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Breeding My Stepdaughter: A Forbidden Contract


Prologue

I closed the folder on my desk and stared at the signature line for a long moment. Two years. Katherine and I had been married for exactly two years, and we’d been trying for a child for eighteen of those months. The doctors said there was nothing wrong with either of us on paper, but month after month the tests came back negative.

The clause was right there in black and white, buried in the fine print of our marriage contract — the one her lawyers had fought against and ultimately signed anyway because the financial terms were too good to refuse. If she couldn’t give me an heir within the agreed window, I had the right to claim her daughter instead.

Amelia.

Twenty-three years old. Living in my house. Walking around in those little sundresses and yoga pants like she had no idea what her mother had agreed to. She was beautiful in a way that made my cock twitch every time she brushed past me in the hallway — soft curves, long legs, that innocent-but-not-really smile she gave me when she thought I wasn’t looking.

Katherine had failed. The deadline was yesterday.

I poured myself a whiskey and walked out of my home office. Katherine was in the living room, curled up on the sectional with a glass of wine, scrolling on her phone. She looked up when I entered, and I saw the flicker of understanding in her eyes. She knew what day it was.

“Jaxon,” she said quietly. “We need to talk about the clause, don’t we?”

I didn’t sit. I stood over her, letting the weight of the moment settle. “The doctors say another round of IVF might work. But we both know the odds are getting worse. And the contract is clear.”

Her fingers tightened around the wine glass. “You’re actually going to do it.”

“I’m invoking it,” I said. My voice was calm, but my blood was already running hot at the thought. “Amelia is going to give me what you couldn’t. Starting tonight.”

Katherine’s breath caught. She didn’t argue. She knew the terms as well as I did. After a long silence she whispered, “She doesn’t know yet.”

“Then we tell her together. Or I tell her. Your choice.”

She looked down at her hands. “You’re really going to breed my daughter.”

The word breed coming from her mouth sent a dark thrill through me. I stepped closer, tilting her chin up with two fingers so she had to meet my eyes.

“I’m going to put my child in her,” I said, low and deliberate. “I’m going to fill that tight young body until it takes. And you’re going to live with it — knowing it was your signature on that contract that made it possible.”

Katherine’s cheeks flushed. She didn’t look away.

I straightened. “Where is she?”

“Upstairs. In her room. Studying.”

I nodded once. “Then that’s where I’m going. You can come with me if you want to watch the beginning… or you can stay down here and think about what you signed away.”

I didn’t wait for her answer. I set the whiskey glass down and headed for the stairs, my cock already half-hard at the thought of what I was about to claim.

Amelia’s door was cracked open. I pushed it wider without knocking.

She was sitting cross-legged on her bed in an oversized t-shirt and tiny sleep shorts, laptop open in front of her. When she saw me, she smiled — that sweet, slightly nervous smile she always gave her stepdad.

“Hey, Jaxon. Everything okay?”

I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. The lock clicked.

“Not exactly,” I said, my voice rougher than I intended. “We need to talk about something important. Something your mother and I agreed to a long time ago.”

Her smile faltered. She closed the laptop slowly. “What kind of something?”

I walked to the edge of her bed, towering over her. My eyes dragged down her body — the way the thin shirt clung to her full breasts, the smooth skin of her thighs. I could already imagine her belly rounded with my child.

“There was a clause in our marriage contract,” I began, holding her gaze. “If your mother couldn’t give me a baby within two years… then I get to have you instead.”

Amelia’s lips parted. Her cheeks went pink, then deeper red. She didn’t speak right away. I could see her mind racing — shock, confusion, and something else flickering underneath.

“You… what?” she finally whispered.

I reached out and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, letting my fingers linger against her cheek. “I’m invoking it, Amelia. Tonight. Your mother knows. The contract is legal and binding. You’re going to give me the heir she couldn’t.”

My thumb stroked along her jaw. I could feel her pulse racing under my touch.

“And I’m going to enjoy every second of putting my baby in you.”


Chapter 1

I stood at the foot of Amelia’s bed, the weight of the contract hanging between us like a live wire. Her eyes were wide, lips parted in disbelief as my words sank in.

“You can’t be serious,” she breathed, scooting back against the headboard. Her oversized t-shirt rode up her thighs, but she didn’t seem to notice. “This is insane. I’m your stepdaughter. Mom would never—”

The door opened behind me. Katherine stepped inside, closing it softly. Her arms were crossed tight over her chest, cheeks flushed with a mix of shame and something sharper. Jealousy. I could see it burning in her eyes as she looked at her daughter — young, fertile, untouched by the years of disappointment that had marked our marriage bed.

“She did,” I said calmly, not turning away from Amelia. “Your mother signed the clause herself. Two years. No baby. The contract gives me full rights to you now, Amelia. To breed you. To put my child in that tight little womb.”

Amelia’s gaze darted to Katherine. “Mom… tell him this is crazy. You can’t actually want this.”

Katherine’s jaw tightened. She wouldn’t look at me. “The contract is binding, sweetheart. I… I tried. For two years I tried.” Her voice cracked with envy as her eyes traced Amelia’s body — the full breasts straining against the thin shirt, the smooth curve of her hips. “If it has to be anyone… it’s better you than some stranger.”

I could see the conflict in Amelia. She was breathing faster now, nipples visibly hard under the fabric. Her thighs pressed together, but she still tried to fight it. “This is fucked up. You can’t just… claim me like some breeding mare because of a piece of paper.”

I moved onto the bed, crawling over her until I had her caged beneath me. One hand gripped her thigh, spreading her legs slowly. She gasped but didn’t push me away. “That’s exactly what I can do,” I growled, voice low and rough. “And I’m going to enjoy every second of it. You’re going to take my cock tonight, Amelia. I’m going to fill you until my cum is dripping out of you… and keep filling you until you’re carrying my baby.”

Katherine made a small, wounded sound from the chair she’d sunk into by the window. Her eyes were glued to us, jealous and hungry at the same time. She didn’t stop it. She couldn’t.

I kissed Amelia hard, swallowing her protest. She stiffened at first — then melted with a whimper, her tongue shyly meeting mine. My hand slid up under her shirt, cupping one heavy breast, thumbing the stiff nipple. She arched into my touch despite herself.

“Jaxon…” she moaned against my mouth, half protest, half plea.

“Shh. Let me see what’s mine now.” I stripped the t-shirt off her in one motion. Her tits spilled free — perfect, round, younger and fuller than her mother’s. I groaned at the sight and leaned down to suck one nipple into my mouth while my fingers dipped between her legs. Her tiny sleep shorts were soaked. “Fuck, you’re dripping for this. Your body knows exactly what it needs.”

Katherine’s breathing was ragged from the chair. I glanced over and saw her hand clenched in her lap, jealousy etched across her face as she watched me claim what she couldn’t give me.

I yanked Amelia’s shorts down and off, spreading her wide. Her pussy was glistening, pink and perfect. I freed my thick, aching cock and rubbed the head along her slit, coating myself in her wetness.

“Tell me you understand,” I said, pressing just the tip inside her. “Tell me you’re going to let me breed you like the contract says.”

Amelia whimpered, hips twitching, trying to pull me deeper even as she whispered, “This is so wrong…” But her eyes were glassy with lust.

Katherine’s voice was tight with envy. “Just… do it, Jaxon. She’s wetter than I’ve been in months.”

I thrust forward in one slow, deep stroke, burying myself to the hilt inside my stepdaughter’s tight heat. Amelia cried out, her walls clenching around me like a vice. I groaned at how fucking perfect she felt — younger, hotter, more fertile.

“That’s it,” I growled, starting to move. “This pussy is mine now. I’m going to pump you full of load after load until it takes. You’re going to swell with my baby while your mother watches.”

I fucked her harder, the wet sounds of our bodies filling the room. Katherine’s jealous stare never left us. Amelia’s protests melted into desperate moans, her legs wrapping around my waist as I claimed her for the first time — raw, deep, and with every intention of breeding her.

Amelia’s legs tightened around my waist as I drove into her, deep and relentless. The tight, wet heat of her pussy was better than anything I’d imagined — gripping me like she was made for this. For me.

“Fuck… Jaxon…” she gasped, her earlier protests completely gone. Her nails dug into my shoulders as her hips started rolling to meet every thrust. “It’s so deep… oh god — don’t stop.”

From the chair, Katherine made a choked sound. Her eyes were locked on where my thick cock disappeared into her daughter again and again, glistening with Amelia’s arousal. The jealousy on her face was raw now — cheeks flushed, lips pressed into a thin line. She looked like she wanted to scream or cry or both.

I leaned down and captured Amelia’s mouth in a filthy kiss before growling against her lips, “That’s it, baby. Submit to it. This pussy belongs to me now. Say it.”

Amelia whimpered, her walls fluttering around my cock. “It… it belongs to you. I’m yours to breed.” The words seemed to break something in her. Her voice turned desperate, needy. “Please, Jaxon… breed me. I want it. I want your baby. Fill me up. Make me pregnant like the contract says.”

The words hit me like fire. I fucked her harder, the bed creaking beneath us, skin slapping wetly. “Good girl. Such a good little breeding slut for your stepdad. I’m going to pump this fertile womb full until it takes. Your belly is going to swell with my child while your mother watches and knows she failed.”

Katherine let out a soft, broken sob. Her hands were clenched white-knuckled in her lap. The jealousy had finally become too much. She stood abruptly, eyes glistening.

“I… I can’t watch this,” she whispered, voice thick. “Not like this.” Without another word, she turned and left the room, closing the door behind her with a quiet click.

The moment she was gone, Amelia seemed to let go completely. She arched her back, offering her tits to my mouth as her legs locked tighter around me. “Harder, Daddy… please. Breed me. I need your cum.”

Daddy. The word sent a primal surge through me. I pinned her down, shifting into a deep mating press that folded her beneath me. My cock hammered into her soaked pussy, the head kissing her cervix with every stroke.

“You’re going to take every drop,” I snarled, sweat dripping down my chest onto her bouncing tits. “I’m going to breed you right here in the bed you sleep in every night. This womb is mine now.”

Amelia came hard with a broken cry, her pussy spasming and milking me like it was trying to suck the cum straight from my balls. That was all it took. With a guttural groan I buried myself to the hilt and exploded inside her — thick, heavy ropes of cum flooding her fertile depths. I kept thrusting through it, pushing my seed as deep as possible, grinding against her cervix.

“Take it all,” I growled. “That’s my baby you’re getting. Fuck… such a perfect breeding pussy.”

I stayed buried inside her as the last pulses faded, both of us panting. Amelia’s eyes were glassy with pleasure and submission, a soft, dazed smile on her lips. I kissed her slowly this time — possessive, claiming.

When I finally pulled out, a thick trickle of my cum leaked from her swollen pussy. I pushed it back in with two fingers, making her whimper.

“Keep those legs up for a while, baby,” I murmured, stroking her hair. “We’re going to make sure it takes.”

She nodded obediently, pulling her knees toward her chest. “Yes, Daddy.”

Katherine’s footsteps had faded down the hall. For now, at least, we were alone — and Amelia was already mine.

