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Chapter 1

It’s past ten when I hear her heels clicking down the hallway.

Not the usual soft slippers she wears around the house. Heels.

She only ever wears those when she’s trying to be noticed.

I’m leaned back on the leather sectional, glass of whiskey in hand, shirt unbuttoned halfway because it’s hot and I’ve stopped giving a damn. The boys are at their mother’s for the week—camp, beach, god knows what—and the house has been too quiet without the constant stampede of Nerf darts and broken Lego promises.

Then again, not entirely quiet. Not with her still here.

She walks into the living room like it’s hers. Tight little tank top. No bra. Black silk shorts that barely qualify. One hip cocked to the side like a dare.

“Kitchen’s clean,” she says, biting her bottom lip like she knows exactly what she’s doing.

I sip the whiskey. Let the burn slow me down.

“Is that what you came to tell me?”

“No.” She leans on the back of the couch, way too close to my neck for her own good. “You missed a spot.”

I glance at her. “Where?”

She nods toward the counter. “Behind the sink. Dried ketchup or something. It was gross.”

“You’re the nanny,” I say slowly. “Not the maid.”

She shrugs, eyes shining. “You’re the one who cooked. Maybe clean up your mess.”

It’s the way she says it. Like a threat wrapped in a pout.

I set the glass down and turn my body toward her—slow, deliberate, like I’m deciding if I’m going to scold her or throw her over my lap.

“Mess, huh?”

Her tongue peeks out across her lower lip. “Mhm.”

I study her face. Pink mouth. Flushed cheeks. And that look—half defiant, half desperate to be caught.

“You always dress like that to clean ketchup?”

“I was hot,” she says. “I had to change.”

“Hot,” I echo. “Is that what you are right now?”

She doesn’t answer. Her eyes flick down to the tent in my slacks, then back up to my face, and she smirks. Fucking smirks.

That’s it.

I reach out, grab her wrist, and pull her around the side of the couch so she’s standing between my knees. She gasps—maybe a little surprised I actually did it—but she doesn’t pull away.

“You want to keep running your mouth?” I ask, voice low.

She sways forward slightly. “Depends.”

“On?”

“Whether you’re gonna do something about it.”

There’s a full second where we stare at each other. Then I reach up, hook my fingers under the hem of those ridiculous little shorts, and yank her straight down onto my lap, ass-first. She squeals, laughing breathlessly.

“You are such a fucking brat,” I mutter, wrapping an arm around her waist to hold her in place.

She wriggles. “And what are you gonna do about it, Daddy?”

That word.

It’s not the first time she’s used it—usually said with mocking sweetness, right before she disappears to her room.

But tonight? Alone in the house? On my lap?

I palm her ass and squeeze hard enough to make her jolt.

“Oh, I’ll show you what I’m gonna do.”

Her breath hitches when I pull her forward, chest to mine, one hand sliding up her spine, the other still gripping her ass. Soft skin. Ridiculous little silk shorts.

I squeeze again. She squirms—half an attempt to get free, half a grind.

I tilt my head. “What was that?”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“No. But you moved.”

She blinks, lips parted.

“Thought you were smart,” I murmur, brushing my mouth just beside her ear. “But if you’re going to act like a little brat, I’ll treat you like one.”

She inhales sharply.

I slide my hand down, then pull her hips up, shifting her sideways across my lap, one leg hanging off each side. My hand runs down her back again, slow and firm, until it rests at the curve of her ass.

“I want you to count,” I say.

She glances over her shoulder, eyes wide.

“You heard me.”

I raise my hand and bring it down—sharp, loud, not full force but enough to sting.

Smack.

She gasps.

“Count.”

“O-one…”

I grip her thigh. “That didn’t sound very sure.”

She grits her teeth. “One.”

I nod. “Better.”

Another swat. This time, lower. Right where the hem of those tiny shorts meets the meat of her.

Smack.

She whimpers. “Two.”

“You wearing anything under these?”

