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

	Younger woman older man age gap
	Forced impregnation
	Stepcest (stepfather/stepdaughter dynamic)


If these themes disturb you, please refrain from reading.

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

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


The house was dark when I finally pushed through the front door, my shoulders heavy from another late night at the lab. The quiet was oppressive—just the hum of the refrigerator and the faint, flickering glow of the television from the living room. I loosened my tie with a sigh, rolling the stiffness from my neck as I stepped further inside.

Then I saw her.

Lia.

Curled up on the couch, her dark hair spilling over the armrest, one slender arm tucked beneath her cheek. My chest tightened. I hadn’t seen her in weeks—not since she left for that summer internship. And now here she was, asleep in my living room like she’d never left.

I moved closer, my shoes silent on the hardwood. The TV played some old rom-com, volume low, casting shifting shadows across her face. She looked softer in sleep, younger. The kind of girl who still believed in happy endings.

My gaze drifted lower.

She was wearing my shirt.

The realization hit me like a slow, warm punch to the gut. One of my old dress shirts—the navy one I’d thought I’d lost—draped over her small frame, the fabric slipping off one smooth shoulder. The hem had ridden up her thighs, revealing the curve of her ass in nothing but thin, lace-trimmed panties.

Fuck me.

I swallowed hard, my pulse suddenly too loud in my ears. I should’ve looked away. Should’ve turned off the TV, draped a blanket over her, and walked upstairs like a decent fucking human being.

But I didn’t.

I stared.

The shirt gaped where she’d twisted in her sleep, giving me a glimpse of the swell of her breast, the shadow between them. My fingers twitched at my sides. How many times had I imagined her like this? Waking up to her in my bed, my clothes on her body, her skin warm under my hands—

Christ. I dragged a hand down my face. This was wrong. She was Lia. My stepdaughter. Barely out of high school.

And yet—

Her lashes fluttered. A soft sigh escaped her lips as she shifted, the shirt riding higher. My throat went dry.

Then her eyes opened.

For a second, she just blinked up at me, drowsy and disoriented. Then her lips curled into a sleepy smile. “You’re home.”

Her voice was husky from sleep, and it did things to me it shouldn’t. “Yeah,” I managed. “Didn’t mean to wake you.”

She stretched, arching her back like a cat, and the shirt slipped another dangerous inch. “Mmm. I missed you.”

Before I could react, she threw her arms around my neck and pressed herself against me.

Every muscle in my body locked.

Her body was warm. Soft in all the right places, her breasts pressing into my chest, her thighs brushing mine. The scent of her shampoo—something sweet, like coconut—filled my lungs. And underneath it, her. That faint, intoxicating musk that made my cock twitch in my slacks.

Fuck. Fuck.

I forced myself to exhale. “You’re back early.”

“Couldn’t stay away.” She nuzzled into my collar, her breath hot against my skin. “This place is too quiet without me.”

I should’ve laughed. Should’ve pulled away.

But my hands—traitors—settled on her waist. Just to steady her. Just to keep her from falling.

Her skin was so damn soft.

“Go back to sleep,” I murmured, my voice rougher than I intended. “We’ll catch up in the morning.”

She made a small, protesting noise and tightened her arms around me. “Don’t go. I only fell asleep because the house was too empty.”

I hesitated.

Bad idea. Very bad idea.

But then she looked up at me, her dark eyes pleading, and I was lost.

“Fine.” I kicked off my shoes, tugged my tie loose, and stretched out beside her on the couch. It was too small for both of us—her body slotted against mine like we’d been made to fit this way.

Her leg hooked over mine.

Jesus.

“Goodnight,” I said, pressing a kiss to the top of her head because it was the least dangerous place I could reach.

She arched into me, her ass pressing against my growing erection, and my jaw clenched.

“Night, Daddy,” she murmured.

I woke up the next morning hard as a rock.

Not just hard—throbbing, full and aching. My cock was a rigid line trapped in my boxer briefs, straining against the zipper of my slacks, a monster with a personal vendetta against its restraints. And worse—It was wedged right against Lia’s ass.

I froze, my brain scrambling to catch up with my body. The dim morning light flittered through the curtains, casting everything in soft, hazy tones. Lia was still curled against me, her back pressed to my chest, her ass snug against my dawn boner.

And my hand—Jesus Christ, my hand was cupping her tit!

Not just resting there. Groping. My fingers had somehow slipped under the loose fabric of my stolen shirt, palming the full, warm weight of her. Her nipple was a puffy bump against my palm, and I could feel her heartbeat—fast, steady—beneath my depraved fingertips.

