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Prologue

I never thought I’d be the guy packing for a weekend at the lake with my buddies while also babysitting my 23-year-old stepdaughter. But here I am, tossing extra towels into the back of the SUV, trying not to think too hard about the fact that Emily’s coming along. Her mom had called me yesterday, voice tight with worry. “She’s going through it, Mark. The breakup, the job stuff… she needs to get out of the house. Please? The guys won’t mind, right?”

I’d agreed too quickly. Maybe because I’ve always had a soft spot for Emily—too soft, if I’m honest. She’s been in my life since she was a teenager, all sharp wit and long legs, and now she’s a woman who turns heads without even trying. My friends and I have had this annual guys’ trip to the cabin on the lake for years: fishing, beers, no responsibilities. Adding her to the mix felt like inviting trouble I wasn’t sure I could handle. Or maybe trouble I secretly wanted.

She climbed into the passenger seat that morning in cutoff denim shorts and a thin tank top, sunglasses perched on her nose, looking like she hadn’t slept in days. “Thanks for letting me tag along, Daddy,” she said softly, the word ‘Dad’ hitting different now that she’s grown. I gripped the wheel tighter and told her it was no problem. The drive up was quiet at first, just the radio humming between us, but I could feel the tension rolling off her. And something else—something warmer that I kept shoving down.

By the time we pulled up to the cabin, the guys were already cracking open beers on the dock. I told myself this weekend was about helping her clear her head. Nothing more.


Chapter 1

The SUV tires crunched over the gravel drive as I pulled up to the familiar two-story cabin nestled among the pines. The lake sparkled just beyond the tree line, the late afternoon sun glinting off the water like it was welcoming us. My buddies were already out on the dock—Jake with a beer in hand, laughing at something Tom was saying, while Mike grilled burgers on the deck. The smell of charcoal and pine hit me as soon as I killed the engine.

Emily shifted in her seat, tugging at the hem of those tiny cutoff shorts that rode up her toned thighs during the drive. “Looks nice,” she murmured, but her voice was flat, eyes still carrying that hollow look from the past few weeks.

“You’ll be okay here, kiddo,” I said, forcing a casual tone as I popped the trunk. “Fresh air, no drama. The guys are harmless.”

They weren’t entirely harmless when it came to pretty girls, but I kept that to myself. As we walked up, the teasing started immediately.

“Well, shit, Mark brought a date?” Jake called out, grinning wide as his eyes flicked over Emily. “Didn’t know this was that kind of trip.”

“She’s my stepdaughter, asshole,” I shot back, a little sharper than I meant to. Emily gave a small, tired smile and waved.

“Emily,” she introduced herself softly. “Thanks for letting me crash your guys’ weekend.”

Tom whistled low. “Crash anytime, sweetheart. You fishing or just here to make us look bad in swimsuits?”

Mike chuckled from the grill. “Plenty of room for one more. We’ll put her in the—wait.” He paused, flipping a burger. “Mark, we’ve got the two bunk rooms and the loft couch. But Jake’s kid brother tagged along last minute, so he’s taking the couch. Only one queen left upstairs… the one you usually take.”

My stomach tightened. The queen in the master loft was mine by tradition—private, with a small attached bath. No other real bedrooms left. “We’ll figure it out,” I muttered, grabbing her duffel before anyone else could offer to help. Emily followed me inside without a word, her flip-flops quiet on the wooden stairs.

The room was cozy—wood beams, a big window overlooking the lake, and that one king-sized bed dominating the space. I set her bag down by the dresser. “I can take the floor, or—”

“Daddy, it’s fine,” she said quickly, turning to face me. Up close like this, alone in the quiet room, she looked smaller than her 23 years. Vulnerable. Her tank top clung just enough to show the curve of her breasts, and I caught myself staring at the faint tan lines peeking out. “I trust you. After everything with… him… I don’t want to be alone anyway. Sharing with you feels safe.”

She stepped closer, wrapping her arms around my waist in a hug that lingered. Her body pressed against mine—soft, warm, smelling like vanilla and the faint coconut of her sunscreen. My hand settled on her lower back, dangerously close to the swell of her ass in those shorts. Heat flooded through me, unbidden and sharp. She’s your stepdaughter, I reminded myself, but my cock didn’t get the memo, twitching against her hip.

I cleared my throat and pulled back slightly. “Alright. Unpack, get settled. Guys are doing drinks on the dock in a bit. You hungry?”

She nodded, but her eyes held mine a second longer than they should have, something unspoken flickering there. Downstairs, laughter echoed up, but up here it felt like the world had narrowed to just the two of us and that big shared bed.


Chapter 2

The sun had dipped low over the lake, painting the water in oranges and pinks as I nursed my third beer on the dock with the guys. Jake was mid-story about his latest fishing disaster, Tom laughing so hard he nearly spilled his drink, and Mike flipping through his phone for tomorrow’s weather. It felt like old times—loud, easy, no bullshit. I’d managed to shove the earlier tension from the shared bedroom to the back of my mind. Emily had said she’d unpack and maybe nap. She needed the rest after everything she’d been through with that asshole ex and the job falling through. This trip was supposed to be her reset, not my personal test of willpower.

Then the smell hit us. Savory, warm—garlic, herbs, something baking that made my stomach growl and my thoughts drift. “What the hell is that?” Jake asked, sniffing the air like a bloodhound. “Smells better than anything we’ve cooked all weekend.”

Mike grinned. “Your stepdaughter playing house in there, Mark? Damn, if she’s feeding us, I might propose.”

I shot him a look, but my pulse had already kicked up. “Let’s check it out before you idiots burn the place down with compliments.” We headed inside, beers in hand, the screen door creaking behind us.

The kitchen opened up to the main living area, and there she was. Emily, bent over at the waist in front of the open oven, reaching in to pull out a tray of golden, cheesy garlic bread. Her cutoff denim shorts had ridden up high, hugging the perfect, heart-shaped curve of her ass cheeks that peeked out from the frayed edges. The thin tank top had slipped up her back, exposing a strip of smooth, tanned skin and the dimples just above her waistband. Her long hair fell over one shoulder as she straightened slightly, the motion making her hips sway naturally. Domestic as hell, but sexy enough to make my cock thicken instantly against my shorts. She looked like she belonged there—barefoot, focused, a faint sheen of sweat on her neck from the oven heat.

“Shit, Emily,” Tom muttered under his breath, voice appreciative. The guys froze for a second, eyes locked on her.