I stayed buried deep inside Amelia for a long time after I came, savoring the way her pussy fluttered around my softening cock, greedily holding every drop. She looked utterly wrecked in the best way — flushed cheeks, swollen lips, my cum slowly leaking out around me. I kissed her forehead, feeling a dark, possessive satisfaction settle in my chest. This was only the beginning.

A soft knock came at the door. It opened before I could answer.

Katherine stood there in her silk robe, eyes red-rimmed but composed. She took in the sight of us — her daughter still holding her legs up like a good little breeding vessel, my cum visibly glistening between her thighs. The jealousy flashed across her face again, sharp and unmistakable.

“Are you… coming to bed now?” she asked me quietly, her voice tight. “Our bed.”

The question hung in the air. Before I could respond, Amelia shifted beneath me. She looked up at me with those big, too-innocent eyes — the same sweet expression she used to give me when she wanted extra allowance or to borrow the car. Except now it was laced with something far more dangerous.

“Jaxon… Daddy,” she said softly, her voice sweet and breathy, “can you sleep with me tonight instead?” She bit her lip, glancing at her mother for just a second before looking back at me. “I don’t want to waste any time. You can fuck me while I sleep if you want. Just… keep putting it in me. So we don’t lose any loads. I want to make sure it takes as soon as possible.”

The words hit like a lightning bolt straight to my cock. I twitched inside her again, already starting to harden. Amelia gave me that angelic little smile, like she hadn’t just offered me free use of her body all night long.

Katherine made a strangled sound. “Amelia…”

But her daughter didn’t back down. She kept those innocent eyes on me, gently rolling her hips so my cock stirred inside her cum-filled pussy. “Please? I’ll keep my legs up like this. You can breed me whenever you wake up hard. That’s what the contract is for, right?”

I looked between them — Katherine standing there, jealous and dismissed in her own home, and Amelia spread out beneath me, already addicted to being claimed. The power was intoxicating.

I leaned down and kissed Amelia deeply, slow and possessive, while I was still inside her. “That’s my good girl,” I murmured against her lips. “I think I’ll be sleeping in here tonight.”

Katherine’s shoulders stiffened. She opened her mouth like she wanted to argue, but nothing came out. After a long, painful beat she simply nodded once, eyes glistening, and backed out of the room without another word. The door clicked shut behind her.

Amelia let out a soft, happy sigh and wrapped her arms around my neck. “Thank you, Daddy.”

I rolled us onto our sides, still connected, and pulled her tight against my chest. My hand stroked down her back to cup her ass, keeping her pressed close so none of my cum would escape. “You’re going to be such a perfect little breeder for me,” I whispered, already thinking about waking up in the middle of the night hard and sliding back into her. “Sleep now, baby. I’ll take care of the rest.”

She nestled into me with a contented murmur, her breathing slowly evening out. I stayed awake a little longer, cock half-hard inside her, listening to the quiet house and the distant sound of Katherine’s footsteps fading down the hall.

This was going to be a very long, very satisfying night.


Chapter 2

The house was quiet except for the soft sound of Amelia’s breathing. She had fallen asleep quickly, tucked against my chest with my cock still nestled inside her cum-filled pussy. Her body was warm and pliant, trusting in a way that made something dark and possessive twist in my gut. She had asked for this. Begged for it, really, with that too-innocent look in her eyes.

I lay there for a while, just savoring the feeling of her wrapped around me. But sometime deep in the night, I woke up rock hard again, my hips twitching instinctively. Amelia was still out cold, lips parted softly, one leg draped over mine. My cum from earlier had leaked a little down her thigh, but most of it was still deep where it belonged.

You can fuck me while I sleep… so we don’t lose any time.

Her own words echoed in my head as I rolled her gently onto her back. She murmured something incoherent but didn’t wake, her body limp and yielding. Perfect.

I spread her legs wider, careful not to jolt her awake. Her pussy was still slick — a messy mix of her arousal and my earlier load. I rubbed the head of my cock along her slit, coating myself, then pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until I was buried to the hilt again. She let out a soft, sleepy whimper, her walls fluttering around me even in her dreams, but her eyes stayed closed.

“Such a good girl,” I whispered against her ear as I started to move. Long, deep strokes — not rough, but deliberate. I wanted her to feel it even if she stayed asleep. “Taking Daddy’s cock so well while you dream. This is what you were made for.”

Her breathing hitched, but she remained lost in sleep, body responding instinctively. Her pussy grew wetter with every thrust, gripping me tighter. I hooked her legs over my arms and leaned in deeper, grinding against her cervix with each stroke. The wet, obscene sounds of my cock sliding through our combined mess filled the dark room.

I kept my pace steady, savoring every second of using her like this — my perfect little breeding toy, warm and open for me whenever I wanted. “Gonna fill you again,” I growled quietly, lips brushing her neck. “Keep this womb nice and full until it takes. You’re going to wake up leaking my cum and know exactly who owns you now.”

The thought pushed me over the edge. I buried myself deep and came hard, pumping another thick load straight into her sleeping body. Pulse after pulse, I flooded her, making sure it stayed deep. When I finally pulled out, I used my fingers to push the excess back inside her, then gently closed her legs and pulled the blanket over us.

Amelia sighed softly in her sleep and curled into me again, none the wiser — except for the fresh warmth I’d left inside her.

I kissed the top of her head and drifted back off with my hand possessively cupping her lower belly, already imagining it starting to swell.


Chapter 3

Sunlight was just starting to filter through the curtains when I felt movement beside me. Amelia stirred, stretching languidly against my body. I was still half-hard, nestled between her thighs from how we’d fallen asleep. She shifted again, and this time her hand slid down between us, wrapping around my cock with a soft, curious touch.

“Mmm… Daddy?” Her voice was sleepy and husky, but there was a needy edge to it. She blinked up at me, those big innocent eyes now dark with fresh arousal. “I can feel it… you came in me again while I was sleeping, didn’t you?”

I groaned as she stroked me slowly, spreading the mess from last night. “Twice,” I admitted, voice rough with morning gravel. “Just like you asked. You took it so well, baby. Didn’t even wake up.”

A shy, pleased smile spread across her face. She bit her lip, cheeks flushing. “I loved it,” she whispered, almost like she was confessing a secret. “I had dreams about it… about you using me whenever you wanted. It made me so wet when I woke up.”

Without waiting for more invitation, she pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. Her tits swayed beautifully as she straddled my hips, guiding my now rock-hard cock to her slick entrance. She was soaked — a warm, creamy mix of our combined releases from the night before.

“I need more,” she breathed, sinking down onto me in one slow, greedy motion. We both moaned as I filled her completely. “Breed me again, Daddy. Right now. I don’t want to waste any time.”

She started riding me with eager, rolling movements — not fast at first, but deep and purposeful, like she was trying to work my cum even deeper. Her hands braced on my chest as she looked down at me with pure submission and hunger.

“I loved waking up full of you,” she confessed between soft gasps. “It felt so dirty… so right. I want you to do it every night. Use me while I sleep. Keep me dripping all day so everyone knows who owns this pussy now.”

“Fuck, Amelia,” I growled, gripping her hips and thrusting up to meet her. “You’re such a perfect little breeding slut. This womb is going to be full of my baby so soon.”

She moaned louder, bouncing faster, her tits jiggling with every movement. I reached up to pinch and tug her nipples, making her clench around me. The wet, filthy sounds of her riding my cum-filled cock filled the room. She leaned down, kissing me desperately as she chased her pleasure.

“Please fill me again,” she begged against my mouth. “I want to feel you pulsing inside me while I’m awake this time. Breed your stepdaughter, Daddy. Knock me up.”

Her words sent me over the edge. I flipped us suddenly, pinning her beneath me and driving deep with a few powerful thrusts. I came hard, flooding her with another thick load while she cried out in orgasm, her pussy milking me for every drop.

We stayed locked together afterward, panting. Amelia’s fingers traced lazy circles on my back as she smiled up at me, glowing and satisfied.

“I meant what I said,” she whispered. “You can have me anytime. Even when I’m sleeping. Especially when I’m sleeping.”

I kept Amelia in bed for a little while longer, my hand resting possessively on her lower belly, feeling the warmth of the fresh load I’d just given her. Eventually I kissed her forehead and murmured, “Let’s get you cleaned up, baby. Come on.”

She followed me into the large en-suite bathroom on shaky legs, a soft, satisfied smile on her face. I turned the shower on hot, and as soon as the water was steaming, I pulled her under the spray with me.

The moment the water hit her skin, I couldn’t keep my hands off her. I started with her big, perfect tits — so full and heavy in my palms. I soaped them up slowly, massaging the soft flesh, rolling her nipples between my fingers until she was whimpering. I leaned down and sucked one into my mouth, groaning at how good she tasted.

“Fuck, these are going to be incredible when you’re pregnant,” I told her, voice rough with hunger. “Swollen and full of milk. I’m going to suck on them every single day. Drain these pretty tits while you’re carrying my baby.” I switched to the other nipple, sucking harder, imagining the day they’d be leaking for me. Amelia moaned and arched into my mouth, threading her fingers through my wet hair.

I spent a long time there — kneading, licking, sucking, biting gently — until her tits were red and sensitive and she was grinding against my thigh. Only then did I turn her around, pressing her front against the cool tile wall.

Her ass was a masterpiece. Round, firm, and plush. I soaped it thoroughly, spreading her cheeks so the hot water ran down her crack. I squeezed and slapped the soft flesh lightly, watching it jiggle, then dropped to my knees and buried my face between her cheeks, licking and kissing every inch while she gasped and pushed back against me.

“Daddy…” she whimpered, voice echoing off the tiles.

I stood back up, pressing my hard cock against her ass and sliding it between her cheeks. “This ass is mine too,” I growled, gripping her hips. “Everything on this body is mine to breed and use now.”

I bent her forward a little more and pushed back inside her pussy from behind, groaning at how slick and welcoming she still was. The shower made everything wetter, louder. I fucked her against the tiles with deep, steady strokes while my hands returned to her tits — squeezing them from behind, tugging her nipples, telling her again and again how desperate I was to drink from them when she was pregnant.

Amelia came first, crying out as her pussy clenched around me. I followed right after, burying myself deep and pumping another hot load into her. I stayed inside her afterward, holding her close under the spray, one hand still cupping a heavy tit and the other resting on her belly.

“You’re going to look so fucking good carrying my child,” I whispered against her neck. “Big tits full of milk, belly round, ass even softer. And I’m going to keep breeding you as much as I want.”

She leaned back against me, smiling dreamily. “Yes, Daddy. I can’t wait either.”


Chapter 4

After the shower, I gave Amelia one of my button-down shirts and nothing else. It hung off her like a short dress, the hem barely covering the curve of her ass, and every time she moved I caught glimpses of her bare pussy and the faint bruises my fingers had left on her hips. She looked thoroughly fucked and completely content.

Down in the kitchen, Amelia moved around like she belonged there — which she did now. She started pulling out eggs, bacon, and fresh fruit, humming softly to herself. I sat at the island with a cup of coffee, watching her. The shirt rode up as she reached for things, giving me teasing flashes that kept my cock half-interested even after the shower.