She hesitates.

I grab the waistband and pull the shorts tight between her legs. No resistance. Just skin.

“Didn’t think so.”

She squirms. “They’re comfy.”

“Mmm,” I hum, running my hand over the bare skin just below the fabric. “Lying to me already.”

Smack.

She jumps. “Three!”

“You want attention, sweetheart? You’ve got it now.”

Her ass is already pink, and I haven’t even gotten started.

“Keep going,” I growl, and bring my hand down again, this time a little harder.

Smack.

“F-four—”

I don’t give her time to breathe. Another.

Smack.

“Five—fuck—”

Her voice cracks, and I can feel the way her hips rock forward, seeking friction against my thigh, already needy.

“Aw, poor thing,” I murmur, leaning down, voice thick. “Starting to like this?”

She shudders.

“You’re dripping, aren’t you?”

She doesn’t answer.

Smack.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” she gasps. “Fuck, yes—I—I’m soaked—”

I press two fingers between her legs through the stretched silk. Heat. Wet.

“Jesus,” I mutter. “You’re a mess.”

“Your fault.”

“Brat,” I growl, and slide my hand up, yanking those shorts down just far enough to expose her—bare, swollen, pink.

I pause, admiring the view. Then let out a soft, dangerous laugh.

“And you wanted me to clean up my mess…”

Her shorts are bunched at mid-thigh, caught around one ankle like a silk cuff. She’s sprawled across my lap with her ass bare and trembling, thighs slick, lips parted.

And I haven’t even touched her properly yet.

Not where she wants.

My fingers glide down, slow, knuckles dragging along the crease between her thighs. When I slip two between her folds, she gasps—more breath than sound.

“Soaked,” I murmur, rubbing her slowly. “You were dripping through the fabric. You know that?”

She nods, panting.

“You like being over my lap like this?”

She nods again.

I pull my hand back and give her another smack, right on the same red spot.

“Use your words.”

“Yes,” she cries, voice shaky. “I like it—I love it—fuck—”

“You get off on being punished, sweetheart?”

“Yes.”

I slide my fingers between her legs again, dipping them inside this time—just barely—and she jerks forward, arching against my thigh, trying to take more.

I don’t give her more. Not yet.

“You think you’ve earned it?”

She twists her head to look at me. Eyes wild, lips swollen. “I’ve been good.”

I raise an eyebrow. “Good girls don’t come prancing into the living room in fuck-me shorts and no bra.”

She smiles—smug, bratty, ruined. “I didn’t know you’d notice.”

I curl my fingers and thrust once, deep, fast.

She cries out, hips bucking.

“Lying little slut,” I growl in her ear. “You wanted me to notice. You wanted me to stare at your tits and pull you into my lap and spank the fuck out of you.”

She moans, a mess against my leg. “Yes—yes—I wanted it—I want you—”

My palm smacks her again, quick and sharp. Her whole body jolts.

“Beg properly.”

She hesitates. I pull my fingers out. She whimpers.

“No—no, please, I—”

“Beg,” I repeat, voice quiet now. Dangerous. My hand between her thighs again, hovering.

She exhales shakily.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispers. “Touch me again. I need it—I need your fingers, your cock, your everything—I want you to fill me up, use me, make me come, make me yours—please—”

God.

My fingers slam back into her, hard, and her head drops, a low, ragged scream torn from her throat as her hips grind and writhe.

“That’s better,” I growl, fucking her with two fingers now, deep and filthy, the wet sounds obscene against the leather couch.

“Jesus,” she sobs, one hand clutching the back of the cushion like she might float away otherwise.

“You’re gonna soak my pants, baby. Is that what you want?”

“Yes, fuck—yes—ruin them—make me—God, please—”

I curl my fingers just right, and she clenches around me like she’s about to break. Her whole body shakes, hips slamming down on my hand.

“Let go,” I tell her, voice rough. “Now.”

She does.