She turned, tray in oven-mitted hands, cheeks flushed from the heat and maybe a little surprise at the audience. A soft smile broke through the tiredness in her eyes. “Hey. I hope you don’t mind—I found some stuff in the fridge and pantry. Figured you guys would be hungry after drinking all afternoon. Chicken’s almost done too. Nothing fancy.”

Jake let out a low whistle. “Fancy enough for me, sweetheart. You’re a lifesaver. Mark, you’ve been holding out on us with this one.”

I stepped forward, jaw tight, a possessive heat flaring in my chest that had no right to be there. “Smells incredible, kiddo,” I said, voice rougher than I intended. My gaze dropped despite myself—to the way her tank top clung to her full breasts, nipples faintly outlined against the fabric, down to those long legs and that ass that was still half-turned toward me as she set the tray down. The image of her bent over like that burned into my brain: vulnerable, capable, and so fucking tempting. She was 23, my wife’s daughter, fresh off a breakup… and here she was making dinner like she was taking care of me.

Emily met my eyes, biting her lower lip for just a second. “Thanks… Daddy.” The word sent another jolt through me. She brushed past me to grab plates, her hip grazing my thigh, close enough that I caught her vanilla scent mixed with the food. The guys piled in, grabbing seats at the counter, cracking more beers and throwing compliments her way, but all I could focus on was the way she moved—graceful, a little shy under the attention, yet leaning into it like she needed the distraction from her rough patch.

I helped set the table, but my mind was elsewhere: that shared bed waiting upstairs, the way her body had felt against mine earlier, and how badly I wanted to pull her close right now and tell her she didn’t have to cook for anyone—she just needed to let me take care of her. In every way.

We all dug into the meal like starving men. Emily’s chicken was juicy and perfectly seasoned, the garlic bread crispy and addictive, and the guys couldn’t stop raving. Laughter filled the cabin as beers and a bottle of wine Emily had found flowed freely. She sat between me and Jake at the big wooden table, her cheeks flushed from the heat of the kitchen and the attention. Every time she laughed at one of their jokes—soft and genuine for the first time since we’d arrived—it did something to me. She needed this escape. But watching my buddies eye her like she was the real main course stirred a dark, possessive twist in my gut.

As plates emptied, Jake leaned back with a satisfied groan. “Damn, Emily. That was the best meal this cabin’s seen in years. We gotta thank the cook properly.”

Tom grinned, already standing. “Absolutely. None of that weak handshake bullshit.”

Before I could process it, Tom stepped around the table first. Emily looked up at him, surprised but playful, her wine glass still in hand. “Properly, huh?”

“Damn right,” he said, pulling her gently to her feet. He cupped her face with both hands and kissed her—long, slow, and deep. Not a peck. His mouth moved against hers like he meant it, and I saw her hand come up to rest on his chest, not pushing away. It lasted maybe ten seconds, but it felt like forever. When he pulled back, she was breathing a little faster, lips slightly swollen.

Mike was next, chuckling as he took his turn. “My turn to thank the chef.” He kissed her just as thoroughly, one hand sliding to her lower back, pulling her body flush against his for a moment. Emily made a soft sound into his mouth that went straight to my cock. Jake followed right after, more bold, his kiss turning heated enough that her fingers curled into his shirt. Each one lingered, appreciative, teasing. My friends were crossing a line, but she wasn’t stopping them. If anything, the tiredness in her eyes had been replaced by something brighter, hungrier—like the attention was exactly the distraction she craved after her rough patch.

My heart hammered as the last of them stepped back. Emily’s gaze flicked to me, cheeks pink, lips glossy. The air felt thick, charged. The guys were grinning like idiots, clapping me on the back. “Your turn, Mark. Don’t half-ass it now.”

I should’ve laughed it off. Should’ve told them to knock it off. Instead, I stood slowly, towering over her. “Come here, kiddo,” I murmured, voice low and rough. My hand slid to the nape of her neck, fingers threading into her soft hair as I pulled her in. Our eyes locked for a heartbeat—hers wide, searching, trusting. Then I kissed her.

It wasn’t fatherly. It was deep, claiming. My mouth moved over hers with years of suppressed want I hadn’t even fully admitted to myself. She tasted like wine and garlic and sweetness, melting into me instantly. Her body pressed against mine, soft breasts against my chest, hips fitting perfectly as my free hand gripped her waist. The kiss went on longer than the others—hotter, slower, my tongue brushing hers in a way that made her whimper quietly. Heat flooded my body, my cock hardening fully against her stomach. When I finally pulled back, her eyes were dazed, lips parted, and the word “Daddy” died unspoken between us.

The guys whooped and laughed, breaking the spell, but the damage was done. I could still feel her on my mouth. Emily touched her lips, glancing at me with a mix of surprise and something darker, needier. The shared bed upstairs suddenly felt a lot smaller.


Chapter 3

The cabin had finally gone quiet. The guys had crashed hard—Jake snoring loud enough to rattle the windows downstairs, the others passed out after one too many beers and endless teasing about Emily’s cooking and those “proper thanks” kisses. I’d had a few myself, enough to take the edge off but not enough to dull the sharp ache that had been building since that kiss in the kitchen. Emily had matched me drink for drink with wine, her laughter loosening up as the night went on. She’d needed it. The rough breakup, the job stress… tonight she’d seemed lighter, more alive.

Up in the loft, the big queen bed felt even smaller with both of us in it. I’d changed into loose gym shorts and a t-shirt, trying to keep things normal. Emily emerged from the attached bath in a tiny tank top and soft sleep shorts that barely covered the curve of her ass—the same one I’d been staring at earlier when she was bent over the oven. She slipped under the covers beside me, the mattress dipping as she scooted closer than necessary.

“Dad… thanks for today,” she whispered, her voice husky from the wine. The room was dark except for the moonlight filtering through the window over the lake. “I didn’t realize how much I needed this. The guys are fun. And you… you’ve always made me feel safe.”

Before I could respond, she turned toward me, curling into my side. Her leg slid over mine, bare skin warm and smooth. I draped an arm around her, hand resting on her hip like it belonged there. “Anything for you, kiddo,” I murmured, but the words felt loaded now. My fingers traced lazy circles on her waist, feeling the dip where her tank top had ridden up.

She tilted her head up, eyes sparkling with that flirty buzz. “Those kisses earlier… they were something else.” A soft giggle escaped her. “The guys were bold. But yours…” Her hand came up to my chest, fingers playing with the hem of my shirt. “Yours felt different.”