Katherine came downstairs a few minutes later, dressed in her usual robe. She froze in the doorway when she saw us.

Amelia turned with a sweet, almost shy smile. “Good morning, Mom. I’m making breakfast. Eggs and bacon okay? And I put the kettle on for your tea — the chamomile with a little honey, just how you like it.”

The domestic normalcy of it hit hard. Amelia, fresh from being bred multiple times, wearing my shirt and cooking breakfast like a happy little wife. Katherine’s eyes flicked over her daughter — the messy hair, the love bites on her neck, the way the shirt clung to her still-sensitive tits — and her face tightened with unmistakable jealousy.

“That’s… thoughtful,” Katherine said tightly, sitting down across from me. She couldn’t stop staring at the way Amelia moved, so comfortable in my space.

I reached out and pulled Amelia against me as she passed, sliding my hand under the hem of the shirt to cup her bare ass. She giggled and leaned into the touch, pressing a quick kiss to my jaw before going back to the stove.

Katherine’s grip tightened on her mug when Amelia set a perfectly steeped cup of tea in front of her. “Thank you, sweetheart,” she managed, but her voice was strained.

Amelia leaned against the counter, the shirt riding dangerously high on her thighs. “Of course. I know how much you love your morning tea.” She glanced at me with that soft, submissive look. “Daddy, how do you want your eggs?”

The word Daddy dropped casually in front of her mother. Katherine flinched visibly. I smirked and answered, “Scrambled is fine, baby.”

The rest of breakfast was thick with tension. Amelia served us both, then sat on my lap instead of taking her own chair, my hand resting high on her thigh under the shirt. She ate a few bites while I fed her a piece of bacon, the domestic intimacy effortless and intimate. Katherine watched every second — the way Amelia melted against me, the way I touched her freely, the easy rhythm we’d already fallen into.

“You two look… comfortable,” Katherine finally said, her voice sharp with envy. Her untouched tea sat in front of her.

Amelia just smiled innocently and nuzzled closer to me. “It feels right,” she said softly. “Doesn’t it, Daddy?”

I squeezed her ass under the shirt and kissed her temple. “It does.”

Katherine stood up abruptly, leaving her plate mostly untouched. “I think I lost my appetite,” she muttered, eyes glistening as she looked at her daughter wearing my shirt and sitting in my lap like she already belonged there.

She left the kitchen without another word.

Amelia turned in my lap to face me fully, the shirt falling open enough to show her tits. “She’ll get used to it eventually… right?”

I slid my hand between her legs, finding her wet again. “Doesn’t matter if she does,” I growled. “You’re mine now.”

Breakfast ended with Katherine pushing her chair back and leaving the kitchen without finishing her tea. The second she was gone, Amelia turned in my lap and kissed me hard, her body already squirming against me.

“I got so wet watching you touch me in front of her,” she whispered against my lips, voice breathless. “The way she looked at us… like she knows I belong to you now.”

I slipped my hand under the shirt and found her dripping. “You like being claimed in front of your mother, don’t you?”

She nodded, cheeks flushed. “It makes me want more. Breed me again, Daddy. Right here.”

I didn’t need more convincing. I lifted her onto the kitchen island, shoved the dishes aside, and pushed the shirt up to her waist. Her legs spread eagerly. I freed my cock and thrust into her in one smooth motion, both of us groaning at how easily I slid into her cum-slick pussy.

I fucked her right there on the counter — deep, possessive strokes while I squeezed her tits through the open shirt and told her how good she was going to look pregnant. Amelia clung to me, moaning “breed me” and “I’m yours” like a prayer. I came hard inside her again, flooding her while she clenched around me.

We stayed connected for a minute, panting. Then Amelia smiled up at me with that sweet, wicked look. “Can we move my things into the master bedroom today? I want to sleep in your bed every night from now on. I don’t want to go back to my old room.”

The idea sent a fresh surge of possessiveness through me. “Yeah, baby. Let’s do that.”

We cleaned up quickly and headed upstairs. Amelia changed into a tiny pair of shorts and one of my t-shirts (still no bra or panties) and we started carrying her things down the hall. Boxes of clothes, her laptop, toiletries, the little stuffed bear she still kept on her bed.

Katherine appeared in the hallway halfway through the second trip, leaning against the wall with her arms crossed. Her eyes tracked every move — Amelia happily carrying an armful of her clothes into our bedroom, me following with a box of her books.

“You’re really doing this,” Katherine said quietly, voice thick with jealousy. “Moving her into your room like she’s your wife.”

Amelia paused in the doorway, looking back at her mother with soft eyes. “It feels right, Mom. The contract… and how good it feels with him. I want to be where I belong.”

She disappeared into the master bedroom to unpack. I set the box down and turned to Katherine. “You signed the papers. This is what it looks like.”

Katherine’s gaze dropped to the floor for a second before she looked up again, hurt and envious all at once. “She’s glowing already.”

From inside the bedroom, Amelia called out sweetly, “Daddy, can you help me with the top shelf?”

I left Katherine standing there and went to my new roommate — my stepdaughter, my breeder, now officially sharing my bed.


Chapter 5

With Amelia’s things officially moved into the master bedroom, the house felt different — heavier with new reality. I went to my home office to catch up on some work emails, but Amelia didn’t leave my side. She followed me in wearing nothing but my oversized shirt again, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs.

She curled up on the big leather couch across from my desk at first, reading on her tablet. But it didn’t take long for her to get restless. She wandered over, knelt beside my chair, and rested her head on my thigh like an affectionate pet. Her hand idly stroked my leg, inching higher each time.

“Daddy?” she said softly after a while, looking up at me with those big, needy eyes. “I can’t concentrate. I keep thinking about how full you made me earlier… and how much more I want.”

I pushed my chair back and pulled her into my lap, the shirt riding all the way up. My hand slipped between her legs and found her soaked again. “You really are turning into my perfect little breeding slut, aren’t you?”

She nodded eagerly and ground herself against my growing cock. “I like being useful to you. Let me help while you work.”

I freed myself and she sank down onto me right there in the office chair, facing away from the desk so I could still reach my keyboard. Her pussy was warm and creamy from all the loads I’d already given her. She rode me slowly at first, trying to be quiet, but soft little moans kept escaping as she worked herself on my cock.

I typed one-handed while the other squeezed her tits through the shirt, reminding her again how desperate I was to see them swollen with milk. “Keep bouncing, baby. Milk my cock while I finish these emails.”

Amelia whimpered and picked up the pace, her ass jiggling against me. The wet sounds of her riding me filled the office. I eventually gave up on work, gripping her hips and thrusting up hard until she came with a shuddering cry. I followed right after, pumping another thick load deep inside her while she whispered “thank you, Daddy” over and over.

We stayed connected for a while afterward, her back against my chest as I rubbed slow circles on her belly.

“This is nice,” she murmured contentedly. “Just… being like this with you all day.”

From somewhere down the hall, I heard a door close sharply. Katherine was still in the house, no doubt listening, watching from a distance, her jealousy growing with every domestic, intimate moment we shared.

The rest of the afternoon passed in that new, charged domestic rhythm. Amelia stayed close — sometimes curled on the couch in my office, sometimes “helping” by kneeling under the desk for a little while, her mouth warm and eager while I tried to finish emails. By the time evening rolled around, she was glowing and thoroughly used.

She insisted on cooking dinner again. I sat at the island with a glass of whiskey while she moved around the kitchen in nothing but my shirt, the fabric swaying with every step. She made grilled chicken, roasted vegetables, and a simple salad. When Katherine came downstairs, drawn by the smell, Amelia greeted her with that same sweet smile.

“Mom, I made your favorite tea again — extra chamomile with honey. Sit, I’ll bring it to you.”

Katherine hesitated in the doorway, watching Amelia move so comfortably in the space that used to feel like ours. She sat at the table anyway. Amelia poured the tea carefully, then carried the cup over and set it in front of her mother with both hands like she was serving royalty.

“Here you go. Just how you like it.” She even gave Katherine’s shoulder a gentle squeeze before returning to the stove.

The gesture was so domestic, so wife-like, that Katherine’s knuckles went white around the mug. She sipped the tea in silence while Amelia plated food for both of us, then brought my plate to me and slid into my lap again like it was the most natural thing in the world. I fed her bites of chicken from my fork while she leaned back against my chest.

Katherine watched every single second. The way Amelia melted into me. The way I rested my hand high on her bare thigh under the shirt. The easy intimacy between us. Her jealousy was thick in the air, almost tangible.

After dinner, Amelia collected the plates and made Katherine a second cup of tea without being asked. “One more before bed? It’ll help you sleep,” she said softly, setting it down in front of her mother. Katherine stared at the cup like it was evidence of everything she’d lost.

When the dishes were done, Amelia turned to me with that needy, submissive look. “Can we go upstairs now, Daddy?”

I didn’t answer with words. I just stood, took her hand, and led her toward the stairs. Katherine stayed at the table, staring into her tea.

Up in the master bedroom — our bedroom now — I stripped the shirt off Amelia and laid her out on the big bed. I spent a long time between her legs, licking and sucking until she was begging, then slid inside her and fucked her slow and deep while she wrapped her legs around me.

“Mine,” I growled against her neck as I came inside her again. “This body, this pussy, this womb — all mine.”

Amelia clung to me, whispering “yours” over and over as she came with me.

Downstairs, I was pretty sure Katherine was still sitting at the table, listening to every sound that drifted down the hall.


Chapter 6

The next morning I woke up with Amelia wrapped around me like she never wanted to let go. She had slept pressed tight against my body all night, one leg thrown over mine, her face tucked into my neck. When I stirred, she made a soft, needy sound and clung even harder.

“Daddy…” she whispered, voice still sleepy and sweet. “Don’t get up yet. I need you close.”

Her hand slid down my chest and wrapped around my morning-hard cock, stroking me slowly. She was already wet — I could feel it against my thigh. The clinginess was new and addictive; she seemed almost desperate to stay connected, like she needed constant reassurance that this was real.

I rolled us onto our sides, face to face, and hooked her top leg over my hip. She looked into my eyes with pure devotion as I guided myself back into her slick, cum-filled pussy. We both sighed at the feeling of coming home.

I fucked her slow and deep like that — our bodies pressed together, foreheads touching, breathing each other in. No pounding, just intimate, grinding strokes that let me stay buried inside her. My hand roamed her body — squeezing her ass, cupping one heavy tit, stroking her belly like I could already feel it starting to swell.

“You’re so clingy this morning, baby,” I murmured against her lips, thrusting lazily. “You like waking up full of Daddy’s cum?”

She nodded, eyes glassy, arms wrapped tight around my neck. “I love it. I don’t want to be away from you even for a second. I want you inside me all the time.”

We stayed locked in that position for a long time — face to face, breathing together, kissing softly between moans. I told her how perfect she was, how I couldn’t wait for her tits to fill with milk and her belly to round out with my child. She whimpered and clung tighter every time I mentioned breeding her.

When I finally came, I held her close and pumped everything I had deep into her womb while she trembled through her own orgasm, whispering “thank you, Daddy” against my mouth.