Falls apart right there across my lap, crying out, thighs shaking, slick pouring down over my fingers. My other hand presses to the small of her back, keeping her in place while she writhes, gasps, shudders through it.

She’s panting when it’s done. Limbs limp. One sandal kicked off. Hair sticking to her cheek.

“Fuck,” she whispers. “I can’t move.”

“You don’t have to.”

I slide my soaked fingers from her and bring them to my lips.

She watches me lick them clean, dazed and wide-eyed.

And I smile.

“Next time,” I say softly, “you’ll come with my cock inside you.”


Chapter 2

She’s still laid out across my lap like a broken doll—knees slack, toes curled, cheek pressed to my thigh.

I run my hand down her spine, slow. Barely touching. Just enough to make her shiver.

“You good?” I ask.

She mumbles something into my leg. I can’t hear it, but it sounds wrecked. Satisfied.

I let her stay like that for a few more seconds—soft, pliant, dripping down her thighs. Then I lean forward, hook my arm under her knees, and scoop her up.

She gasps, startled, hands scrambling against my chest.

“Wh—what’re you doing?”

I stand, adjusting her weight in my arms. She’s warm and damp and clinging to me now, half-panicked.

“Relax,” I murmur, voice low against her temple. “I’m not done with you yet.”

She goes still.

Then exhales, slow and shaky. “I—I thought—”

“You came,” I say. “That’s not the same as me finishing with you.”

I carry her through the hallway, past the clean kitchen she was so smug about earlier, up the wide staircase that curves like it was designed to showcase moments exactly like this.

She doesn’t say a word. Just presses her cheek to my collarbone, letting me carry her—bare-assed, one sandal still dangling from her toes, fingers curled into my shirt.

My bedroom door’s open. Of course it is.

Dark wood floors. King-sized bed. Crisp white sheets, turned down from when I thought I might go to sleep at a reasonable hour.

That ship has fucking sailed.

I walk her straight to the bed and lower her gently, placing her in the center like she’s something precious I might unwrap one inch at a time.

She looks up at me, eyes wide. Still a little breathless. But curious now. Like she knows the game’s about to shift.

I kneel at the edge of the mattress, grip her thighs, and spread them slowly.

She gasps, hands flying to cover herself.

“Oh no,” I murmur. “None of that.”

I reach up and catch her wrists, pulling them gently away from her body and pinning them to the mattress above her head.

“You want to act like a grown woman,” I say softly, “then take the way I look at you like one.”

Her chest rises sharply.

I glance down.

Her panties—what’s left of them—are soaked, clinging between her thighs like wet paper. A perfect, ruined mess.

I meet her eyes again.

“You’re gonna lie here and let me look at what’s mine. Understand?”

She nods once, fast.

I release her wrists, but she doesn’t move them.

Good girl.

I trail my hand from her throat to her stomach, then lower. Over her panties, across the wet patch that makes my cock throb behind my zipper.

She whimpers.

“Tell me,” I say, fingers teasing the edge of the fabric, “what do you think I’m gonna do to you next?”

She stares up at me, lips parted, cheeks flushed.

“I—I don’t know.”

I smile.

“You’re about to find out.”

I watch her breathe.

Her legs are still spread, panties ruined, arms obediently stretched above her head like she’s waiting to be tied. She doesn’t look bratty now.

She looks owned.

But she’s not done fighting. Not completely. Not yet.

I lean down, bracing myself on my palms, one on each side of her ribs. Her scent rises to meet me—salty, sweet, still faintly lingering from the slick mess between her thighs.

I press my mouth to her collarbone, then lower. Kiss down the slope of her breast, tongue just grazing her nipple through the thin tank.

She moans—frustrated, greedy.

I let my lips drift lower. To her stomach. Her hip bone. My hand curls under the band of her panties.

She gasps. “You’re gonna take them off?”

I raise my head slowly.

“No,” I say. “Not yet.”

She stares at me, wide-eyed, trembling.

“You don’t get that until you tell me what you want.”

