we came back inside as the sun began to set. Both of us were sun-kissed, exhausted, and still buzzing with desire. We showered together again — this time more gently — washing each other slowly under the warm water before drying off and heading straight to the master bedroom.

The room felt different now. The air was heavier. The weekend was slipping away, and we both knew Monday — and her mother’s return — was getting closer.

I dimmed the lights and pulled Peyton into bed with me. This time, there was no frantic rushing. No bratty taunting. Just slow, deep need.

I laid her on her back and crawled over her, kissing her softly at first. Our lips moved together tenderly, then deeper, more passionately. My hands roamed her body with reverence — cupping her breasts, sliding down her waist, gripping her thighs as I settled between them.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” I whispered against her lips. “Not just fucking you… but really having you.”

Peyton looked up at me, her usual playful spark replaced by something softer, more vulnerable. “Me too, Daddy,” she admitted quietly. “I’ve never felt like this before.”

I kissed down her neck, taking my time, sucking lightly on her pulse point. When I reached her breasts, I worshipped them slowly — licking, sucking, and gently biting her sensitive nipples until she was arching and whimpering beneath me.

Lower still, I kissed her stomach, her hips, and finally settled between her thighs. This time my mouth was gentle. I licked her slowly, savoring her, sliding my tongue through her folds and circling her clit with long, lazy strokes. Peyton’s fingers threaded through my hair as soft moans filled the room.

When she was trembling and dripping, I moved back up and lined myself up with her entrance. I pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until I was buried to the hilt. We both groaned at the feeling.

“God, you feel perfect,” I breathed, staying still inside her for a long moment, just savoring her warmth.

I started moving — slow, deep rolls of my hips. Not fucking her, but making love to her in the filthiest way possible. Every thrust was deliberate, grinding against her clit as I stared into her eyes.

Peyton wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper. Her hands caressed my back as she whispered, “I don’t want this weekend to end, Daddy. I’ve never felt this wanted before.”

Her words hit me hard. I kissed her deeply while continuing those long, slow strokes, grinding into her with every thrust.

“You’re mine now,” I murmured against her lips. “I don’t care how wrong it is. I can’t let you go after this.”

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, not from sadness, but from overwhelming emotion. “I’m obsessed with you,” she confessed breathlessly. “I touch myself thinking about you all the time at college. No one else compares. I want to be your secret. I want you to keep breeding me… even after Mom comes home.”

Her honest admission made something snap inside me in the best way.

I sped up slightly, still keeping it deep and intimate. The wet sounds of our bodies moving together filled the bedroom. Peyton’s moans grew louder as I hit that perfect spot inside her over and over.

When she came, it was beautiful. Her pussy fluttered and squeezed around me as she cried out softly, holding onto me tightly. I followed right after her, pumping a long, thick load deep into her womb while staring into her eyes.

We didn’t stop.

After a short rest, I flipped us so she was on top. Peyton rode me slowly, grinding her hips in deep circles instead of bouncing. Her hands rested on my chest as she looked down at me.

“I love feeling you so deep,” she whispered. “I love knowing your cum is inside me.”

I sat up, wrapping my arms around her so we were face to face. We moved together like that — slow, passionate, and intense. I kissed her neck, her jaw, her lips while she rode me. When she came again, I held her through it, then laid her on her side and entered her from behind, spooning her as I thrust deep and slow.

We made love for hours. I came inside her three more times that night — once while she rode me, once in missionary while we kissed, and once while spooning her from behind, my hand gently rubbing her clit.

Between loads, we talked.

“I don’t know how I’m going to act normal when Mom comes home,” she whispered at one point, my cock still buried inside her.

“You’ll act normal on the outside,” I said, kissing her shoulder. “But every night you’re home, you’ll sneak into my office or I’ll come to your room. This doesn’t end when she gets back. Understand?”

Peyton shivered and pushed back against me. “Yes, Daddy. I’m yours now. Only yours.”

By the time we finally collapsed, exhausted and satisfied, the sheets were a mess and Peyton was leaking my cum. I pulled her into my arms, holding her close as we drifted toward sleep, her head resting on my chest and my hand possessively cupping her cum-filled pussy.

I woke up sometime before dawn with Peyton still curled against me. The room was dark except for the faint glow of the bedside lamp we’d left on. She was sleeping peacefully, her naked body warm and soft against mine. My cock was already hard again, nestled between her thighs where remnants of last night’s loads had dried.

I couldn’t resist.