The tension snapped. I rolled slightly toward her, pulling her closer until her breasts pressed against me. “Yeah? How different?” I asked, voice low and rough. Our faces were inches apart, breath mingling with hints of wine.

Instead of answering, she leaned in and kissed me. Soft at first, teasing. Then deeper. I groaned into her mouth, cupping the back of her head as I kissed her back like a starving man. We made out like teenagers—slow, hungry, all tongues and soft bites on lower lips. Her body molded to mine, one of her legs hooking over my hip as she pressed closer. My hand roamed down her back, squeezing her ass through those tiny shorts, pulling her against the hard ridge of my cock straining in my shorts.

“Fuck, Emily,” I breathed between kisses, nipping at her jaw, then back to her mouth. She whimpered, grinding subtly against me, her fingers tangling in my hair. We rolled so she was half on top of me, her thigh rubbing right where I needed it. The kisses grew messier, wetter—teenage desperation mixed with adult heat. Tongues dancing, hands exploring under clothes but not quite crossing that final line yet. Her nipples were hard peaks against my chest, and every little moan she made into my mouth had me throbbing.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, lips swollen and glossy, breathing fast. “This is crazy… but it feels so good,” she whispered, forehead against mine, still cuddly and touchy, her fingers tracing my jaw. The alcohol and the long day had us both loose, flirty, wrapped up in each other under the sheets like we belonged there. The shared bed no longer felt like a problem—it felt inevitable.

Emily’s tongue tangled with mine in hot, needy strokes, her soft whimpers vibrating against my lips as we devoured each other like we’d been starving for this. My hand stayed firm on her ass, squeezing the bare cheek that had escaped her tiny sleep shorts, pulling her tighter against the throbbing length of my cock trapped in my gym shorts.

“God, Daddy…” she breathed between kisses, the word slipping out like sin and honey. It should’ve stopped me cold. Instead, it made me groan and kiss her harder, rolling us so I was half on top of her, my thigh pressing between her legs. She rocked against it instinctively, grinding her heat along my muscle with little desperate circles.

“This is so wrong,” I murmured against her mouth, even as my hand slid up under her tank top, fingers brushing the soft underside of her full breast. “You’re my stepdaughter… I shouldn’t be touching you like this.” But I didn’t stop. I cupped her breast fully, thumb circling her hard nipple, pinching just enough to make her gasp and arch into my palm.

Emily moaned, her hand slipping down to grip my shirt, tugging me closer. “It feels too good to stop,” she whispered, voice husky and flirty, nipping at my lower lip. “I’ve been so stressed… so empty since the breakup. But with you… I feel safe. Wanted.” She ground harder on my thigh, her sleep shorts damp against my skin. “Don’t stop touching me, please.”

I kissed her deeply again, tongues sliding as I pushed her tank top higher, exposing both breasts to the cool air and my hungry gaze in the moonlight. I groped them possessively—kneading the soft, heavy flesh, rolling her nipples between my fingers until she was whimpering into my mouth. Her hips moved faster, riding my thigh like she couldn’t help it, her hands roaming my chest and back, nails lightly scratching.

“Fuck, you’re soaked already,” I growled low, sliding one hand down her stomach and into the front of her shorts. No panties underneath. My fingers found her slick folds, parting them to circle her swollen clit. Emily cried out softly against my lips, kissing me frantically as I rubbed her—slow at first, then firmer, dipping two fingers inside her tight heat while my thumb worked her clit.

“Yes… like that,” she panted between messy, teenage-style makeouts, all tongue and breath and need. Her body trembled, legs spreading wider as she rocked onto my fingers. “It’s so wrong… but I need it. Need you, Daddy.”

The dirty words from her mouth snapped the last of my restraint. I kissed her through it all—deep, claiming kisses that muffled her moans as I fingered her faster, curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her. Her walls clenched around me, her clit pulsing under my thumb. She came hard, back arching, thighs shaking, a muffled cry swallowed by my mouth as her orgasm ripped through her. Wet heat flooded my hand, her body shuddering against mine in wave after wave while we kept kissing, slow and lazy now, cuddly and intimate in the afterglow.

I held her close, fingers still buried inside her as she came down, her forehead pressed to mine, breathing ragged. My cock ached painfully against her hip, but for now, feeling her tremble and cling to me like this was enough. Dangerous. Addictive.


Chapter 4

Emily was still trembling in my arms, her pussy clenching around my fingers as the last ripples of her orgasm faded. She looked up at me with those dazed, needy eyes, lips parted and swollen from all the making out. Her hand slid down my chest, over my stomach, and boldly palmed the thick bulge straining against my gym shorts.

“My turn, Daddy,” she whispered, voice husky and flirty, a little shy smile playing on her lips. “I want to make you feel good too.”

Before I could even respond, she was pushing me onto my back and crawling between my legs. She tugged my shorts down just enough to free my cock—it sprang out heavy and aching, the head already slick with precum. Her eyes widened for a second, but then she licked her lips and wrapped her small hand around the base.

“Fuck, Emily… look at you,” I groaned, my voice low and rough. “My sweet little stepdaughter, fresh off my fingers, already hungry for my cock. You have no idea how long I’ve tried not to think about this mouth.”

She leaned down and swirled her tongue around the head, tasting me, before taking me deeper into her warm, wet mouth. The sight of her—tank top still pushed up, tits out, ass up in those tiny shorts—nearly made me lose it right then. I threaded my fingers into her hair, gripping it tight, guiding her rhythm.

“That’s it, baby. Suck Daddy’s cock like a good girl,” I growled, hips bucking up slightly. “You’ve been teasing me all day in those little shorts, bending over that oven with your ass out for everyone to see. Now you’re gonna take care of what you started.”

Emily moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight through my shaft. She bobbed her head, taking more of me, her tongue working the underside. I tightened my grip in her hair, holding her in place as I started thrusting up into her mouth—slow at first, then harder. Deeper.

“Shit, yes—fuck that pretty face,” I muttered, watching her lips stretch around my thickness. “You like that? Being used by your stepdad while the guys are right downstairs? Bet your ex never fucked your throat like this.” I pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat, making her gag softly. Tears pricked the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t pull away—she relaxed her jaw and took it, looking up at me with pure lust.

I started face-fucking her in earnest, gripping her hair hard with both hands now, controlling her completely. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the loft as I drove my cock in and out of her mouth, balls slapping against her chin. “Good fucking girl. Swallow every inch. This is what you needed after that breakup, isn’t it? Daddy’s cock stretching your throat, making you forget everything else.”