“I—I already told you—”

“Not what you think I’ll give you,” I say, slipping my fingers beneath the damp lace and dragging it back and forth against her slit, just enough to tease. “What you want. Filthy. Raw. Honest.”

She arches against my hand, whimpering.

“I want you,” she says.

“Not enough.”

“I want you to fuck me,” she gasps.

“Still not enough.”

My voice dips lower, darker.

“You want to get fucked bare, don’t you?”

She freezes. Her breath catches.

I press a finger just inside the soaked fabric, drag it up slow. Her body quivers.

“You don’t want me to pull out,” I whisper. “You want to feel me deep inside you. Filling you up. Making a mess of you.”

“F-fuck,” she whines, hips twitching.

“You want me to come in you,” I say. “Don’t you?”

“Yes—”

I grip her chin, forcing her to meet my eyes.

“Say it.”

She swallows.

“I want you to come in me,” she says, voice barely there. “I want you to fuck me bare and fill me.”

My grip tightens just slightly.

“And?”

She shivers. Her legs press wider on instinct. I can see her entire body aching for it now—needy and slick and almost there.

“And I want you to put a baby in me,” she breathes. “I want you to come inside me and make me yours.”

Goddamn.

I pull her panties down in one hard motion, rip them from her ankles and toss them off the bed. She gasps, suddenly bare and open.

I kneel between her thighs, run my hands up the inside of them, thumbs spreading her slowly, deliberately.

“That’s what I thought.”

Her breath’s coming fast now—one hand in her hair, the other fisting the sheets.

I lower my head. “Now,” I murmur, lips brushing just above her clit, “you’re gonna come on my mouth while you think about how fucking full I’m going to make you.”

She’s trembling under me, legs spread wide, lips parted, skin flushed.

I press my hands flat to her thighs and lower my mouth, slow, letting the heat between us throb in the air like a pulse.

When I lick her the first time—broad, from bottom to top—she gasps, hips jerking like she wasn’t ready for it.

“Taste that,” I murmur, licking again, slower now. “That’s what begging gets you.”

She moans, soft and broken, fingers scrambling through the sheets like she doesn’t know where to hold on.

I settle between her legs, forearms locking her thighs open, face buried where she’s slick and swollen, my tongue moving with no mercy. Every flick and drag is deliberate. Controlled.

She whimpers, back arching. “Oh my God—”

“No,” I say, pulling back just long enough to growl it into her skin, “Daddy.”

“Daddy—fuck—yes—”

That’s better.

I suck her clit between my lips and circle it slow, steady. She cries out, thighs trembling against my shoulders.

She’s so damn wet I can feel it dripping down her ass, pooling under her. It’s obscene. Gorgeous.

“Look at you,” I mutter against her, nuzzling the soft skin of her inner thigh before going back in. “Fucking soaked for me.”

“Only for you,” she gasps.

I groan and bury my tongue deep, fucking her with it, fingers digging into her hips to hold her still. She’s panting now, breath hitched, legs twitching like she can’t decide whether to clamp them closed or pull me in deeper.

She tries to move—rocking against my face—but I tighten my grip and press her down.

“No.”

She whimpers. “Please—”

“I said lie still. I’ll give you what you need.”

I flatten my tongue against her clit and start circling it in slow, relentless figure-eights. Her whole body tenses.

“You’re close again already,” I murmur, lips brushing her. “Aren’t you?”

She nods wildly.

“You gonna come for me, baby?”

“Y-yes—fuck—I’m gonna—”

I press a single finger inside her while I lick, curling it up just right.

She cries out like I hit a nerve.

“You want me to breed you?” I whisper, tongue flicking fast now.

“Yes—yes—”

“Then come for me.”

She breaks.

Her hips jerk hard, thighs clamping around my head as she moans—loud, helpless, full-body shaking. I keep licking through it, sucking her clit while her pussy clenches around my finger, soaking my hand, the sheets, everything.