I gently rolled her onto her back, careful not to wake her at first. She stirred slightly but remained asleep, her legs parting naturally as I settled between them. I stroked my thick cock a few times, then rubbed the head along her slick, puffy folds. She was still so wet and full of me.

Slowly, I pushed inside her.

Peyton let out a soft, sleepy moan as I sank deep into her tight heat. Her eyes fluttered but didn’t open fully. I started fucking her with long, slow strokes, savoring the feeling of her unconscious body welcoming me so easily.

“Mmm… Daddy?” she finally whispered, voice husky with sleep.

“Shh, babygirl,” I murmured, kissing her neck. “Go back to sleep. Daddy just needs to use his little pussy one more time.”

She whimpered softly and wrapped her legs around me, still half-asleep as I made love to her. Her pussy fluttered around my cock as I thrust deep and steady. It was incredibly intimate — fucking her while she drifted in and out of sleep, her body responding to me even before her mind fully woke up.

After several minutes, her eyes finally opened, heavy with lust. “Daddy… you’re so deep,” she breathed.

I kissed her properly then, fucking her a little harder as the sun began to creep through the curtains. Monday had arrived. Her mother would be home by early afternoon. This was our last chance to be completely free.

The realization made us both desperate.

I pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach, yanking her hips up. I slammed back into her from behind, fucking her hard and possessive. Peyton moaned loudly into the pillow, pushing her ass back to meet every thrust.

“Harder, Daddy,” she begged, voice breaking. “Fuck me like you own me. Before Mom comes home and I have to pretend I didn’t spend the whole weekend as your breeding slut.”

Her words ignited me. I railed her mercilessly, spanking her ass red as I pounded deep. The wet, filthy sounds of my cock destroying her cum-filled pussy filled the bedroom. I reached around and rubbed her clit until she came hard, screaming into the mattress.

But I didn’t stop.

I flipped her onto her back again, pushed her legs up to her chest, and folded her in half. Staring directly into her eyes, I drove into her with everything I had. The bed slammed against the wall as I fucked her with raw intensity.

“Tell me you’re mine,” I growled, never breaking eye contact.

“I’m yours, Daddy,” she cried out, tears of overwhelming pleasure leaking from the corners of her eyes. “I’m your dirty little stepdaughter. I’m your secret breeding whore. I want your baby so bad it hurts.”

I fucked her through two more orgasms, her pussy gushing and squeezing around me. When I finally came, I buried myself as deep as possible and unloaded the biggest load of the entire weekend. Thick, powerful ropes of cum flooded her womb as I groaned her name, grinding against her cervix while she shook beneath me.

We weren’t finished.

I stayed inside her, still hard, and kept fucking her through the mess. I made her ride me next, watching her bounce on my cock while cum leaked down my shaft. Then I took her against the window, her tits pressed against the glass as I fucked her from behind, looking out at the driveway where her mother’s car would soon appear.

By the time the sun was fully up, I had filled her three more times.

The final round was the most intense.

I had her on her back again, legs wrapped tightly around me. We were both sweating, breathing hard, and emotionally raw. I fucked her slow and deep, grinding against her with every thrust.

“Look at me,” I ordered.

Peyton’s eyes met mine, glassy and full of emotion.

“This isn’t the end,” I told her, thrusting deep. “When your mom goes to work or falls asleep, you’re going to sneak into my bed. You’re going to ride my cock and take my cum like a good girl. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she sobbed in pleasure. “I’ll be your secret. I’ll let you breed me every chance we get.”

Her final orgasm was devastating. She came so hard her entire body convulsed, her pussy milking me with powerful contractions. I followed immediately, roaring as I pumped the last massive load of the weekend deep inside her.

We stayed connected for a long time afterward, kissing softly as my cock slowly softened inside her overflowing pussy.

Eventually, reality returned.

We cleaned up as best we could. I helped her change the sheets while cum still leaked down her thighs. She put on a modest sundress, but we both knew she was still full of me.

As we stood by the front door waiting for her mother’s car, Peyton turned to me with tears in her eyes.

“Thank you for the best weekend of my life… Daddy.”

I pulled her close and kissed her one last time, deep and possessive.

“This is just the beginning, babygirl.”

When her mother’s car finally pulled into the driveway, Peyton walked out to greet her like nothing had happened. But as she glanced back at me standing in the doorway, she subtly pressed her thighs together, no doubt feeling my cum still inside her.

I smiled.

Father’s Day weekend was over.

But Daddy’s naughty little girl was mine forever now.
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