I needed to move. Now.

But before I could pull away, Lia stirred.

A soft sigh escaped her lips, her body arching slightly into my touch. My stomach dropped. She’s awake!

And then—

She rolled over to face me.

Her dark eyes met mine, sleepy but aware, her lips curling into a slow, catlike smile. My pulse hammered in my throat as she deliberately pressed her hips forward, grinding against my raging cock.

“I didn’t know you felt this way,” she murmured, her voice still heavy with sleep.

My mouth went dry. “It-it happens every morning in healthy men,” I stammered, scrambling for an excuse. “It’s natural. The body’s way of maintaining healthy penile tissue.”

Penile tissue? What the hell was wrong with me?

Lia’s smirk deepened. “Ok, Doctor Daddy.” Her hand slid between us, her fingers tracing the outline of my dick through my pants. I sucked in a sharp breath as she squeezed lightly, her thumb brushing over the head. “So this isn’t for me?” she asked, tilting her head.

I swallowed hard. “Lia, you’re my stepdaughter.”

“You and mom live in separate houses.” Her fingers tightened just enough to make my hips jerk. “And I’m legal.” She dragged her lower lip between her teeth. “Unless…you don’t think I’m pretty?”

Pretty? She was fucking gorgeous. The way her black hair fanned out over the couch cushions, the way her bare thighs peeked out from under my shirt, the way her nipples were visible beneath the thin fabric—

I was rock hard. And she knew it.

“Lia,” I growled,” my voice firm. “Seriously? My dick is about to rip through my zipper.”

“You just said it’s natural,” she teased, her fingers still stroking me. “Something about…maintaining a healthy penis? Which is totally something a doctor would say.”

I clenched my jaw. She was twisting my words, playing with fire, and my cock was relentless.

Her pout was lethal. Full lips, doe eyes, her Filipina accent, and that fucking shirt slipping off one shoulder. “You’re really going to leave me like this?”

I should have pulled away. Should’ve stood up, walked out, anything.

But then her hand dipped lower, her fingertips tracing the waistband of my pants. “Remember that time you caught me masturbating?”

Like it was yesterday. She was sixteen.

“Your bedroom door was wide open, Lia.”

“It was an invitation.”

“Christ, were you trying to get me locked up!” I exclaimed, he fingers still tracing the outline of my cock through my slacks. I caught her wrist, my grip firm but not rough, “Lia.”

She didn’t stop. Instead she tilted her head up, and our eyes met. “You don’t like it?” Her voice was a whisper, teasing and knowing. “Cause your dick says otherwise.”

I exhaled through my nose, my pulse hammering. “That’s not the point.”

Her palm pressed flat against my bulge, fingers curling just enough to make my hips thrust instinctively. “Then what is? Because you are obviously getting off with me.”

She was fucking with my resolve. She wasn’t wrong. I wanted to roll her over and fuck her brains out. I swallowed hard. “Where is this coming from?”

She bit her lip, considering my question. Then, with a small sigh, she shifted closer, her thigh slipping between mine. “I’ve been thinking about you since I was sixteen.”

The admission sent a sharp thrill pulsing into my cock. Sixteen. Fucking wrong. “Do you know how much trouble your little fantasy could have got me into? I could have lost everything, my medical practice—my life would have been ruined.”

“No it wouldn’t. No one would have ever found out. Besides, sixteen is the age of consent in our state.”

“How do you even know that? You know what, don’t answer that. Your mom and I might not be living together, but I am still your stepdad. You are nineteen and I am forty four.”

Her hand was still squeezing my cock. And I made no attempt to push her away.

“Age is just a number.” She laughed softly. “And besides, you’ve never acted like a dad. I mean, you were good to me, supported me—more than mom even.”

I frowned. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Her fingers trailed up my chest, the bold little minx. “You were always just…Dane. The hot scientist who smelled like expensive cologne, has a nice body, and talked to me like I was an adult.” She paused. “And you looked at me. Not like a daughter.”

“My jaw tightened. “I never—”

“You did.” Her voice sure of her statement. “Not in a creepy way. Just…noticing. And that day you caught me touching myself, you stared a second too long before forcing yourself to look away.”

I dragged my hand over my face. “Lia, this isn’t—”

“I’ve always liked older men,” she interrupted, her fingers toying with my zipper. “Not guys my age. They’re stupid. They don’t know how to touch a woman. Don’t know how to take control.” Her gaze flicked up to mine, bold and unashamed. “But you do.”