She’s still twitching when I pull back, mouth and chin wet with her.

I sit up slowly. Wipe my mouth with the back of my hand. Look down at her.

She’s limp. Wrecked. Panting like she just ran a marathon.

I reach for my belt.

“Now,” I say quietly, “I’m gonna fuck you like I own you.”


Chapter 3

She’s still sprawled across the bed, legs open, glistening, dazed from the way I just ruined her mouth-first.

But I don’t want her dazed.

I want her aware.

I want her to feel every inch of what I’m about to give her.

My belt hits the floor with a metallic clink. Then my pants. Then my briefs. I’m hard—aching, leaking already—and I don’t bother hiding it.

I crawl onto the bed, hovering over her, the tip of my cock brushing her soaked, bare heat. She flinches when it touches her, like it’s too much, too soon.

It isn’t.

“You asked for this,” I murmur, dragging the head through her slick folds. “Begged for it.”

She whimpers.

I line up, slow, and pause just at her entrance.

“Last chance,” I say, voice low. “You want me to stop, you say it now.”

She stares up at me, flushed, eyes wide. And then—she lifts her hips just a little. Offering.

“Don’t stop.”

“Say it.”

“Put it in,” she whispers. “Please.”

“Put what in?”

She blushes. Tries to look away.

I grab her chin. Force her to look at me.

“Say it.”

“Your cock,” she breathes. “Bare. I want your cock inside me. I want you to fill me up.”

Goddamn.

I press forward. Slowly. The thick head pushes past her tight, wet entrance, and her lips part in a silent gasp.

No barrier. No condom. Just heat. Wetness. Skin on skin.

She’s so fucking tight I have to grit my teeth.

“Oh fuck—” she chokes out, nails digging into my biceps.

“You feel that?” I growl, pushing another inch in, watching her eyes roll back. “That’s what you begged for.”

She nods, breath hitching.

I thrust forward another inch. Then another. Until I’m bottomed out—buried in her, deep and raw, her walls gripping every inch of me like she was made for it.

“Jesus, baby,” I groan. “You’re squeezing me like you don’t want to let me go.”

“I don’t,” she gasps, wrapping her legs around my waist, trying to pull me deeper. “I want it all.”

“Oh, you’ll get it all.”

I start moving—slow and heavy, hips rolling into her like I’ve got all night to fuck her into the mattress. Every thrust hits deep. Deliberate. My cock dragging against every inch of her.

“Feel that?” I pant against her ear. “That’s me fucking a baby into you.”

She moans—loud and wrecked.

“I’m not pulling out,” I snarl, fucking her harder now. “You understand? I’m gonna come inside you. Fill you up. Over and over. Until you’re knocked up and dripping.”

“Please—” she sobs. “Do it—use me—fuck me full—”

I grab the headboard with one hand, brace my other under her ass, and drive into her—harder now, deeper. Her tits bounce with every thrust, her breath coming in wild, high-pitched cries.

“God, you’re perfect,” I growl. “Tight little pussy just begging to be bred.”

Her whole body arches. She’s close again. I can feel it—her cunt fluttering around me, legs trembling.

“You gonna come again, baby?” I whisper. “Come with my cock buried inside you?”

“Yes—yes—”

“Do it,” I snarl, slamming into her. “Do it now while I come inside you.”

She screams—head thrown back, nails clawing at my back—and I feel her clench hard, coming around me like she’s unraveling.

That’s it.

I slam in one last time and hold, groaning deep in my throat as I empty inside her—pulse after pulse, thick and hot, flooding her womb with everything I’ve got.

I don’t move. I stay buried, deep and full, panting against her neck as she shakes beneath me.

She’s still twitching when I finally lift my head.

I glance down between us. Her pussy’s red, stretched, and already leaking.

“Look at that,” I murmur. “So fucking full.”

She smiles—exhausted. Glowing. A mess.

And I grin.

“Round two’s gonna take you from behind.”