She whimpered and sucked harder, one hand stroking what she couldn’t take, the other braced on my thigh. The sight of her choking on me, saliva dripping down her chin, had me throbbing. I held her down for a few seconds longer each time, buried to the hilt, her nose pressed against my pelvis, before pulling back just enough for her to breathe.

“You’re mine tonight, Emily. This mouth belongs to me.” My pace grew rougher, more demanding, the bed creaking softly under us as I used her face. The pressure built fast—too fast. “Gonna cum down your throat if you keep sucking me like that, baby. You want Daddy’s load? Take it all like the dirty little stepdaughter you are.”

Her mouth was heaven and sin all wrapped into one—hot, wet, and eager as she took the rough face-fucking like she was made for it. I gripped her hair tighter, knuckles white, using it like handles to drive my cock deeper into her throat with every thrust. Saliva dripped down her chin onto my balls, her eyes watering but locked on mine with that perfect mix of submission and hunger.

“Fuck, Emily—such a good little cocksucker for Daddy,” I growled, voice strained as the pressure coiled tight at the base of my spine. “Gonna fill that pretty throat first. You’re gonna swallow every drop like the filthy stepdaughter you are.”

She moaned around my shaft, the vibration pushing me over the edge. I buried myself to the hilt, nose pressed to my pelvis, and came hard—thick ropes pulsing straight down her throat as my hips jerked. She gagged and swallowed convulsively, milking me through it, but I wasn’t done. The second wave hit as I pulled out, stroking my slick cock fast over her face. “Open your mouth, baby—tongue out.”

She did, looking up at me so fucking perfect with those swollen lips and tear-streaked cheeks. I painted her face with the rest of my load—streaks across her cheeks, lips, and tongue, some landing on her eyelashes. The sight of my cum marking my stepdaughter’s face sent a final shudder through me. She looked wrecked, beautiful, and utterly claimed.

“Jesus Christ,” I breathed, chest heaving. I reached down and pulled her up gently by the arms, dragging her body on top of mine. Her cum-streaked face pressed into my neck as she settled, legs straddling my waist, her soft tits squished against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her, one hand stroking her back under the tank top, the other cupping her ass possessively. She was sticky and warm against me, still breathing hard, but the way she snuggled in felt so damn right.

“You okay, kiddo?” I murmured, kissing the top of her head, tasting a faint hint of myself on her skin. The wine, the long day, and the intensity of what we’d just done were pulling us both under.

“Mmm… perfect,” she whispered sleepily, nuzzling closer, one leg hooked over mine. “Felt so good… needed that.” Her fingers traced lazy patterns on my chest as her breathing slowed.

We stayed like that—tangled, messy, her body draped over mine like a blanket. The shared bed felt warmer, safer, and far more dangerous than it had any right to. Sleep came fast, the sound of the lake lapping outside mixing with our quiet heartbeats.


Chapter 5

I woke up slowly, the morning light filtering through the loft window and the lake gently lapping outside. My body felt heavy and satisfied from the night before, but the spot beside me was empty. The sheets still smelled like her—vanilla, sex, and a faint trace of my cum. A flicker of worry hit me before I caught the aroma drifting up from downstairs: fresh coffee, bacon, something sweet baking. Emily.

I pulled on my gym shorts, my cock already half-hard at the memories of her face painted with my load and her body draped over mine as we fell asleep. The guys were still stirring downstairs, voices low and groggy, but I followed the scent straight to the kitchen like a man possessed.

There she was again. Emily, playing domestic goddess just like yesterday. Bent over at the waist in front of the open oven, pulling out a tray of golden cinnamon rolls, her ass up and presented perfectly. She’d thrown on one of my old t-shirts—way too big on her, the hem riding up to bare the lower curves of her cheeks and the fact that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her pussy peeked out slightly between her thighs, still a little puffy and glistening from last night. Barefoot, hair messy from sleep and our rough play, she looked like every forbidden fantasy I’d ever tried to bury.

I couldn’t help myself. No warning. No words. The need hit me like a freight train.

I crossed the kitchen in two strides, grabbed her hips hard with both hands, and slammed my thick cock straight into her tight, welcoming pussy in one brutal thrust.

Emily gasped sharply, the oven tray clattering onto the counter as her hands braced against it. “Daddy—oh fuck!” she cried out, voice a mix of shock and instant pleasure. Her walls clenched around me like a vice, hot and soaking wet already, as if she’d been thinking about this too.

“Jesus, you’re so fucking tight,” I growled low in her ear, not giving her a second to adjust. I pulled back and drove in again, harder, burying myself balls-deep. The wet slap of skin echoed in the kitchen as I started fucking her with deep, punishing strokes. “Waking up to this perfect ass bent over like a little housewife… you knew what you were doing, didn’t you? Teasing Daddy again after swallowing my cum last night.”

She moaned, pushing back against me, her tits swinging under my oversized shirt as I railed her. “Yes… couldn’t sleep… wanted to make you breakfast,” she panted, gripping the counter. “But this—fuck, this is better.”

I kept one hand locked on her hip, the other sliding up under the shirt to grope her breast roughly, pinching her nipple as I pounded into her. The risk made it hotter—the guys’ voices carrying faintly from the living area, the smell of baking mixing with the scent of raw sex. “That’s right, take Daddy’s cock. This pussy belongs to me now. After everything you’ve been through, you needed a real man to stretch you open and remind you who you are.”

My thrusts grew faster, more relentless, the angle letting me hit deep inside her with every slam. She was dripping down my balls, her moans muffled as she tried to stay quiet. I leaned over her back, biting her shoulder lightly through the shirt. “Gonna fill this tight little cunt soon, baby. Breed my stepdaughter right here in the kitchen while the guys are right outside.”

I was lost in the tight, wet heat of Emily’s pussy, slamming into her from behind with deep, relentless strokes that made her ass ripple against my hips. The kitchen counter creaked under her grip, cinnamon rolls forgotten on the tray as she moaned and pushed back to meet every thrust. My oversized t-shirt was bunched up around her waist, giving me the perfect view of my cock disappearing into her dripping folds.

“Gonna breed this tight little stepdaughter pussy,” I growled into her ear, voice low and filthy. “Fill you up with Daddy’s cum until it’s leaking down your thighs. You want that, baby? Want me to knock you up right here where anyone could see?”