My cock throbbed. I could protest all I wanted, but there was no way I wasn’t going to fuck my stepdaughter this morning. I tried to be the responsible adult in the room, but then she said, “I used to imagine it, daddy. You catching me late at night. Closing my door behind you so mom doesn’t hear us having sex. Pinning me down. Telling me how pretty I looked as you stick your cock inside of me.”

A rough sound escaped my throat.

“I’ve been thinking about this for a long time. Do you still think I don’t know what I want?”

I held her gaze as she unbuttoned my slacks and lowered the zipper. Her fingers dipped below the waistband of my briefs. Her touch was clumsy, unpracticed, but determined. I rolled onto my back and yanked my pants down to my thighs, and my cock sprang free, thick and heavy against my stomach, already leaking with precum.

Lia froze. For one agonizing second, she just stared, her mouth slightly agape.

“God damn.” Just that. A soft, breathy exhale. Her fingers hovered, not quite touching. “You’re, um…way bigger than the first guy I was with.”

A rough laugh tore from my throat. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She bit her lip, her gaze flicked up to mine. “Like way bigger—It’s so thick.”

I should have asked her if she was sure about this, if she really wanted this—if she had any goddamn idea that what we were about to do would change our relationship forever.

But her hand wrapped around me, tentative at first, then firmer, and every shred of self-control I had left snapped. “Turn around,” I ordered. My stepdaughter rolled over and pushed her round little ass against my crotch. “You want this big cock inside of you?” I grunted, pressing the head of my dick into her thigh gap “Are you sure you can take it?”

“Yes, daddy,” she moaned, meeting my thrusts. “Please fuck me. I want it.”

I didn’t bother to remove her panties. Just hooked a finger under the lace and dragged them aside, exposing her pussy.

I pressed my glans into her, notching myself in her hairless flesh. “So fucking wet.” My right hand slid under her shirt and captured one of her tits, and I gave her yielding flesh a firm squeeze. Her breasts were big for a Filipina, a C cup, if I had to guess. I relished in the soft, satisfying warmth as I fondled her.

“Daddy—”

I didn’t let her finish. I pushed inside of her with one firm thrust, burying the first two inches of my shaft into Lia’s tight clench. I waited a few heartbeats, it was all the patience I had, while her pussy adjusted to my size.

Her back arched and her hips rolled. “Oh—god that feels good, daddy.”

“You’re so goddamn tight, baby.”

“Your dick is fucking huge and my hole is tiny,” she purred.

I gritted my teeth, fighting the urge to start fucking her hard. To ruin her. I could feel her opening up around me, her tight little Asian pussy relaxing and accepting my big white cock.

“Daddy, please,” her hips rocked back, and her wet cunt took me deeper.

That was all it took. I pulled out almost all the way, then pressed all the way back in to the hilt.

She cried out, burying her face, her birth canal taking every inch of me.

“God, you’re stretching me good, daddy,” she moaned.

The couch rocked between us. Her bottom pressed towards me, meeting my strokes, urging me deeper and deeper.

I didn’t hold back. I couldn’t. I was in an ancient and primal headspace—all I could think of was to breed her, and make her mine.

Her girlish moaning, our heavy breathing, and the sound of fleshing against flesh filled the living room. Every wet thrust was punishing, desperate, my hips driving into her with a rhythm that had her gasping.

She raised her leg just enough so she could reach down and rub her clit.

“Daddy—!”

Hearing my stepdaughter call me that while I was balls deep in her pussy—fuck!

Her walls clenched around my cock, her breath coming in ragged little pants.

“You close, baby?” I growled.

She nodded frantically.

I gave her breasts a possessive squeeze, then released them. My hands moved to grip her hips for more leverage, and her tits wobbled from the impact of my rutting.

My own climax was beginning to uncoil. I shortened my strokes, giving her birth canal a shallow massage, focusing on the pressure of her walls as she squeezed my bell-end.

Lia came with a broken sob, her body trembling, her teen pussy squeezing me with rhythmic contractions.

I wasn’t far behind. Three more thrusts and I was spilling hot cum inside of my nineteen year old stepdaughter, my hips stuttering against her ass.

For a long moment, the only sound was our heavy breathing.

I buried my face in her neck, inhaling the sweet scent of her skin.

Then it sank in.