She’s limp beneath me. Chest rising and falling, slick with sweat, mouth parted in that stunned, fucked-dumb way I never get tired of seeing.

But I’m still hard.

Still inside her.

Still not done.

I slide out slowly, watching the way her pussy clings to me, reluctant to let go. A thick, creamy mess spills out of her—my cum leaking down her thighs, soaking the sheets beneath her.

I groan. “Fuck, look at that.”

She stirs beneath me, eyelids fluttering open. “What…”

I grip her hips and roll her, slowly, onto her stomach. She gasps as I guide her up onto her knees, ass in the air, face pressed into the pillow.

“Wha—what are you—”

“Don’t worry,” I growl, leaning down to kiss her shoulder. “You’ll like this.”

Her breath catches as I kneel behind her and slide a hand between her legs again, just to watch the slick mess spread down her thighs.

“You’re dripping,” I murmur, stroking her slowly. “Full of me. Just like you wanted.”

She whimpers into the pillow, arching her back.

“God, you look good like this. Face down. Ass up. Mine.”

I wrap both hands around her hips and spread her wider. She’s flushed and slick and wrecked, pink and pulsing, my cum still leaking from her pussy like a promise.

“You know what I’m gonna do now?”

She shakes her head—barely.

I press my cock against her entrance again, still wet, still hard, and drag it up her slit until it nudges her clit.

“I’m gonna fuck you from behind,” I whisper, voice thick. “And I’m gonna watch every fucking second of it.”

She moans.

“I’m gonna fuck you slow first,” I go on, rubbing the head against her again. “Make you feel every inch.”

Her hips twitch, trying to press back into me.

“And then?” she whispers, voice muffled by the pillow.

I lean down, mouth by her ear.

“Then I’m gonna come in you again. And this time, I’m not stopping until I see it drip out while I’m still inside you.”

She gasps—sharp, desperate.

“Please…”

I smile, pull back, and grip her hips.

“Keep your ass up,” I growl. “Daddy’s not done breeding you.”

She’s still on her knees, chest down, hips tilted just the way I want. I press one palm to the small of her back and let the other guide the head of my cock to her entrance—still messy, still wet, still open.

I push in.

Slow.

Her breath hits like a broken sob.

“Oh—oh God—”

“Shhh,” I whisper, dragging it out. Letting her feel it. “You can take it.”

I bury the first inch, then the second. Her pussy stretches, tight and hot, clenching around me like she can’t believe it all fits again.

“You’re still full of me,” I murmur, watching her swallow me inch by inch. “Still leaking, and already taking more.”

She whimpers, fingers clenching the pillow. Her hips rock back, desperate for more, but I press down on her back to keep her still.

“No,” I growl. “You take it how I give it.”

I push in deeper.

She gasps—helpless, needy.

Then finally, finally—I bottom out. Buried in her to the hilt. Balls flush to her soaked, messy cunt. Her back arches and her whole body shudders.

I stay still.

She moans, shifting her hips again.

“Please,” she pants.

“Please what?”

“Move—fuck, Daddy—please move—”

I grin.

“Now you ask nice.”

I pull out slow—wet, obscene, thick—and then slam back in with one deep thrust that rocks her forward on the mattress.

She cries out.

I grab her hips with both hands now, and start to fuck her. Slow at first. Deep. Letting her feel it, letting her hear it.

“Listen to that,” I pant. “That’s your sloppy little cunt begging for more.”

She moans, loud and ruined.

“You want it rough, sweetheart?”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

I shift my angle. One hand in her hair now, yanking her head back, the other braced tight on her hip.

Then I pound into her.

Fast. Hard. Relentless.

She’s screaming into the pillow now, breath ripped from her lungs, body jerking with every thrust.

“Take it,” I snarl. “Take every inch.”

She’s gone. Hair wild, back arched, hips slamming into mine. And her pussy—so tight, soaked, full—is milking my cock like she wants to be bred.