We stayed like that afterward, still joined, her leg draped over me and her face buried in my neck. Amelia kept pressing little kisses to my skin, arms and legs wrapped around me like she was trying to merge with me completely.

Down the hall, I heard Katherine’s door open and close. She was probably getting ready to face another day of watching her daughter live the life she couldn’t give me.

We stayed locked together face-to-face for a long while, her leg still hooked over my hip, my cock softening inside her. Amelia kept nuzzling into my neck, pressing soft kisses to my skin and whispering how safe and full she felt.

But I wasn’t done with her yet.

I kissed her deeply, then gently rolled her onto her stomach. She let out a soft, surprised sound but immediately arched her back, lifting her ass for me like the good girl she was becoming. The sight of her like that — face down, ass up, my cum slowly leaking from her pussy — made my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

I knelt behind her and ran my hands over the perfect round globes of her ass, squeezing and spreading them. “This ass is going to look so good when you’re pregnant,” I murmured, voice low and hungry. “Softer. Fuller. Made for me to grab while I breed you from behind.”

I spent a long time worshipping it — massaging the firm flesh, spreading her cheeks wide so I could see her dripping pussy and tight little hole. I leaned down and licked a slow stripe from her clit all the way up, tasting the mess I’d left inside her. Amelia moaned into the pillow and pushed back against my face.

I slapped one cheek lightly, then the other, watching them jiggle. My fingers teased her asshole, circling the tight ring while I pushed two fingers into her cum-soaked pussy. She whimpered and clenched around me, clearly loving the attention.

“You like when I play with your ass, baby?” I asked, pressing the tip of one finger just inside her tight hole while I fingered her pussy.

“Yes, Daddy,” she moaned, voice muffled by the pillow. “I want you to have every part of me.”

I kept playing with her like that for a while — fingering both holes, spanking her lightly, spreading her open so I could admire what was mine. Eventually I got hard again and slid back into her pussy from behind, fucking her slow and deep while my thumb stayed pressed against her asshole.

When I came the third time that morning, I stayed buried deep, grinding against her as I filled her once more. Amelia trembled beneath me, another orgasm rolling through her as she clutched the sheets.

I finally collapsed beside her and pulled her back against my chest, one hand possessively cupping her ass.

“Mine,” I whispered against her ear.

“Yours,” she breathed back, already sounding half-asleep and perfectly content.


Chapter 7

We finally made it downstairs a little later than usual. Amelia was still wearing nothing but my shirt, her hair messy and her thighs faintly marked from my grip. She moved around the kitchen with that same soft, happy energy, making breakfast and brewing another pot of chamomile tea.

Katherine was already at the table, looking exhausted and on edge. When Amelia set a fresh cup of tea in front of her with a gentle “Here you go, Mom,” Katherine stared at it for a long moment before pushing it away.

“I’m not drinking that,” she said, her voice sharp.

Amelia blinked, looking genuinely confused. “But it’s your favorite. I’ve made it for you every morning for two years.”

“Exactly.” Katherine’s eyes narrowed, flicking between Amelia and me. “Two years of trying to get pregnant. Two years of this same damn tea every single day. And now suddenly you’re so eager to serve it to me while you’re walking around with my husband’s cum still inside you?”

The accusation hung heavy in the air. Amelia froze mid-step, holding a plate of scrambled eggs.

Katherine stood up, her chair scraping loudly. “Did you put something in it? Some herb, some supplement — something to make sure I couldn’t get pregnant? So you could have him all to yourself when the clause kicked in?”

Amelia’s eyes widened. “Mom… no. I would never—”

“Wouldn’t you?” Katherine’s voice cracked with raw jealousy as she looked at her daughter — glowing, marked, wearing my shirt like a claim. “Look at you. Playing house. Cooking for him. Making my tea like the perfect little stepdaughter. And now you’re carrying the baby I couldn’t give him. It’s too convenient.”

I stood up slowly and moved behind Amelia, wrapping my arms around her waist and pulling her back against my chest. My hand rested low on her belly — a deliberate, possessive gesture.

“Careful, Katherine,” I said calmly. “You signed the contract. You failed to deliver. Amelia didn’t do anything except be young, fertile, and willing to fulfill the terms you agreed to.”

Amelia leaned back into me, her body trembling slightly but her voice steady. “I just wanted to take care of you, Mom. The way I always have.”

Katherine’s eyes filled with angry tears as she took in the sight of us — Amelia in my arms, my hands on her like she already belonged to me completely. The domestic picture was too much.

“I need some air,” she muttered, turning and walking out of the kitchen.

Amelia turned in my arms and buried her face in my chest. “I really was just trying to be nice…” she whispered.

I stroked her hair and kissed the top of her head. “I know, baby. But it doesn’t matter anymore. You’re mine now. Let her be jealous.”

I kept my arms around Amelia for a long moment after Katherine stormed out. The accusation hung in the air like smoke. I finally pulled back just enough to look down at her face.

“Amelia,” I said carefully, tilting her chin up so she had to meet my eyes. “Is there any truth to what your mother just said? About the tea?”

She bit her lip, those big Bambi eyes going wide and glossy. For a second she looked like she might deny it. Then her shoulders sagged a little and she gave me the softest, most guilty pout.

“I… I knew about the clause,” she whispered. “I overheard you and Mom talking about it almost two years ago. And yes… I put something in her tea. Every day. Just a mild herbal suppressant I researched. Nothing dangerous. Just enough to make it harder for her to conceive.”

My stomach should have dropped. I should have been furious — shocked, at least. Instead, a dark, primal heat flooded through me. My cock hardened instantly against her.

“You sabotaged your own mother… so you could have me?” I asked, voice low and rough.

She nodded, cheeks flushing deep pink, still giving me that innocent-yet-not-innocent look. “I wanted you. I’ve wanted you for so long. I knew I was younger. More fertile. Better for you. So I made sure she couldn’t give you what I could.”

The confession should have upset me. Instead, it made me burn.

I spun her around and bent her over the kitchen table, shoving the dishes out of the way. The shirt rode up, exposing her bare ass. I brought my hand down hard on one cheek — a sharp smack that made her yelp.

“You manipulative little brat,” I growled, spanking the other cheek just as hard. Her ass jiggled beautifully with each strike. “You’ve been cock-blocking your own mother for two years just so you could be my breeder?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she moaned, pushing her ass back for more. “I’m sorry… but I’m not sorry.”

I spanked her again, harder, watching her skin turn pink. Then I kicked her legs wider, lined up my throbbing cock, and slammed into her soaked pussy in one brutal thrust. The table creaked under us as I fucked her hard from behind, one hand fisted in her hair, the other gripping her hip.

“Such a devious, jealous little slut,” I snarled, pounding into her. “You wanted this cock so bad you poisoned your mother’s chances. Now you’re going to take every drop I give you.”

Amelia cried out in pleasure, pushing back to meet every thrust. “Yes! I wanted you to breed me. Please, Daddy — fill me up again. I earned it.”

I spanked her one final time as I buried myself deep and came hard, flooding her with another thick load while she shuddered through her own orgasm.

When I finally pulled out, I kept her bent over the table, watching my cum drip down her thighs. I rubbed it back into her skin possessively.

“You’re mine now,” I said, voice dark with satisfaction. “And I think I like how ruthless you are.”


Epilogue

I stood on the back porch of our house, watching the chaos in the yard with a deep sense of satisfaction. Little Jacob (two years old) was toddling after his baby sister Emma, both of them laughing as Amelia chased them with a big smile on her face. Her hand rested protectively on the gentle swell of her belly — our third child already on the way.

We’d gotten married six months after that first intense stretch of breeding, once the divorce finalized. The ceremony was small and private. Katherine had attended, quiet and resigned, but she’d mostly stayed in the background. She lived in the renovated guest house on the far side of the property now. Close enough to see the grandchildren when she wanted, far enough that she didn’t have to watch me fuck her daughter every night.

Amelia had taken to motherhood beautifully. Her body had changed exactly the way I’d fantasized — her tits fuller and often leaking a little milk when the baby nursed, her hips wider, her ass softer and more grabbable. She was glowing again now, six months pregnant and already talking about wanting a fourth eventually.

She caught me watching and walked over, the sundress she wore doing little to hide her pregnant curves. Jacob and Emma ran off to play with their toys.

“Hey, Daddy,” she said softly, pressing herself against me. Even after two years and two kids, she still called me that in private. She rose on her toes to kiss me, one hand sliding down to cup my cock through my pants. “The kids will be down for naps soon. Think you can put another load in me before dinner?”

I groaned and squeezed her ass, pulling her tighter. “You’re already pregnant, greedy girl.”

“Doesn’t mean I don’t want to feel you,” she whispered, giving me that same innocent-yet-filthy smile that had ruined her mother’s chances years ago. “I love being full of you.”

From the direction of the guest house, I saw Katherine step outside for a moment. She looked over at us — her daughter round with my child again, wearing my ring, living the life she’d schemed to claim. Katherine’s expression was complicated, but she didn’t say anything. She never did anymore. She’d accepted her place.

I kissed Amelia hard, possessive and deep, then murmured against her lips, “Naps in twenty minutes. Then I’m bending you over the couch and breeding you again, wife.”

She shivered happily in my arms. “Yes, Daddy.”

Two years ago she’d poisoned her mother’s tea to make this future possible. I’d never been able to stay mad about it. If anything, it only made me want her more.

This was exactly where we were meant to be.


Breeding My Niece on the Cruise:

One shared cabin. One week at sea. A lifetime of breeding.


Prologue

The cruise ship was packed with Jenny’s extended family — a floating reunion to celebrate her parents’ 40th wedding anniversary. Seven days at sea, private events, endless buffets, and more relatives than I could keep track of. Jenny had been looking forward to it for months.

We’d barely left port on the first day when the seasickness hit her hard.

By early evening she was pale, miserable, and curled up in our cabin with medication and a trash can. The ship’s doctor assured us it was common, but she was in no shape to leave the room. She waved me off weakly and told me to go to the first family dinner without her.

So I went alone.

I walked into the private dining room on the upper deck feeling like the odd man out — the husband representing the sick wife. The long tables were loud with laughter, clinking glasses, and overlapping conversations. I spotted my wife’s niece Sophie almost immediately. Twenty-three, fresh out of college, with that bright, easy smile that always stood out in family photos.

I had no idea yet how much this week was going to change everything.


Chapter 1

The private dining room on the upper deck was buzzing with energy — laughter, overlapping stories, clinking glasses, and the low hum of the ship cutting through the water. I adjusted my shirt collar and stepped inside, already feeling the absence of Jenny beside me. The long tables were filled with her extended family, everyone in vacation mode with colorful shirts and sundresses.

I spotted Sophie near the center of the main table. My wife’s niece looked radiant in a simple blue dress that caught the light, her dark hair falling in loose waves. At twenty-three, she had that effortless glow that made her stand out without trying. She’d always been the bright one in family photos — the one who actually asked how I was doing instead of just making small talk.

“Uncle Alex!” she called, waving me over with a warm smile. “Come sit with us. Aunt Jenny still not feeling great?”