“Yes—fuck, Dadsy, please,” she whimpered, clenching around me.

The sound of footsteps and voices hit us at the same time the rich scent of breakfast must’ve reached the living area.

“Damn, something smells amazing in here—”

Jake’s words died mid-sentence as he rounded the corner, followed closely by Tom and Mike. All three froze in the doorway, eyes wide at the sight: me balls-deep in my 23-year-old stepdaughter, her bent over the oven in nothing but my t-shirt, getting fucked raw in broad morning light.

For half a second, silence hung thick. Then Emily moaned louder, her body betraying her as I didn’t even slow down. If anything, getting caught only made me thrust harder, rougher, my hips slapping loudly against her ass.

“Holy shit,” Mike breathed.

I locked eyes with them over her back, one hand still gripping her hip hard enough to bruise, the other tangled in her messy hair. “Don’t just stand there staring,” I grunted, pounding into her without missing a beat. “She’s been teasing all weekend. Bent over like a perfect little housewife. This pussy’s mine now.”

Emily’s face was flushed crimson with embarrassment and overwhelming pleasure, but she didn’t try to pull away. Instead, she arched her back more, letting them see everything. “Daddy… oh god, they’re watching…”

“That’s right, baby. Let them see Daddy breeding his stepdaughter,” I snarled, slamming in deep and grinding against her cervix. “Gonna pump you full until your belly swells. Show them what a good girl you are for me.”

The guys didn’t leave. Jake let out a low whistle, grinning. “Fuck, Mark… didn’t know the trip was turning into this.” Tom chuckled, adjusting himself openly. Mike just stared, mesmerized.

Their presence pushed her over the edge. I felt her walls flutter and clamp down hard around my cock. “Cum for them, Emily. Show Daddy’s friends how hard you cum on my dick.”

She shattered with a loud, broken cry, her whole body shaking as her orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy gushed around me, pulsing rhythmically, juices dripping down her thighs while the guys cheered—loud whoops and filthy encouragement filling the kitchen.

“Atta girl!” Jake called.

“Take that breeding, sweetheart,” Tom added with a laugh.

I kept fucking her through it, rough and possessive, drawing out every tremor as she moaned and trembled against the counter. The cinnamon rolls were going cold, but none of us cared. The secret was out, and the weekend had just gotten a whole lot more interesting.


Chapter 6

Emily was still shaking from her orgasm, her tight pussy spasming around my cock as I gave her a few more deep, possessive thrusts. The guys’ cheers echoed in the kitchen, but I wasn’t done claiming her. With a groan, I pulled out slowly, watching my thick shaft emerge glistening with her juices. A thick drop of precum mixed with her cream leaked from her puffy folds.

I spun her around, cupping her face with both hands, and kissed her hard—deep and claiming, tasting the remnants of last night on her tongue. She melted into it, moaning softly into my mouth. Then I pulled back, turned her slightly, and brought my hand down hard on her bare ass with a loud smack. She yelped, the sound turning into a breathy giggle as the red handprint bloomed on her skin.

“Good girl,” I murmured against her lips. “Now finish breakfast for us, baby. Daddy and his friends are hungry.”

Emily’s cheeks were flushed deep red, but she nodded obediently, biting her lip as she tugged my t-shirt down just enough to cover her ass—barely. She turned back to the counter on shaky legs, bending over again to pull the last of the food together while the cinnamon rolls cooled. The domestic sight of her, freshly fucked and leaking my precum down her thighs, arranging plates like a perfect little housewife, had my cock twitching back to full hardness.

The guys were still standing there, grinning like idiots, eyes glued to her every move.

“Mark… you serious right now?” Jake asked, voice thick. “After that show… can we thank her properly? Like last night, but better.”

I glanced at Emily. She peeked over her shoulder at me, eyes dark with fresh arousal despite the embarrassment. I smirked. “Yeah. You can thank the cook. Emily, get on your knees for them, sweetheart. Show Daddy’s friends what that pretty mouth can do.”

She set the spatula down, turned, and sank gracefully to her knees right there on the kitchen floor in front of the three of them. My t-shirt rode up again, exposing her glistening pussy as she looked up at them with parted lips. The guys moved in closer, already freeing themselves, the air thick with lust and the smell of fresh breakfast.

“That’s my girl,” I said, leaning against the counter to watch, stroking myself slowly. “Make them feel welcome.”

Emily looked up at us from her knees, lips parted and eager, my oversized t-shirt pooled around her thighs. The guys wasted no time, Jake stepping forward first and guiding his cock to her mouth. She took him in willingly, sucking him down with a soft moan as Tom and Mike stroked themselves, waiting their turn.

I couldn’t just watch. The sight of her on her knees like that—freshly fucked, serving my friends—made me rock hard again. I moved behind her, dropping to my knees on the kitchen floor. “Ass up, baby. Daddy’s not done with this pussy.”

She arched her back obediently, pushing her ass higher while keeping Jake’s cock in her mouth. I gripped her hips, lined up my thick cock with her slick, dripping entrance, and slid into her tight heat in one smooth, deep thrust. “Fuck, still so wet for me,” I groaned, bottoming out inside her. Her walls clenched around me like a vice as I started fucking her in steady, powerful strokes—doggy style right there on the kitchen floor.

Emily moaned loudly around Jake’s dick, the vibration making him curse and thrust deeper into her throat. I kept pounding her from behind, my hips slapping against her ass with every thrust, watching her body rock forward onto Jake’s cock.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” I growled, one hand fisting her hair to help control the rhythm as she bobbed between them. “Take Daddy’s cock while you suck my friends’ dicks. Such a good little stepdaughter slut, feeding us breakfast and then feeding us this mouth and pussy.”

Jake pulled out after a minute, breathing hard, and Tom took his place, sliding into her mouth as she eagerly switched. I fucked her harder, gripping her hips tight enough to leave marks, driving deep with every stroke. “Look at her, boys. Bent over like a perfect little housewife, getting railed while she services the whole group. You love this, don’t you, Emily? After that rough breakup, you needed Daddy and his friends to use all your holes.”

She whimpered affirmatively around Tom’s cock, pushing back against me desperately as I railed her. Mike stepped up next, taking his turn in her mouth while Tom stroked himself, waiting again. The wet sounds of her sucking mixed with the obscene slap of my balls against her pussy filled the kitchen, the smell of cinnamon rolls and sex hanging thick in the air.