Fuck. What have I done. The clarity of mind that comes after ejaculation had brought me crashing back down to reality. I closed my eyes, trying to steady my breathing. Trying not to think about how good it had felt to sink my bare cock into her, to hear her gasping as I filled her.

I pulled out of Lia with a soft wet suction, a thick pearl of cum melted from the heat of her core and dripped onto the couch.

Lia rolled over to face me. Then, with a soft, tired voice, Lia said something that made my heart skip a beat.

“You do know I’m not on birth control, right?”

Fuck. Her confession hit me like a bucket of ice water.

For a second I just stared at her, my brain scrambling to process what she’d said. Then the anger came—sharp and sudden, an uncoiling in my chest.

“Couldn’t you have mentioned that before I came inside of you?” My voice was low and rough. “Why didn’t you tell me to pull out?”

She didn’t flinch. Just held my gaze, her dark eyes unreadable.

“I’m sorry,” she said softly. “I wasn’t thinking in the moment.” A pause. Then her voice went even quieter. “Besides, you know how Filipinas feel about condoms and birth control anyway.”

A bitter laugh escaped me. “Lia, you’re young. Healthy. Fertile.” The word tasted heavy on my tongue. My ancient brain lit up, sending a rush of blood pulsing back into my sticky, half-hard cock. “Do you have any idea how easily you could get pregnant like this? Because fucking raw is exactly how you get pregnant.”

“I know how it works, daddy.” Her fingers trailed down my chest, slow and deliberate. “Would it be so bad if I did?”

My breath caught. It was like she fucking knew. Knew exactly how to leverage that ancient male drive to breed, like she could feel the motivation behind every thrust of my hips, the way I pounded into her her like I was trying to claim something deeper than just her body. She felt that energy.

“Lia,” I warned.

“Daddy, I know you’ve always wanted a baby.” Her small hand touched my waist, her fingers tracing a line of Runes tattooed in red there. “So what if it’s mine?”

My cock twitched again, almost fully erect now.

“Your mom would kill me,” I muttered, but it sounded weak even to my ears.

Lia rolled her eyes. “Mom is out of the picture. I’m not sixteen anymore, I’m legal and an adult, and I wanted this.” Her nails dug into my skin just enough to sting slightly. “So stop acting like we are breaking the law. We had sex. We made love. You could have pulled out and blew your load anywhere, but you kept it inside.”

Son of a bitch. She was right.

The words settled over me, sinking into my bones, into the darkest parts of me that ached at the thought of her round with my child. I gripped her thigh. Then she did the one thing I wasn’t prepared for.

Her voice cracked. “You do love me, don’t you?”

Fuck. How does a stepfather answer such a question after fucking his stepdaughter?

She searched my face, her big Filipina eyes suddenly vulnerable. “I mean..this was more than just lust, right? You aren’t going push me away now, are you?”

I cupped her face, my thumb brushing her high cheekbone, forcing her to meet my gaze. “You know I would never push you away.”

“Say it, then.”

“Lia—”

“Say it, daddy. I need to hear you say it.”

I exhaled, long and slow. Then I pulled her close, my mouth brushing hers as I spoke.

“I love you.”

“And if I’m preggy?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Then we’re having a baby.”

____

The room was warm, thick with the scent of her body-wash and something sweet—her milk. Lia shifted on the bed, wincing as she pressed a hand to her swollen breast. “It hurts,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

I moved closer, the mattress dipping a little under my weight. Her skin was flushed, her nipples taut and leaking. Lia’s breasts were always stunning—full C cups that seemed almost too generous for her petite Asian body. But now? God, they’d grown so much. The moment she started producing milk, they swelled, heavy and ripe, stretching her bras until the seams threatened to give. When her tits were full, I could see the faint blue veins beneath her skin, proof of how much milk she’s carrying, and just brushing my thumb over them made her leak milk all over.

I cupped her breast gently, feeling the heat beneath my palm, and the satisfying weight. “Your tits are heavy, sweetheart. You are so full,” I said, and then I reached for the breast pump on the nightstand.

A thin bead of milk escaped one taut nipple, and she caught it with a frustrated sigh.

“It just keeps coming.” Her dark eyes flicked to mine, playful suspicion dancing in them.

“Let me help.”

“You just like milking me like some prized dairy cow, don’t you?”

I chuckled, low and wicked, as I cupped the weight of her tit again. “I am fascinated by all this milk you are making.”