I nodded as I took the empty seat beside her. “Seasick, unfortunately. She’s down for the count in the cabin. Doctor gave her something, but she told me to come enjoy the dinner anyway.”

Sophie’s expression softened with genuine concern. “Poor Aunt Jenny. I’ll bring her some ginger tea or crackers later if she can keep anything down.”

Before I could respond, Jenny’s aunt Carla — loud and well-meaning as always — leaned across the table. “Alex, honey, you can’t spend the whole trip cooped up in a sick room. Sophie’s cabin has that extra bed, doesn’t it, sweetheart? You should stay with her while Jenny recovers. No point in you sleeping on a couch or the floor.”

Sophie blinked, then gave a small, easy shrug, her eyes meeting mine for just a second longer than necessary. “Yeah, of course. I don’t have a roommate since cousin Lisa canceled last minute. There’s plenty of space.”

I felt a strange flicker in my chest at the casual suggestion. “I don’t want to impose, sweetheart,” I said, using the nickname I’d called her since she was a teenager — a harmless, affectionate term that suddenly felt heavier in this moment.

“You’re not imposing at all, Uncle Alex,” Sophie replied softly, her smile gentle but her gaze steady. “We’re family. It’ll be nice to have company. Plus, you can help me navigate all the reunion events so I don’t get lost.”

The rest of the table murmured agreement — it was practical, sensible, no big deal. Someone passed me a glass of wine. Conversation flowed easily around us: stories about past family trips, updates on cousins, teasing about who would win the upcoming trivia night. Sophie laughed at the right moments, asked thoughtful questions, and occasionally brushed my arm when making a point. Nothing overt. Just… natural. The kind of subtle warmth that made the big room feel smaller.

I told myself it was nothing. Just a helpful niece and a practical solution while my wife recovered.

But as dinner went on and Sophie leaned in slightly to hear me over the noise, her shoulder brushing mine, I couldn’t ignore the quiet pull I felt. The way her eyes lingered when she smiled at me. The way she said “Uncle Alex” like it was both familiar and brand new.

The private dining room hummed with energy as the main courses cleared and dessert was served — a lavish spread of chocolate lava cakes, fresh fruit tarts, and tiramisu. I was more relaxed than I expected to be, the wine and good company helping ease the initial awkwardness of showing up without Jenny.

Sophie stayed right beside me the whole time. She’d always been easy to talk to, but tonight it felt different. Natural. We shared a rich chocolate lava cake, passing the same fork back and forth in a casual rhythm that drew a few fond smiles from the aunts and uncles around us.

“Try this part — it’s the best bite,” she said, scooping a piece with the molten center and holding the fork out to me with a playful little smile. Her voice was light, teasing in that sweet way she’d had since she was younger. “Come on, Uncle Alex. Don’t make me eat it all myself.”

I chuckled and took the bite, our eyes meeting for just a beat longer than necessary. “You always did have a sweet tooth, sweetheart,” I replied, using the old nickname I’d called her for years. It came out warmer than I intended.

She laughed softly, the sound easy and genuine, and bumped my shoulder lightly with hers. “Only because you used to sneak me extra cookies at family parties when I was little. Fair’s fair.”

To everyone else at the table, it looked completely innocent — cute, even. The dependable uncle and his bright, affectionate niece sharing dessert while Aunt Jenny was stuck in the cabin. Carla, Jenny’s loudest aunt, even commented with a fond smile, “You two always got along so well. It’s nice to see.”

Sophie’s eyes sparkled as she took the next bite, her knee brushing mine under the table — accidental, probably. Or maybe not. The flirtation was subtle, nothing anyone could point to, just a comfortable warmth that made the loud dining room feel smaller. She asked me about work in that genuine way she had, listened like she actually cared, and occasionally touched my arm when laughing at one of my dry jokes.

I found myself relaxing into it, enjoying the easy banter more than I should have. For the first time in a long time, I wasn’t thinking about Jenny’s seasickness or playing the role of the steady husband. I was just… here. With Sophie.

By the time coffee was served and the table started breaking up, the suggestion from earlier had become inevitable. Carla brought it up again as we stood to leave.

“Alex, seriously — go stay in Sophie’s cabin. No reason for you to camp out on a couch while Jenny’s recovering. Sophie won’t mind, will you, honey?”

Sophie gave me that same warm, easy smile. “Not at all. There’s plenty of room.”

I met her eyes across the last of the dessert plates and felt something shift.

“Alright,” I said, nodding. “If you’re sure, sweetheart.”

The family approved with murmurs and goodnights. No one thought twice about it.

But as Sophie and I left the dining room together, heading toward the elevators with my suitcase soon to follow, I couldn’t shake the quiet thrill in my chest.

This was going to be a very interesting week at sea.


Chapter 2

After dinner, I stopped by our original cabin to check on Jenny. She was propped up in bed, still pale but looking a little better than earlier. The room smelled faintly of ginger and medicine.

“Hey,” I said softly, sitting on the edge of the bed. “How are you feeling?”

“Like the room won’t stop moving,” she groaned with a weak smile. “The doctor says it should pass in a day or two. I’m so sorry, Alex. I know this was supposed to be fun for both of us.”

I brushed her hair back gently. “Don’t worry about it. The family understands. Listen… Sophie offered me the extra bed in her cabin. Since you need the quiet and space, it makes sense. I don’t want to be crashing on the couch here and disturbing you every time I come in.”

Jenny’s face actually brightened. “Oh, that’s perfect. Sophie’s such a sweetheart. I’d feel better knowing you’re not uncomfortable. Just… make sure you two have fun for me, okay? Go to the shows, the pools, all of it. I’ll join when I can.”

Her easy approval surprised me, but I nodded. “I will. Get some rest, babe. I’ll check on you in the morning.”

I packed a suitcase with enough clothes for the next few days and headed down the hall. Sophie’s cabin was two decks up — a nice veranda room with a view of the ocean. When I knocked, she opened the door quickly.

She was already changed for the night, wearing a soft, lacy pale pink nightgown that skimmed her thighs and clung gently to her curves. It was modest enough for “family,” but the delicate lace trim and the way it moved with her made it anything but ordinary. She had a glass of red wine in one hand and gave me that warm, welcoming smile.

“Hey, Uncle Alex. Come on in. I was just pouring myself a glass. Want one?”

I stepped inside, suitcase in hand, and tried not to let my eyes linger. The room was cozy — a seating area, a nice balcony, and… one large bed made from two doubles pushed together. It looked like one king at first glance, but you could see the seam down the middle.

Sophie noticed me looking and laughed softly. “Yeah, they pushed them together when I said I didn’t have a roommate. We can separate them if you want, but it’s kind of nice like this. More space.”

She handed me a glass of wine, her fingers brushing mine for a second. “Make yourself comfortable. I’m really glad you’re staying here. It would’ve been lonely otherwise.”

I set my suitcase down and took a sip, feeling the subtle shift in the air. The room smelled faintly of her lotion — something light and sweet. She curled up on one side of the big bed, tucking her legs under her, the lace nightgown riding up just a little as she patted the space beside her.

“Come sit. Tell me how Aunt Jenny’s doing. And then you can tell me what you want to do tomorrow. There’s a sunrise yoga thing on the top deck if you’re up for it.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, the pushed-together mattresses dipping slightly under our weight. The flirtation from dinner was still there, quiet and easy, hidden under layers of “family” politeness. But being here — alone with her in this cabin, the ocean gently rocking the ship outside — made everything feel a little more dangerous.

And a little more exciting.

We finished our glasses inside the cabin, but the air felt too close, too charged. Sophie glanced toward the sliding glass door and smiled.

“The balcony’s nice at night. Want to take the bottle out there? The ocean looks incredible under the stars.”

I didn’t hesitate. “Lead the way, sweetheart.”

She grabbed the wine bottle and two fresh glasses, and I followed her out onto the private balcony. The night air was warm, the ship’s lights reflecting off the dark water as it cut through the sea. The distant sound of music and laughter from other decks drifted up, but out here it felt private. Intimate.

Sophie poured us both another generous glass. The wine was already working on both of us — loosening tongues, warming skin, lowering inhibitions. She leaned against the railing beside me, the lacy hem of her nightgown fluttering in the breeze. It was impossible not to notice how the fabric clung to her body in the soft balcony lighting.

We talked easily at first — about the reunion, her college graduation, my work. But the wine kept flowing, and the conversation shifted.

“You know,” she said, turning to face me more directly, her eyes bright, “I’ve always liked when you call me sweetheart. Most people treat me like I’m still a kid. But you… you’ve always made me feel different. Seen.”

I took a slow sip, letting my gaze drift down her body for a moment before meeting her eyes again. The dominant side of me that usually stayed carefully in check around family was waking up fast.

“You’re not a kid anymore, Sophie,” I said, my voice lower, firmer. “You’re a beautiful young woman. And you know exactly what you’re doing tonight, don’t you?”

She bit her lip, a flush creeping up her neck, but she didn’t look away. The wine had made her bolder. “Maybe I do. Is that bad… Uncle Alex?”

The way she said “Uncle Alex” now — soft, almost teasing — sent heat straight through me. I stepped closer, crowding her gently against the railing. Not touching, but close enough that I could smell her lotion and the wine on her breath.

“It’s dangerous,” I told her, my tone dominant, controlled. “You’re my wife’s niece. I’m supposed to be the responsible one here. Yet here you are, wearing that little nightgown, drinking wine with me on a dark balcony, calling me Uncle like you’re testing me.”

Sophie’s breathing picked up. She looked up at me through her lashes, that mix of innocence and heat I was quickly becoming addicted to. “What if I like testing you? What if I’ve wanted to for a long time?”

I reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, my fingers lingering against her neck. “Careful, sweetheart. Keep pushing and you might find out exactly how much I’ve noticed you over the years.”

The air between us crackled. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she leaned in just a fraction, her body language screaming invitation even as her voice stayed soft.

“I’m not scared,” she whispered.

I held her gaze for a long moment, the ocean stretching endlessly behind her, the ship rocking gently beneath us. The wine made everything feel sharper, hotter. More inevitable.

“Good,” I said, my voice rough with restraint. “Because this week just got a lot more interesting.”

The wine, the ocean, the way Sophie was looking at me — it all crashed together in a perfect storm. I’d been fighting the pull for hours, but out here on the dark balcony, with her in that lacy nightgown and her eyes full of invitation, my control finally snapped.

“Fuck it,” I growled.

I cupped the back of her neck and pulled her into me, kissing her hard. Sophie gasped against my mouth for half a second before melting into it, her hands fisting in my shirt as she kissed me back with equal hunger. The kiss was deep, messy, and urgent — nothing like the careful, polite man I was supposed to be.

She tasted like red wine and sweetness. I backed her against the railing, one hand sliding down to grip her waist, the other tangling in her hair. She whimpered softly into the kiss, pressing her body against mine, her soft curves molding perfectly to me. I deepened the kiss, claiming her mouth, letting the dominant side I usually kept leashed take over. My tongue stroked against hers, and she responded eagerly, making little needy sounds that went straight to my cock.bb

We made out like that for a long time — hot, breathless, hands roaming. I squeezed her ass through the thin nightgown, pulling her tighter against the growing hardness in my pants. She moaned into my mouth and rolled her hips against me, clearly feeling how much I wanted her.