I reached around and rubbed her clit as I fucked her, feeling her tremble. “Gonna breed this cunt while you choke on their cocks. Cum for Daddy again, baby—show them how well you take it.”

Her body tensed, pussy fluttering wildly around me as another orgasm hit her hard, muffled moans vibrating around Mike’s dick. I didn’t slow down, pounding her through it, claiming her completely in front of my friends.

I kept thrusting deep into Emily’s tight pussy from behind, the wet slap of our bodies filling the kitchen as she stayed on all fours like a perfect little fucktoy. Her back arched beautifully, ass rippling with every hard stroke while she switched between my friends’ cocks with eager, sloppy enthusiasm.

Jake was back in her mouth first, groaning as she bobbed on him, her moans vibrating around his shaft every time I bottomed out inside her. “Fuck, she’s good,” he grunted, holding her head steady. I gripped her hips tighter and pounded her harder, forcing her deeper onto him.

“Suck him down, baby,” I growled, spanking her ass sharply. “Drain my buddy’s balls while Daddy breeds this cunt. Show us what a grateful stepdaughter you are after that rough time.”

Jake didn’t last long. With a low curse, he buried himself in her throat and unloaded, pumping thick ropes straight down her gullet. Emily swallowed greedily, not spilling a drop, her pussy clenching around me like a vice as she took it. Jake pulled out, breathing hard, and Tom immediately took his place.

Tom fucked her face more aggressively, matching my rhythm as I railed her from behind. “That’s it, sweetheart—milk me while your stepdad stretches you out.” I reached around to rub her clit, keeping her right on the edge as she sucked him noisily, saliva dripping down her chin onto the floor. Tom lasted a few minutes before he groaned and flooded her throat too, holding her nose pressed to his pelvis until she swallowed every drop.

Mike was last. By now Emily was a mess—face flushed, lips swollen, eyes watery—but she looked up at him hungrily and took him deep, hollowing her cheeks as I continued slamming into her soaked pussy. “Look at you,” I snarled, voice rough with lust. “Three cocks down your throat before breakfast and still taking Daddy like a champ. This is what you needed, isn’t it? Getting used and filled after everything.”

Mike thrust into her mouth, cursing under his breath as she worked him expertly. The sight of her servicing all my friends while I claimed her pussy pushed me right to the brink, but I held back, wanting to feel her take every last load first. Mike finally tensed and came hard, groaning as he emptied himself down her throat. Emily swallowed it all, coughing softly but staying on her knees like a good girl until he pulled out.

Only then did I let go.

I grabbed her hips with both hands and fucked her brutally—deep, punishing strokes that made her cry out. “Now it’s Daddy’s turn to breed you, baby. Gonna flood this stepdaughter pussy full of cum while my friends watch.”

Emily pushed back against me desperately, whimpering, “Please, Daddy—fill me up.” Her walls fluttered wildly around me as another orgasm hit her. That was all it took. I buried myself to the hilt and came with a deep groan, pumping rope after thick rope of hot cum straight into her womb. I kept grinding deep, making sure every drop stayed inside her as I bred her right there on the kitchen floor.

When I finally pulled out, a thick trickle of my cum leaked from her well-fucked pussy. She stayed on all fours for a moment, catching her breath, looking thoroughly used and satisfied.

The guys were grinning, already reaching for plates. Breakfast was officially served.


Chapter 7

We finally moved to the big wooden table like nothing out of the ordinary had happened—except Emily was a walking, leaking mess. My cum was already starting to drip down her inner thighs as she moved around the kitchen in just my oversized t-shirt, plating up the cinnamon rolls, bacon, eggs, and coffee. She looked every bit the well-fucked domestic goddess: flushed cheeks, swollen lips, messy hair, and that shy-but-aroused smile every time she caught one of us staring.

The guys were seated and grinning like wolves as she started serving. I pulled her onto my lap first when she brought my plate over. “Sit right here while you eat, baby,” I murmured, spreading her legs over mine so my softening cock nestled against her messy pussy. My hand slipped under the shirt immediately, two fingers pushing through the slick creampie leaking out of her and curling inside. She gasped softly, squirming on me as I slowly fingered her full cunt right there at the table.

The guys dug in, moaning appreciatively about the food, but their eyes kept drifting to her. “Best breakfast we’ve ever had,” Jake said with a wink. “Especially dessert.”

After a few minutes, Tom patted his thigh. “Pass her this way. My turn to thank the cook properly.”

I gave her ass a firm smack and helped her stand. Emily moved obediently around the table, still leaking my load, and settled onto Tom’s lap. He didn’t waste time—his hand went straight between her thighs, fingers sliding easily into her cum-filled pussy. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, trying to take a bite of cinnamon roll while he slowly pumped two thick fingers in and out, stirring my cum deeper.

“Feel that, sweetheart?” Tom murmured loud enough for all of us to hear. “Mark really filled you up. So fucking sloppy and warm.”

She whimpered, hips rocking subtly on his hand. After a couple minutes, Mike called next. Emily was passed to him, legs spread over his lap as he took his turn fingering her. He was rougher, scissoring his fingers and rubbing her clit with his thumb until her breathing turned ragged. “Good girl, keeping Daddy’s load inside while we play with you,” he praised.

Jake was last at the table. When she straddled him, he pushed three fingers in easily, fucking her with them while she tried to finish her coffee. “She’s clenching so hard,” Jake laughed. “Bet she’s gonna cum again before we’re done eating.”

I watched the whole thing, stroking myself under the table, my cock hardening again at the sight of my stepdaughter being passed around like shared property—fingered at every seat while she served and ate breakfast like the perfect little hostess. Her moans grew harder to hide, her thighs trembling as another orgasm built from all the attention.


Chapter 8

After breakfast, with Emily’s thighs still shiny from my cum and the guys’ fingering, we finally headed down to the lake. The sun was bright and warm, the water calm and inviting. The open dynamic had shifted everything—no more pretending. Emily walked between us in just a tiny bikini top and the bottom I’d barely let her put on, my hand possessively on her ass the whole way to the dock.

Once we were on the boat and out in the middle of the lake, I pulled her close and made the rules clear. “Listen up, boys,” I said, voice firm as I gripped her hips. “You can play with her. Touch her, fuck her mouth, use her pussy if she wants it. But no one cums inside her. That’s only for Daddy. Her womb is mine to breed. Understood?”

The guys nodded, grinning with a mix of respect and hunger. “Fair enough, Mark. We’ll save the loads for that pretty face and tits.”