She exhaled, nodding, her dark lashes fluttering. I placed the suction cup over her aching nipple and turned on the device. The pump came to life in my hand, but the moment the suction pulled at her nipple, she gasped. “Daddy, too much—”

I eased back, adjusting the setting. The first drop hit the bottle, white and rich. Her body tensed as the pump rhythmically sucked her nipple in. “Relax, sweetie. This will help release the pressure, you just have to give it a minute.” I began massaging the lush, round surface, pushing gently toward her areola.

“Better?”

She nodded, but her fingers twisted in the sheets. “You’re enjoying this,” she accused, breath hitching softly as I express her.

“Damn right. This is hot.”

“You’re such a pervert, daddy.”

“Your pervert,” I corrected, and gave her tit a gentle squeeze.

“God—look, it keeps coming.”

I watched the bottle fill faster than it should, and it was soon brimming, so I cut off the pump and removed the suction cup from her nipple. She was still leaking. Drops fell heavy, sliding down her stomach. Without thinking, I brushed my fingers through the wet mess and brought it to my lips.

Lia’s breath hitched when I leaned in, my mouth suctioning to her nipple where the pump once was. Her hands flew to my hair, gripping tight as I suckle deep and hard. A moan escaped her. “Oh god—”

The taste, sweet, thick, hers, flooded my tongue. She was so warm, so perfect. Her hips lifted, seeking friction. I groaned against her skin, and slipped one hand between her thighs.

We hadn’t fucked in over eight weeks, letting her heal from birthing our daughter, so I waited to see how she responded when I pushed my hand into her panty and touched her pussy.

She was soaking wet.

“Daddy, please—” Her voice was desperate, her hips rocked gently into my touch.

I pulled away just enough to see her face—flushed, her lips parted. Milk dribbled. “Only if you feel ready,” I said, looking into her eyes to gauge her comfort.

She bit her bottom lip and nodded slowly.

That was all I needed. I took her nipple back into my mouth, and as I sucked, I carefully massaged the opening of her pussy. Still so fucking small and tight, even after giving birth.

“You are so fucking beautiful like this,” I growl, “making all this milk for our baby.”

She playfully hit my shoulder. “I’m glad you are having fun milking me like a farm animal.” Lia opened her legs wider, inviting me. “I want to feel you inside of me again, daddy. Come here and fuck me.”

I didn’t hesitate, moving between her creamy brown thighs. She lifted her ass and I peeled her panties down her smooth thighs and tossed them behind me.

Fuck— her pubic hair was a lush, dark contrast to her honey-toned skin, a thick patch of silky black hair that had grown fully in during her pregnancy.

Her tits were leaking all over her stomach. I leaned forward and kissed her lips, pushing my cock slowly inside of her teen pussy, gently, letting her feel the first few inches.

“Are you okay, sweetie?” I asked, my thick shaft opening her up.

She gasped, her hands flew to my shoulders, her nails digging in to my skin. “I’m ok, daddy—Just getting used to you again.” She took a breath and smiled. “Wow, you really are big. I haven’t felt stretched down there since giving birth to our little anak na babae.”

My pulse spiked. The scent of her milk was intoxicating. The heat of her birth canal, squeezing around me again, was undoing me. Her legs spread wider as I began to thrust inside of her, her wetness slicking my movement. We were so careful to be quiet, trying not to wake the baby, but we hadn’t fucked in over a month, and neither of us cold stay quiet. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping, her moans, and the wet drag of my cock moving inside her. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, spraying milk across my chest.

I leaned down and took a heavy drink from her leaking breast. “You taste so good,” I murmur, thrusting deeper. Every time I drove into her, another burst of milk escaped her tits.

She whimpered, her walls clenching around me. “Come for daddy,” I ordered. “Rub your pussy, sweetie. You need to come soon, because I am about to blow my load.”

Lia did as instructed. I glanced down between our joined bodies, watching my shaft as I hilted inside of her, watching her fingers move.

“Daddy, I’m gonna—I’m gonna—”

Her climax hit hard, her first orgasm since giving birth rocked through her body, causing her to squeeze her thighs. After a few breathless heartbeats, she managed to scream.

My own climax uncoiled rapidly like a retreating snake, my hips stutter as I pumped her full of come.

When we collapsed, breathless, her breasts were softer. We were covered in sweat and milk, but she was—relieved. She curled into me, her head on my chest.

“I really needed that,” she said quietly.

The sound of our daughter crying came through the baby monitor.

We looked at each-other and smiled.

“At least the milk is ready,” I joked, gently poking Lia’s side boob smooshed against my chest.
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