But then reality hit me like a cold wave.

I broke the kiss abruptly, breathing hard, my forehead resting against hers. Sophie’s lips were swollen, her eyes glassy with lust.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I said, voice rough and strained. “You’re my wife’s niece. This is… fuck, Sophie, this is dangerous.”

She looked up at me, flushed and breathing just as heavily, but she didn’t pull away. If anything, she looked like she wanted me to keep going.

I slid the balcony door open and stepped back into the cabin, my heart pounding and my body still aching for her. I heard the soft click of the door behind me as I left her out there on the balcony, lips kissed red and nightgown slightly askew.

This was going to be a very long night.


Chapter 3

I changed quickly into a pair of loose sleep pants and a t-shirt, trying to shake off the heat still burning through my veins. The kiss on the balcony kept replaying in my head — the way Sophie had melted against me, the soft sounds she made, the way her body had fit so perfectly. I told myself I was doing the right thing by stopping it. I climbed into the big bed made of two doubles pushed together and stared at the ceiling, willing my body to calm down.

A few minutes later, the balcony door slid open. Sophie stepped inside, still in that lacy pink nightgown. She didn’t say anything at first. She just padded across the room and climbed onto the bed, jumping lightly onto the mattress like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Before I could protest, she cuddled right into my side, tucking herself against my chest. Her body was warm and soft, one leg sliding over mine as she nestled close. The lace of her nightgown brushed against my arm.

“It’s just cuddles, Uncle Alex,” she whispered sweetly, her voice innocent and reassuring. “I promise. It’s been a long day and I’m cold. This is totally innocent.”

I tensed, my arm automatically going around her. She felt too good pressed against me. Too right.

“Sophie…” I started, my voice low with warning.

She looked up at me with those big, wide Bambi eyes — sweet, guileless, and completely disarming. Her lower lip pushed out in the most adorable little pout.

“We’ve already kissed,” she said softly, almost like she was reasoning with me. “So it’s no big deal, right? Practically innocent. Just one more? Please?”

That pout. Those eyes. The way she was curled into me like she belonged there.

I knew I should say no. I should put space between us. Instead, I let out a low, defeated groan, my hand sliding up to cup the back of her neck.

“Come here, sweetheart,” I said, voice rough.

I pulled her up and kissed her again. This time slower, deeper, savoring the way she sighed into my mouth and melted against my chest. Her hand rested on my stomach, fingers tracing light circles as we kissed for a long, indulgent moment. It was still “just kissing,” but it felt like so much more.

When I finally pulled back, breathing hard, Sophie gave me a small, satisfied smile and tucked herself back against my side, her head on my chest.

“See?” she whispered, sounding pleased with herself. “Just innocent cuddles and one little kiss. Nothing wrong with that.”

I held her close, my hand resting possessively on her hip, knowing full well we were already playing with fire.

Sophie’s body was warm and soft against mine, her head on my chest, one leg draped over me. The “just one more” kiss I’d given her should have been the end of it. But she tilted her face up again, those big Bambi eyes looking at me with such sweet expectation that my resolve cracked almost instantly.

“Just one more?” she whispered again, her voice so innocent it should have been illegal.

“Fuck, Sophie,” I muttered.

I rolled us slightly so I was leaning over her and kissed her again — harder this time, deeper. She made a soft, happy sound and kissed me back eagerly, her hands sliding up my chest to wrap around my neck. We stayed like that for a long time, trading slow, heated kisses that grew more urgent with every passing minute.

My hand roamed down her side, squeezing her hip through the thin lace nightgown, pulling her tighter against me. She arched into my touch, her leg hooking higher over my hip. The kisses turned messier — tongues stroking, soft moans escaping her as I nipped at her lower lip. I could feel her nipples hardening against my chest through the delicate fabric.

“You taste so good, sweetheart,” I growled against her mouth between kisses, my dominant side fully awake now. I slid one hand down to grip her ass, kneading the soft flesh as I held her close. She whimpered and rocked against me, the heat between her legs pressing against my thigh.

We kept going like that — deep, hungry kisses and wandering hands. I slipped my fingers under the hem of her nightgown, stroking the smooth skin of her thigh but stopping just short of going higher. Sophie trembled and pressed closer, clearly wanting more.

But I forced myself to pull back, breathing hard, my forehead resting against hers.

“We have to stop,” I said, voice rough with restraint. “This is already too far, sweetheart. You’re my wife’s niece. We can’t—”

Sophie looked up at me with flushed cheeks and kiss-swollen lips, her eyes dark with need but still carrying that sweet, innocent edge. She didn’t argue. She just nodded softly and tucked herself back against my chest, cuddling close like nothing had happened.

“Okay,” she whispered, pressing one last gentle kiss to my neck. “Just cuddles now. I promise.”

I held her tight, one hand possessively on her hip, my body still aching for her. The pushed-together beds suddenly felt far too small.

This week was going to test every ounce of control I had.


Chapter 3

I woke up to the soft rocking of the ship and the warm weight of Sophie curled tightly against my chest. Her head was tucked under my chin, one arm draped across my stomach, and her leg hooked over mine. The two beds pushed together had become one during the night.

Before I could move, Sophie stirred. She blinked up at me with sleepy eyes and gave me the softest, sweetest little kiss on the lips — like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Morning, Uncle Alex,” she whispered, voice husky with sleep.

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she cuddled closer for a moment, pressing another gentle kiss to my jaw before finally stretching and sitting up. The lacy nightgown had ridden up high on her thighs. She didn’t seem to care.

We moved around the cabin like we’d been doing this for years.

Sophie didn’t bother going to the bathroom to change. She simply stood up, peeled the nightgown over her head right there in front of me, and dropped it on the bed. She was completely naked for a few seconds — smooth skin, full breasts, the soft curve of her waist — before she turned and grabbed a bra from her suitcase.

“Can you help me with this?” she asked sweetly, holding the bra out and turning her back to me. “The clasp is tricky.”

I stepped up behind her and fastened it, my fingers brushing the warm skin of her back. She leaned back into me slightly and gave me another quick kiss over her shoulder — just a little peck on the cheek.

“Thanks, Uncle Alex.”

She slipped on a sundress next and turned to me with an innocent smile. “Zip me?”

I pulled the zipper up slowly, my knuckles grazing her spine. When I finished, she spun around and gave me another light kiss on the mouth, like we did this every morning.

In the small bathroom, we brushed our teeth side by side. She kept bumping her hip against mine playfully. When she was done, she rinsed her mouth and gave me yet another quick kiss before heading back out.

She left the bathroom door open when she used the toilet, chatting casually with me while I picked out a shirt.

“I’m so glad you stayed in here,” she said lightly. “It would’ve been lonely by myself.”

I buttoned my shirt while watching her in the mirror. Sophie came over, still in just her sundress and bra, and helped me with the buttons. Her fingers worked slowly, deliberately. When she finished the last one, she rose on her toes and gave me another soft kiss.

“There,” she said with a smile. “All ready for family breakfast.”

She moved around the cabin with easy familiarity — fixing her hair, applying light makeup, chatting about what excursions she wanted to do today. Every few minutes she’d press another little kiss somewhere — my cheek, my jaw, my lips — like it was completely normal. Domestic. Innocent.

By the time we were both dressed and ready to head to the family breakfast, the air between us was thick with everything we weren’t saying.

Sophie gave me one last kiss at the door before we left.

“Ready, Uncle Alex?”

I nodded, my voice lower than usual. “Yeah, sweetheart. Let’s go.”

The main dining hall was bustling with the family reunion crowd when Sophie and I walked in together. She stayed close to my side, her hand lightly brushing my arm as we found seats near Jenny’s parents. To everyone else, it looked perfectly normal — the helpful uncle and his sweet niece stepping in while Aunt Jenny was stuck in the cabin.

Sophie pulled out my chair for me with a small smile before sitting down right beside me. “What do you want for breakfast, Uncle Alex? I’ll fix your plate.”

I rested my hand lightly on her lower back for a moment. “Coffee first, sweetheart. Black. And whatever looks good to you.”

She gave me a quick, affectionate kiss on the cheek — the kind she’d given me a thousand times over the years — and headed to the buffet. A few minutes later she returned with two full plates and my coffee, setting everything down in front of me with care. She’d even remembered I liked extra bacon.

“Here you go,” she said softly, brushing a tiny piece of lint off my shoulder before sitting down. Her knee rested lightly against mine under the table.

We chatted easily with the family about the day’s plans — a group excursion to a private island beach in the afternoon, trivia night after dinner, maybe some dancing later. Sophie leaned in close to me when she spoke, her voice warm.

“I think the beach excursion sounds fun. What do you think, Uncle Alex? We could build sandcastles like when I was little.”

I chuckled and reached over to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, letting my fingers linger for just a second. “Sounds perfect, sweetheart. I’ll make sure you have the best sandcastle on the beach.”

To the rest of the table, it all looked completely innocent — sweet, even. The caring uncle and his adoring niece taking care of each other while Jenny was sick. Carla smiled at us fondly across the table.

“You two are so good together,” she said. “It’s nice to see Alex has someone looking out for him while Jenny’s under the weather.”

Sophie beamed and gave me another light kiss on the cheek, her hand resting briefly on my thigh under the table. “He takes good care of me too.”

I squeezed her knee gently under the table in response — a subtle, private touch while I nodded along to the family conversation about the day’s schedule. The domestic rhythm between us felt effortless. Natural. Like we’d been doing this for years instead of one charged night.

Every little thing — the way she fixed my coffee exactly how I liked it, the way I made sure her plate had extra fruit because I knew she liked it, the casual brushes of our hands and light kisses on the cheek — blended seamlessly into the family breakfast. No one suspected a thing.

But under the table, her knee stayed pressed against mine the entire time, and every time she looked at me with those bright eyes, I felt the heat from last night still simmering just beneath the surface.

This was becoming far too comfortable.


Chapter 4

After breakfast, Sophie and I slipped away from the family to head back to the cabin before the afternoon beach excursion. The moment the door closed behind us, the easy, public mask we’d both been wearing dropped. I felt tense — the weight of what we were doing, the guilt over Jenny, the constant thrum of desire I couldn’t seem to shake.

I sat down on the edge of the pushed-together beds, grabbing the daily activity schedule to distract myself. I flipped through it, trying to focus on the words.

Sophie moved quietly around the room for a moment. I didn’t even notice her kneeling in front of me until I felt her hands on my thighs.

“Sophie—” I started, but the words died in my throat as she calmly unbuckled my belt and pulled my pants and boxers down just enough to free my cock. It was already half-hard from the morning’s tension.

Before I could react, her warm, wet mouth was on me.

“Fuck,” I groaned, one hand instinctively going to her hair.

She looked up at me with those big, innocent eyes as she took me deeper, her tongue swirling around the head. There was no rush in her movements — slow, deliberate, and incredibly affectionate. Like she was genuinely trying to help me relax.

“You seemed tense at breakfast,” she murmured softly, pulling off just long enough to speak before sinking back down. “I just want to help you feel better, Uncle Alex.”