“You think you’re walking tomorrow?” I grunt, fucking her faster. “Not after this.”

She sobs something—could be my name, could be God.

I lean in close, voice raw.

“You’re gonna come again,” I growl. “You’re gonna come with me pounding you full. And when I fill you again, I want you to push it out for me, while I’m still inside.”

“Oh my fucking God—” she sobs.

“You’re gonna be dripping for days,” I pant. “And every time you feel it run down your thighs, you’ll remember exactly who put it there.”

She’s gasping beneath me, arms trembling, back arched deep as I slam into her again and again, wet slaps echoing through the room.

I glance up—and spot the floor-length mirror across the room.

It’s angled perfectly.

I pause.

She whines at the sudden stop, hips twitching back toward me.

“No,” I mutter. “Stay just like that.”

She freezes, panting.

I reach forward, grab her by the waist, and slide her up the bed—just enough to twist her slightly. Then I move beside her, one knee on the mattress, the other planted firmly on the floor, lining myself back up from an angle where she can see.

I grip her hips again and thrust back into her—deep, smooth, thick. She cries out, forehead dropping to the mattress.

“Eyes up.”

She doesn’t respond.

I grab a fistful of her hair and yank her head up toward the mirror.

“Look.”

She opens her eyes—and gasps.

In the mirror, she sees everything.

Her ruined face. Her bare ass bouncing against my hips. Her red, used pussy, still stretched wide around my cock. Her own thighs trembling, slick with my cum from earlier.

She watches me fuck her.

Watches the way I stretch her open again and again.

“Oh my God—”

“That’s you,” I growl, staring at her through the mirror. “That’s your body taking my cock. That’s your cunt leaking from the last load I bred into you.”

She moans—loud and raw.

“You see what you look like when I fuck you?”

She nods, mouth open.

“You see how desperate you are?”

“Yes,” she whimpers.

“Eyes on me,” I command. “You come like this. Watching me ruin you.”

She stares—helpless, overwhelmed—as I fuck her harder, pulling her back onto me with each thrust, using her body like it belongs to me.

Because it does.

“Look at your tits,” I growl. “Bouncing every time I slam into you.”

She watches. Trembles.

“Look at your face. That’s what a fucked-out little cumslut looks like.”

She whimpers, eyes going glassy.

“And you love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she gasps. “Fuck—yes—I love it—Daddy—”

“You want another load?”

“Yes—please—”

“You want to watch it dripping out of you while you’re still full?”

“Yes—yes—breed me—make me come—make it spill out—please—”

I fuck her harder, faster, eyes locked with hers in the mirror as I pound into her soaked, used hole.

And when she screams, breaking apart in front of herself, eyes wide as she watches her own body tremble through orgasm—

That’s when I give it to her.

I groan, hips driving forward one last time, deep and brutal, and unload inside her again—thick and hot, a second, messier flood of cum pumping into her overstretched pussy.

She watches it happen.

Feels it. Sees it.

And collapses, trembling.

I hold her there, still inside her, watching our reflection.

“Look what I did to you.”

She collapses forward, face to the mattress, hips still twitching in the air, my cock slowly sliding out of her.

There’s a wet, obscene sound as I pull free—a flood of cum following it.

It trickles out of her immediately.

Down her thighs. Onto the sheets.

“Fuck,” I growl, grabbing her hip to keep her still. “Don’t move.”

She’s panting—barely responsive, boneless.

But I’m not finished.

I press a hand between her shoulder blades and guide her chest down flat to the mattress, arching her ass higher. Her thighs tremble as gravity does its work—cum spilling from her used, gaping cunt in thick, milky streaks.

I nod toward the mirror.

“Look at that mess.”

She lifts her head slowly—dazed, flushed, soaked in sweat—and sees it.

Her own reflection. Legs spread, ass red, pussy still twitching open, dripping a hot mess of me down her inner thighs.

Her breath catches.

“Say it,” I murmur.