Emily shivered against me, biting her lip at the words, clearly turned on by the possession. We dropped anchor in a secluded cove. Clothes came off fast—skinny dipping under the sun. Emily’s bikini was discarded on the deck as the guys helped “apply sunscreen,” their hands roaming everywhere. Jake massaged her tits until her nipples were hard peaks, Tom rubbed it into her ass cheeks, spreading them to tease her holes, while Mike’s fingers dipped between her thighs.

I watched for a bit, stroking myself, then bent her over the boat railing. “On your knees first, baby. Show them they can use that mouth.”

She dropped eagerly. The guys took turns face-fucking her while the boat rocked gently. I eventually pulled her up, slid into her tight pussy from behind in full view, and fucked her slow and deep while they watched and stroked. “Feel that, Emily? Daddy’s cock owning this cunt while my friends use your throat.”

They rotated—Tom in her mouth while I railed her, then Jake, then Mike. Her moans carried across the water as she came hard on my dick, but I pulled out each time before finishing, reminding them of the rule. Later, we moved to the swim platform in the water. They took turns bending her over it, sliding into her pussy one after another while she floated and moaned, but always pulling out to paint her back, tits, or face when they were close. I was the only one who got to stay buried deep, grinding and filling her with another load while they cheered.

The whole day was a blur of sun, water, hands, and her eager body—perfectly shared but ultimately mine. By the time the sun started dipping, she was glowing, exhausted, and marked with their loads everywhere except where I’d claimed her.


Chapter 6

The cabin was quiet again after a long, filthy day on the lake. The guys had crashed downstairs, exhausted from the sun, the beers, and using every inch of Emily they were allowed. She was back where she belonged—naked in the big queen bed in the loft with me. The moonlight spilled across her body as she lay on her stomach, ass slightly raised, still flushed and marked from the day’s activities.

I couldn’t get enough of her. I spread her cheeks with both hands and buried my face between them without warning, my tongue dragging slowly over her tight, puckered hole. Emily gasped into the pillow, hips twitching as I licked her ass with long, deliberate strokes—tasting her, worshipping the one place no one else had touched.

“Fuck, Daddy…” she moaned, pushing back against my mouth.

I gripped her cheeks harder, spreading her wider as I swirled my tongue around her rim, then pushed inside just enough to make her whimper. “This ass is mine, baby,” I growled against her skin, the vibrations making her clench. I ate her out sloppily—messy, hungry licks and sucks, my stubble rubbing against her soft flesh. “The guys can play with your pussy and mouth all they want… but this tight little hole? Only Daddy gets to use it. I’m going to be the first and only one to stretch it open and fuck it deep.”

I slid a finger into her soaked pussy while my tongue kept working her ass, getting it nice and wet. “Gonna train this virgin ass with my cock. Slow at first, so you feel every inch claiming what belongs to me. Then I’ll fuck it properly—hard, like you need after everything you’ve been through.” I pushed my tongue deeper, fucking her with it while she moaned and writhed. “No one else ever gets in here. Just me breeding this ass full of cum when I’m ready. You’re going to take Daddy’s cock in your ass like a good girl, aren’t you?”

Emily was trembling, pushing back desperately against my face. “Yes… only you, Daddy. Please… I want it to be yours.”

I kept devouring her ass, licking and fingering her until she was a dripping, whimpering mess—completely owned in the one way that was purely mine.

I kept my face buried between Emily’s perfect cheeks, tongue fucking her tight little asshole with wet, obscene strokes while she moaned and pushed back against me. She was soaked everywhere—pussy dripping down her thighs from the day’s constant use, her rim glistening with my spit. But I needed more. I needed to claim the one hole that was still purely mine.

I pulled back and brought my hand down hard on her right ass cheek—SMACK—the sound cracking through the quiet loft. She yelped, the flesh jiggling beautifully as a red handprint bloomed. “You’ve been such a little slut today, haven’t you, baby?” I growled, spanking her left cheek even harder. SMACK! “Letting all of Daddy’s friends use your mouth and stretch this sloppy pussy. Bent over the boat like a cheap whore while they took turns.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! I rained down a series of firm spanks, alternating cheeks until her ass glowed bright red. Emily cried out with each one, but her hips kept rocking, pussy clenching visibly with need.

“Yes, Daddy… I was a slut for them,” she whimpered into the pillow, voice trembling with arousal. “I’m sorry—”

“You’re not sorry,” I said, spanking her again, harder this time, watching her ass bounce. “You loved being passed around like Daddy’s shared fucktoy. That’s why this ass needs to be punished and claimed. Only I get to fuck it. Only Daddy breeds this virgin hole.”

I spat directly on her puckered rim and worked two fingers in slowly, stretching her while I continued spanking her with my free hand. SMACK! SMACK! “Such a dirty little stepdaughter slut. Three cocks down your throat before breakfast, pussy full of my cum on the lake, and still greedy for more. But this ass? Mine.”

Emily was shaking, moaning loudly now as my fingers pumped deeper, scissoring to open her up. I added more spit, working in a third finger while spanking her relentlessly, turning her ass a deep, throbbing red. “Please, Daddy… fuck my ass. I need you to be the only one.”

I positioned myself behind her, cock rock-hard and leaking. Gripping her sore, spanked cheeks, I pressed the thick head against her tight ring and pushed forward. She gasped sharply as I sank in, inch by inch, stretching her virgin ass around me. “Fuck, so tight… that’s it, take Daddy’s cock in your ass like the punished little slut you are.”

Once I was buried to the hilt, I started thrusting—slow and deep at first, then building to rough, claiming strokes. My hand never stopped spanking her, punctuating every thrust. SMACK! “This is what happens when you let other men touch what’s mine.” SMACK! “Your ass belongs to Daddy now.” SMACK!

I fucked her harder, the bed creaking as I railed her reddened ass, one hand fisting her hair to pull her head back. “Gonna cum so deep in this hole, baby. Fill your slutty stepdaughter ass with my load. No one else ever gets this—only me.”

Emily came hard from the spanking and the intense fullness, her whole body shuddering, ass clenching rhythmically around my cock. The feeling pushed me over the edge. With a deep groan, I slammed in one final time and flooded her ass with thick, hot ropes of cum, breeding her deepest place while she milked every drop.

I stayed buried inside her as we collapsed, my hand gently rubbing her sore, spanked cheeks. She was mine—completely.