Her mouth was heaven — warm, eager, and surprisingly skilled. She bobbed her head slowly, taking more of me each time, her hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. The wet sounds and her soft, contented hums filled the quiet cabin.

I leaned back on my hands, breathing hard, watching her pretty face as she worshipped my cock. Every time I twitched in her mouth, she gave a little happy sound, like pleasing me was the best part of her day.

“Sweetheart… you don’t have to—” I tried, but my hand tightened in her hair instead of pulling her away.

She pulled off with a soft pop, stroking me with her hand as she looked up at me with that sweet, helpful expression. “I want to. Let me take care of you.”

Then she dove back down, sucking me deeper, her eyes never leaving mine.

The tension in my body slowly melted under her attention. I let out a low groan and leaned back, giving in to the feeling of her warm mouth and the gentle rocking of the ship.

She was trying to help me relax.

And it was working far too well.

Sophie’s warm, eager mouth felt too good. Too perfect. The last thread of my control snapped.

“Fuck it,” I growled, sliding my hand into her hair and gripping it firmly. “If you’re going to suck my cock, sweetheart, then you’re going to take it like a good girl.”

I thrust my hips up, pushing deeper into her mouth. Sophie moaned around me, her eyes watering slightly but staying locked on mine as I started fucking her face with long, hard strokes. She took it beautifully — relaxing her throat, letting me use her, her hands gripping my thighs for balance.

“That’s it,” I rasped, voice thick with lust. “Take every inch of your uncle’s cock down that pretty throat. You wanted this so bad you offered me your cabin, didn’t you? My sweet little niece on her knees for me.”

She whimpered around my cock, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. I fucked her mouth harder, holding her head in place as I drove in and out, the wet, obscene sounds filling the cabin.

“Look at you,” I groaned. “Sucking your uncle’s cock while your aunt is sick in the other room. Such a filthy, perfect little slut for me. You love this, don’t you? Love choking on my dick like the eager breeding whore you are.”

Sophie’s eyes fluttered, tears slipping down her cheeks, but she never pulled away. If anything, she sucked harder, her tongue working me as I used her mouth.

I felt my balls tighten. “I’m going to cum down your throat, sweetheart. You’re going to swallow every drop like a good girl. Understand?”

She moaned in agreement, eyes pleading.

With a deep, guttural groan I buried myself as deep as I could and came hard, pulsing thick ropes of cum straight down her throat. Sophie swallowed eagerly, not spilling a drop, her throat working around me as I emptied myself completely.

When I finally pulled out, she gasped for air, lips swollen and shiny. A small string of saliva and cum connected her mouth to my cock for a second before she leaned in and gave the head a soft, reverent kiss.

She looked up at me with glassy, satisfied eyes and a small, sweet smile.

“Feel better, Uncle Alex?”

Something dark and possessive snapped inside me.

I grabbed her by the waist, tossed her onto the bed face-down, and yanked her dress up over her ass in one rough motion. She let out a surprised yelp that quickly turned into a moan as I brought my hand down hard on her bare ass.

Smack.

“You little brat,” I growled, spanking the other cheek just as hard. Her ass jiggled beautifully with each strike, turning a lovely pink. “Sucking my cock like that in the middle of the morning. Acting all sweet and helpful while you’re really just a filthy little cockslut for your uncle.”

Smack. Smack.

Sophie whimpered and pushed her ass higher, spreading her knees on the bed. “I’m sorry, Uncle Alex,” she gasped, but her voice was breathy and needy, not sorry at all.

I spanked her again, harder this time, watching her skin bloom red. “You’re not sorry. You loved every second of choking on my cock. You’ve been teasing me since the first night.”

I spread her cheeks, admiring how wet she was, her pussy glistening. I gave her a few more firm spanks, alternating sides, each one making her moan louder.

“Such a spoiled brat,” I said, my voice low and dominant. “Offering me your cabin. Crawling between my legs the first chance you get. You wanted this, didn’t you? Wanted your uncle to bend you over and punish you.”

“Yes,” she whimpered, pushing back against my hand. “I wanted it so bad.”

I gave her one final, hard spank on each cheek, then rubbed the reddened skin soothingly. Sophie was trembling, her pussy visibly dripping onto the sheets.

I leaned down and kissed the back of her neck, my voice rough against her ear.

“Behave yourself today, sweetheart. Or I’ll have to spank you again tonight.”


Chapter 5

We made it to the private island beach with the rest of the family a couple of hours later. The sun was bright, the water crystal clear, and the private stretch of sand was dotted with lounge chairs and umbrellas for the reunion group. Sophie stayed close to my side the whole time, her hand occasionally brushing mine or her shoulder touching my arm as we walked.

When she slipped off her cover-up, I nearly lost it.

She was wearing a tiny white bikini that left almost nothing to the imagination. The top barely contained her full breasts, and the bottoms were little more than strings on her hips, showing off the smooth curve of her ass — still faintly pink from my hand earlier. The sight of her like that, marked by me underneath the innocent white fabric, made my cock twitch hard in my swim trunks.

I had to adjust myself discreetly as we walked toward the water. Sophie caught me looking and gave me a small, knowing smile, but kept it subtle.

The family was scattered around — kids building sandcastles, adults chatting under umbrellas. To everyone else, we looked perfectly normal. The caring uncle helping his niece with her sunscreen, his hand lingering just a second too long on her lower back. Sophie asking me to help tie the strings of her bikini top, turning so I could do it while the family chatted nearby.

“You’re killing me, sweetheart,” I muttered under my breath as I tied the strings, my fingers brushing her warm skin.

She looked over her shoulder at me with that sweet, innocent smile. “I don’t know what you mean, Uncle Alex.”

The entire afternoon was pure torture wrapped in domestic sweetness. We built a sandcastle with some of the younger cousins. Sophie sat between my legs in the sand, leaning back against my chest while we worked. Every time she shifted, her ass pressed against me. I kept one hand possessively on her hip, hidden from view by the angle.

When we went into the water, she wrapped her legs around my waist “for balance” while I carried her deeper. To the family watching from the shore, it just looked like a sweet uncle helping his niece enjoy the ocean safely. No one could see the way she ground herself subtly against the hard bulge in my swim trunks under the water, or the way my hands gripped her ass possessively beneath the surface.

“You’re so hard, Uncle Alex,” she whispered in my ear, her arms around my neck. “I can feel you throbbing against me.”

I squeezed her ass harder, pulling her tighter. “Behave yourself, sweetheart. Or I won’t be responsible for what happens when we get back to the cabin.”

She just smiled innocently and kissed my cheek, her legs staying locked around me as I carried her even deeper into the water.

The entire afternoon was like that — subtle touches, little kisses on the cheek in front of the family, me fixing her drink or putting sunscreen on her back while she did the same for me. To everyone else, it was adorable. Helpful family members looking out for each other.

But every single second, I was fighting the overwhelming urge to drag her behind a rock or into the trees and fuck her senseless.

We drifted farther out into the clear turquoise water, the family’s voices fading into the background. The beach was still visible, but we were deep enough that no one could see what was happening below the surface. Sophie’s legs stayed locked around my waist, her arms around my neck as I held her up in the gentle waves.

She leaned in and kissed me — soft at first, then deeper, her tongue brushing mine. “No one can see us out here,” she whispered against my lips before kissing me again.

She kept doing it. Little kisses turning into longer ones. Her hips rolling subtly against me under the water, grinding her barely-covered pussy against the hard bulge in my swim trunks.

“Sophie…” I warned, my hands gripping her ass tighter.

She just smiled innocently and kissed me again, deeper this time, her tongue teasing mine. “I can feel how hard you are, Uncle Alex,” she whispered, nipping at my bottom lip. “You’ve been like this since you saw me in this bikini. Does your naughty niece turn you on that much?”

Another kiss. Another slow grind of her hips.

I was losing control fast.

She leaned in once more, kissing me slow and filthy, her tongue stroking mine as she whispered, “I’m so wet for you. I’ve been wet since you spanked me this morning…”

That was it.

I growled low in my throat, a deep, primal sound. One hand yanked the crotch of her bikini bottoms aside while the other freed my aching cock from my trunks. In one rough motion, I pulled her down and thrust up, burying myself balls-deep in her tight, wet pussy right there in the open water.

“Fuck,” I snarled against her mouth as I started fucking her hard. “You wanted this, didn’t you? Teasing your uncle until he snaps and fucks you in the middle of the ocean with the whole family on the beach.”

Sophie moaned into my mouth, her legs tightening around me as I pounded into her. The water splashed around us with every thrust, but from the shore it just looked like we were playing in the waves.

“Yes, Daddy,” she gasped between kisses, using the word that always made me feral. “Fuck your naughty niece. Fill me up right here.”

I gripped her ass hard and fucked her with deep, powerful strokes, the risk making everything more intense. I kissed her hard to muffle her moans, swallowing every whimper as I claimed her in the middle of the ocean.

“You’re going to walk back to the beach with my cum dripping down your thighs,” I growled against her ear. “And no one will know what a dirty little slut you are for me.”

Sophie came first, clenching around my cock with a muffled cry. I followed right after, burying myself deep and pumping load after load into her as the waves rocked us.

I held her close afterward, still buried inside her, kissing her softly as we caught our breath.

This vacation had officially gone off the rails.


Chapter 6

The second the cabin door closed behind us, I lost the last shred of control I had left.

I grabbed Sophie by the waist and tossed her onto the bed face-down. She let out a surprised yelp that turned into a moan as I yanked her bikini bottoms down her legs and shoved her knees apart.

“You fucking brat,” I growled, bringing my hand down hard on her ass. The sharp smack echoed in the room. “Teasing me all day in that tiny bikini. Making me fuck you in the ocean with the whole family right there.”

Smack. Smack.

I spanked her again and again, watching her ass turn bright red as she pushed back for more, moaning into the sheets.

“You want my cock so bad you can’t even behave for one afternoon?” I snarled, lining myself up and thrusting into her soaked pussy in one brutal stroke. “Then you’re going to take every inch, sweetheart.”

I fucked her hard from behind, one hand fisting her hair, the other spanking her ass in rhythm with my thrusts. The sound of skin slapping skin mixed with her desperate moans.

“Such a naughty little niece,” I growled, pounding into her. “If you want my cock this much, I’m going to breed you. I’m going to fill this tight pussy until you’re carrying my baby. You want that, don’t you? You want your uncle to knock you up.”

“Yes!” Sophie cried out, pushing back to meet every thrust. “Please, Uncle Alex — breed me. I want it so bad.”

I spanked her harder, gripping her hips and driving into her deep and fast. “That’s right. I’m going to pump you full until it takes. You’re going to walk around this ship with my cum dripping out of you and my baby growing inside you.”

I fucked her relentlessly, the bed creaking under us, until I buried myself deep and came with a guttural groan, flooding her pussy with thick ropes of cum. Sophie came right after me, clenching around my cock as she moaned my name.

I stayed inside her afterward, leaning down to kiss the back of her neck, my hand gently rubbing her reddened ass.

“You’re mine now, sweetheart,” I whispered. “And I’m nowhere near done breeding you this week.”