“I’m leaking,” she whispers. “You filled me up and now it’s… dripping out…”

I lean in close, pressing my cock between her thighs again—not to enter, just to feel the mess on her.

“And what did I tell you?”

She swallows.

“That I’m not allowed to waste it.”

“That’s right.”

I slide two fingers into her—deep, slow. She gasps, still so sensitive she shudders against my hand.

I curl them and scoop.

Thick. Warm. Sticky.

Then I press my hand to the curve of her ass, part her open, and shove it back in.

She moans—half from the pressure, half from the humiliation.

“Push it out,” I say.

“What?”

“You heard me,” I growl. “Squeeze. Push it out so we can see it. Then I’m putting every drop back inside you.”

She hesitates.

I spank her once, hard.

“Now.”

She groans, shaky, and bears down—core tight, thighs shaking.

More of it leaks out, a wet dribble rolling between her folds.

“Good girl.”

I finger it back into her again. Slow. Deep.

She gasps.

“You’re gonna keep this in you,” I mutter, twisting my fingers. “All of it. You said you wanted to be bred? Then hold it.”

“I’ll try,” she whimpers.

I pull my fingers out. The tip’s still soaked. I slide them into her mouth.

She sucks them without being told.

“Tastes like what you asked for,” I murmur, watching her in the mirror.

Then I reach down again and stuff her full once more.

She’s twitching, whining.

“Stay still.”

I slap her ass one more time, then grab a pillow and shove it under her hips.

She gasps.

“Elevate that pussy, sweetheart,” I grin. “Let it settle deep.”

Then I sit back and admire the view.

Used. Red. Filled. Plugged full with my cum, her body trembling from the effort of holding it in.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “That’s a good little breeding hole.”

She collapses the second I ease her down—legs folding under her, arms limp. The pillow stays tucked beneath her hips, keeping her tilted up, her pussy still stretched and pulsing, slowly holding the mess I stuffed inside her.

I crawl in behind her and pull her back against my chest, one arm under her head, the other curling around her waist.

She’s warm. Damp. Trembling.

And completely mine.

I press my mouth to her temple. She smells like sweat, sex, and my cum.

“You good?” I murmur.

She nods faintly, barely able to keep her eyes open.

I run my hand down her stomach, between her thighs. She flinches—too sensitive.

“Easy,” I whisper. “Not trying to start again.”

I spread her just slightly, careful now. Watch as a slow bead of cum threatens to roll down.

“Still holding it,” I murmur, grinning. “That’s my girl.”

She lets out a soft, choked laugh. “I’m trying…”

“You don’t need to try. You just need to stay like this.”

She moans.

My fingers slide gently over her inner thigh, rubbing slow circles in the slick mess I left behind. Every movement is meant to soothe—and remind.

“That’s what you were made for,” I whisper against her neck. “To be filled. Fucked open and pumped full.”

Her breath catches.

“Want everyone to know what I did to you,” I murmur, voice low and slow now. “What’s dripping out of you. What you’re keeping in you. All fucking mine.”

She presses back into my chest, seeking more contact even while her body shakes.

I kiss the side of her face. “You took it so well.”

She exhales shakily. “My legs won’t stop shaking…”

“Good,” I grin, stroking her side now. “They shouldn’t.”

I keep her like that—her body against mine, open and leaking. One hand drifting slowly down to rub between her thighs every so often. Not to tease. Just to feel her. To own her.

“You’re not going to forget this,” I murmur. “Not tomorrow. Not next week. You’re gonna feel every drop I left inside you for days.”

She shudders.

And I smile.

“Sleep if you need to. But that cum’s staying in you.”
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She walked into my woods.

Now she’s not walking out.
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Then I tied her wrists, spread her legs, and made her mine.
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Now she moans in her sleep while I take her slow and deep. She leaks when I leave her empty. She twitches when I tell her what I’m going to do next.

She doesn’t know it yet, but she was made for this.
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She wanted a baby. My father couldn’t give her one. I could.
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