Chapter 7

I wasn’t done with her. Not even close. After filling her freshly claimed ass with my load, I pulled out slowly, watching a thick trickle of cum leak from her reddened, spanked hole. Emily was still trembling, face buried in the pillow, ass glowing from all the punishment.

“Come here, baby,” I murmured, rolling her gently onto her side so we were facing each other. Her leg hooked over my hip instinctively as I pulled her close, our bodies pressed together in the moonlit loft. Her full breasts squished against my chest, her breath warm on my neck. I gripped her thigh, lifting it higher, and lined up my still-hard cock with her dripping pussy.

I pushed into her in one smooth, deep thrust, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, cum-slick heat. “Mmm, fuck… that’s it,” I groaned softly, starting a lazy, rolling rhythm—deep and unhurried, grinding against her cervix with every slow push. No frantic pounding this time. Just intimate, possessive strokes that let me feel every flutter of her walls around me.

Emily moaned quietly, her forehead pressed to mine, eyes half-lidded with exhaustion and pleasure. Her hand rested on my chest as I fucked her like this—slow, deep, intimate.

“Only Daddy gets to spill inside you,” I whispered against her lips between lazy kisses, thrusting deep and holding there, letting her feel me throb inside her. “Those other guys can use your mouth and fuck your pussy all weekend… but they don’t get to breed you. This womb is mine. Only I get to flood it. Only I get to knock up my sweet little stepdaughter.”

I kept the pace slow and grinding, one hand on her sore, spanked ass, squeezing the warm flesh as I pulled her tighter onto my cock. “You felt so good letting them use you today, didn’t you, slut? But at the end of the night, you’re right here in my bed, taking Daddy’s cock deep while I remind you who owns this fertile little cunt.” Another deep thrust, circling my hips to stir her up. “Gonna fill you again tonight. Pump you so full of my cum that it takes. That’s what you need after everything—Daddy breeding you properly.”

She whimpered, clenching around me, her leg tightening over my hip as we rocked together face-to-face. The lazy, intimate fuck felt even filthier after the rough day and the spanking—raw connection mixed with pure taboo ownership. I kissed her deeply, swallowing her moans as I kept fucking her slow and deep, building toward another load that would stay right where it belonged.

We stayed locked face-to-face on our sides, my cock buried deep in her welcoming pussy as I fucked her with those slow, lazy, grinding thrusts. Every roll of my hips pressed me against her cervix, stirring her up and making her whimper softly against my mouth. Her leg stayed hooked high over my hip, giving me perfect access to keep her full.

“Listen to me, baby,” I murmured between deep kisses, my voice low and rough as I drove into her again. “From now on, you go to sleep with Daddy’s cock inside you every night. Just like this. So I can take this pussy whenever I want—awake or asleep. You’re mine to use. My personal little breeding toy.”

Emily moaned, her walls fluttering around me at the words. I kept the pace deep and unhurried, one hand gripping her sore, spanked ass to pull her even closer. “That’s right. No more empty nights after your rough breakup. You’ll fall asleep full of me and wake up getting fucked. Only Daddy gets to spill inside you. Only I get to breed this fertile little cunt.”

The lazy rhythm started building, turning hotter, more insistent. I thrust deeper, grinding against her clit with every stroke. “You let the guys use your mouth and pussy today like a good slut, but this right here? This is where I claim you. Gonna pump you so full tonight that it sticks. Knock up my stepdaughter while you’re wrapped around me.”

Her breathing hitched, body trembling as she clenched hard around my cock. I kissed her through it, swallowing her cries as I fucked her steadily toward the edge. “Cum for me, baby. Milk Daddy’s load so I can fill you up.”

She shattered with a soft, broken moan, her pussy spasming rhythmically around me. That was all I needed. I buried myself as deep as I could and came hard, flooding her with thick, hot ropes of cum—pulse after pulse painting her womb while I held her tight against me. “Take it all… good girl. Daddy’s breeding you right where you belong.”

We stayed exactly like that, my cock still buried deep inside her as the last spurts faded. I didn’t pull out. Instead, I pulled the sheet over us, her leg still draped over my hip, our bodies connected and leaking together. Her head rested on my chest, breath slowing as exhaustion finally took her.

“Sleep with me inside you tonight,” I whispered one last time, kissing her forehead. “Every night from now on.”

She murmured something sleepy and content, already drifting off full of me. I held her close, cock softening but staying nestled in her warm, cum-filled pussy, and let sleep pull me under too.


Epilogue

The loft was dark and still, only the faint lap of the lake and the distant hoot of an owl breaking the silence. I woke slowly, my body heavy with satisfaction, but something primal stirred deep in my gut. My cock was rock-hard again, nestled snugly inside Emily’s warm, cum-filled pussy. She was still asleep, breathing slow and deep against my chest, her leg draped over my hip exactly as we’d fallen asleep—connected, full of me, just like I’d promised.

I didn’t pull out. Instead, I rolled my hips forward in a lazy, careful thrust, sinking even deeper into her slick heat. She made a soft, unconscious whimper in her sleep, her walls fluttering gently around me, but she didn’t wake. Good girl.

“Fuck, baby,” I whispered against her hair, keeping my voice low. “Even asleep you’re taking Daddy’s cock so well.” I started fucking her slowly—deep, grinding strokes that let me savor every inch of her tight, creamy cunt. My hand rested possessively on her sore, spanked ass, squeezing the warm flesh as I used her sleeping body.

“You’re mine now,” I breathed, thrusting a little harder, the wet sounds of my cock sliding through our combined cum barely audible in the quiet room. “No more rough breakups. No more empty nights. From now on, you sleep with Daddy inside you every night so I can breed you whenever I need this pussy. Awake… or asleep.”

Her body responded even in sleep—nipples hard against my chest, pussy growing wetter and clenching softly around me with each deep push. I kept the rhythm steady and claiming, one hand sliding up to cup her breast, thumb brushing her nipple as I fucked her. The taboo thrill of taking her like this, completely unaware, had me throbbing harder.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Take Daddy’s load while you dream.” I buried my face in her neck, inhaling her scent as the pressure built. A few more slow, deep thrusts and I came hard—thick ropes of cum pulsing deep into her womb, flooding her again while she slept peacefully around me. I held myself buried to the hilt, grinding through the last spurts, making sure every drop stayed inside where it belonged.

Only then did I relax, cock still nestled deep in her cum-filled pussy. I kissed her forehead and pulled the sheet higher over us, drifting back to sleep with my stepdaughter wrapped around me—claimed, bred, and utterly mine.
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