I wasn’t done with her. Not even close.

I pulled out of Sophie’s dripping pussy and flipped her onto her back in one smooth motion. She gasped as I grabbed her legs and pushed them up and back, folding her in half beneath me. Her knees were nearly by her ears, her ass lifted off the bed, completely exposed and open for me.

“Look at you,” I growled, staring down at her flushed face and the way her pussy glistened with my cum. “Folded up like a little breeding toy for your uncle.”

I thrust back into her hard, the new angle letting me sink even deeper. Sophie cried out, her hands clutching the sheets as I started fucking her with long, powerful strokes.

“Fuck, you feel so good like this,” I groaned, pounding into her. “So deep. I’m going to fill you up again, sweetheart. Pump another load straight into your womb.”

Sophie’s eyes were glassy with pleasure, her mouth open in a constant moan as I folded her tighter and fucked her relentlessly. The position made everything more intense — I could feel myself hitting her cervix with every thrust.

“Please, Uncle Alex,” she begged, voice broken. “Breed me. I want your baby so bad.”

“That’s my good little brat,” I snarled, spanking her ass again even as I drove into her. “You teased me all day and now you’re going to take every drop. I’m going to breed you until your belly swells with my child.”

I fucked her harder, the bed slamming against the wall, her moans filling the cabin. The way she was folded beneath me, completely at my mercy, pushed me over the edge.

With a deep, animalistic groan I buried myself as deep as I could and came hard, flooding her pussy with another thick load. Sophie came with me, her walls clenching around my cock as she trembled and cried out.

I stayed buried deep inside her, holding her folded in half, kissing her softly as we both came down.

“You’re going to be so full of me by the end of this cruise,” I murmured against her lips.

Sophie smiled up at me, dazed and happy.

“I can’t wait, Uncle Alex.”


Chapter 7

The evening family dinner was held in one of the ship’s private dining rooms. The long tables were beautifully set, lights dimmed, and the atmosphere was festive. Jenny was still recovering in the cabin, so Sophie and I sat together near the center of the main table. The domestic rhythm we’d fallen into all day felt even stronger now — amplified by everything that had happened in the cabin earlier.

Sophie sat close enough that our thighs pressed together under the table. She kept finding little ways to touch me — her hand resting on my arm when she laughed at something her cousin said, her fingers brushing mine as we shared a plate of appetizers. I fixed her drink exactly the way she liked it and passed it to her with a small smile. She leaned in and kissed my cheek in thanks.

But the kiss landed a little too close to my mouth.

It was an accident — or at least it started that way. Our lips brushed for a brief second, soft and warm. Sophie pulled back with a small, surprised laugh, her cheeks flushing. To the family around us, it just looked like an affectionate, slightly clumsy peck between a close uncle and niece.

“Oops,” she said sweetly, giving me that innocent smile. “Sorry, Uncle Alex.”

I squeezed her knee under the table, my thumb stroking her skin. “It’s fine, sweetheart.”

The family cooed at how cute we were. Carla even commented, “You two are adorable. It’s so nice that you’re keeping each other company while Jenny’s under the weather.”

Sophie leaned into my side, her head resting on my shoulder for a moment as she chatted with her cousins about the day’s beach excursion. I wrapped my arm around her casually, my fingers tracing light circles on her upper arm. Every so often she’d turn and give me another kiss on the cheek — sometimes dangerously close to my mouth again. I’d respond by kissing her temple or brushing her hair back, the gestures looking perfectly innocent to everyone else.

We shared food from the same plate, feeding each other bites here and there when no one was looking too closely. The flirting stayed subtle but constant — little smiles, lingering touches, the way she’d whisper something in my ear that made me chuckle. To the family, we were just close. Sweet. The perfect uncle-niece pair stepping up while Jenny was sick.

No one suspected that under the table my hand was resting high on her thigh, or that every time she kissed my cheek I was remembering how she’d looked folded in half on the bed earlier.

The domestic warmth between us was getting harder to hide.

And I wasn’t sure how much longer I wanted to.

We left the family dinner a little early, telling everyone we wanted to check on Jenny. Sophie walked beside me down the hallway, her hand lightly resting on my arm. The domestic ease between us felt completely natural now — her leaning into my side, me brushing her hair back when it fell in her face.

When we entered the cabin, Jenny was still in bed, looking pale and miserable. She gave us a weak smile as we walked in.

“Hey,” she said hoarsely. “How was dinner?”

Sophie immediately went into caretaker mode, fluffing Jenny’s pillows and pouring her some fresh water. “It was nice, Aunt Jenny. Everyone missed you though. We brought you some ginger tea and plain crackers from the dining room.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, watching as Sophie moved around the room with effortless care. She was so attentive, so naturally nurturing. It was impossible not to compare. Jenny had been a good wife, but she’d never had this kind of soft, eager energy. Sophie made taking care of someone look like the most fulfilling thing in the world.

Sophie handed me the tea to give to Jenny, her fingers brushing mine with a small, secret smile. “Here, Uncle Alex. You give it to her. You’re better at this than I am.”

I took it, but my eyes lingered on Sophie a second too long. She was still glowing from earlier — cheeks slightly flushed, lips a little swollen. The contrast between my sick wife and my vibrant, fertile niece was stark.

Jenny sipped the tea and sighed. “You two are so sweet together. I’m glad you’re keeping each other company. I’d feel terrible if Alex was stuck in here with me the whole time.”

Sophie sat on the other side of the bed and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek — then another one closer to my mouth, just barely missing. “We’re having fun, Aunt Jenny. Uncle Alex has been taking such good care of me. He’s so… thorough.”

The innuendo was subtle enough that Jenny just smiled tiredly, completely missing it. “He’s good at that. I’m glad he’s looking after you, honey.”

Sophie leaned against my side, her hand resting casually on my thigh under the edge of the bed. “He really is. He makes sure I’m very well taken care of. Filled up, even.”

I squeezed her thigh warningly, but she just gave me an innocent little smile and kissed my cheek again.

Jenny yawned, missing every double meaning. “You two are adorable. I’m so lucky to have you both.”

We stayed for a little while longer, Sophie fussing over Jenny while staying pressed close to me. Every little touch and subtle innuendo from her made the guilt twist in my stomach — but the desire burning under it was even stronger.

When Jenny started drifting off again, Sophie kissed my cheek one more time, her lips lingering.

“Ready to go back to our cabin, Uncle Alex?”


Chapter 8

We slipped back into the cabin after checking on Jenny, the tension between us thick and electric. The second the door clicked shut, Sophie turned to say something, but her hand brushed a small bottle of lotion off the nightstand. It hit the floor and rolled under the bed.

“Oops,” she said with a little laugh.

She dropped to her knees and bent forward to reach for it, her ass high in the air. The short sundress she’d changed into rode up, giving me a perfect view of her bare pussy and the faint red marks still on her ass from earlier.

Something inside me snapped.

I stepped forward, gripped her hips, and pushed her down onto her back on the floor in one smooth motion. Before she could react, I grabbed her legs and folded them all the way back, pressing her knees to the carpet beside her head. The position left her completely exposed and helpless beneath me — ass lifted, pussy on full display, folded in half like a toy made for breeding.

“Fuck, look at you,” I growled, quickly freeing my cock and rubbing the head along her wet slit. “Dropping things on purpose just so you can present this ass to me like a little slut.”

Sophie moaned, her eyes wide and glassy with lust. “Uncle Alex…”

I didn’t wait. I thrust into her hard, sinking balls-deep in one stroke. The butterchurn position let me fuck her impossibly deep. I leaned over her, using my weight to keep her folded, and started pounding into her with rough, powerful thrusts.

“You wanted this, didn’t you?” I snarled, fucking her hard. “Bending over like that with your ass up. You knew exactly what it would do to me.”

Smack. I spanked the back of her thigh as I drove into her.

“You’re such a needy little brat. Teasing your uncle all day, making innuendos in front of your aunt, then dropping shit on the floor so I’d fuck you like this.”

Sophie was moaning nonstop, completely folded beneath me, taking every inch. Her pussy was soaked, gripping me tight as I used her.

“I’m going to breed you right here on the floor,” I growled, pounding harder. “Folded up like this so I can pump my cum straight into your womb. You want that, don’t you? You want me to knock you up?”

“Yes! Please, Uncle Alex — breed me!” she cried out, her voice breaking with pleasure.

I fucked her relentlessly in that deep, folded position, the wet sounds of our bodies filling the cabin. Every thrust bottomed out inside her. I spanked her thighs and ass as I used her, growling filthy praise and ownership until I finally buried myself as deep as possible and came hard, flooding her pussy with another thick load.

I stayed locked inside her, still holding her legs back, breathing heavily as I looked down at her flushed, satisfied face.

“You’re mine now, sweetheart,” I said, voice rough. “And I’m going to keep breeding you like this until it takes.”

I stayed buried deep inside her, holding Sophie folded in half on the floor. Her legs were still pressed back beside her head, her pussy clenching around my cock as I pulsed the last of my cum into her. I didn’t pull out. I wanted every drop to stay right where it belonged.

“Stay just like this, sweetheart,” I growled, my hands gripping the backs of her thighs to keep her folded. “Don’t move. I don’t want a single drop of my cum leaking out of that bred pussy.”

Sophie whimpered, her body trembling in the intense position. Her big, full tits were bouncing with every breath, nipples hard and begging for attention. The sight was too much to resist.

I pulled out slowly, watching as her pussy stayed tight, trying to keep my load inside. Then I shifted forward, sliding my still-hard cock between her soft, heavy breasts.

“Fuck, these tits are perfect,” I groaned, pressing them together around my shaft. I started fucking them slowly at first, then harder, the head of my cock brushing her chin with every thrust. Sophie looked up at me with wide, lust-drunk eyes, her mouth open, tongue occasionally darting out to lick the tip as it passed.

“You like this, don’t you?” I said, voice rough as I tit-fucked her while keeping her folded beneath me. “Folded up like a little breeding toy, tits wrapped around your uncle’s cock, pussy full of my cum. Such a good girl for me.”

She moaned, her hands coming up to help squeeze her breasts tighter around me. “Yes, Uncle Alex… use me. I love it when you use me like this.”

I fucked her tits harder, the wet sounds mixing with her soft whimpers. Her big breasts bounced and jiggled with every thrust, the sight pushing me closer to the edge again. I reached down and pinched her nipples, making her gasp and clench her pussy, trying to keep my earlier load inside her.

“Gonna cum on these pretty tits,” I growled. “Then I’m going to push it all into your mouth so you can swallow it like the obedient little niece you are.”

A few more hard thrusts between her soft breasts and I came again, thick ropes of cum painting her chest and neck. Sophie opened her mouth eagerly, catching what she could, her tongue out like a good girl.

I finally released her legs, letting her unfold with a soft groan. She was a beautiful mess — flushed, marked, and covered in me.

I leaned down and kissed her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue.

“You’re perfect, sweetheart,” I murmured.


Chapter 9

By the fourth day of the cruise, everything had shifted into a new, dangerous normal.

Jenny was finally feeling better. The seasickness had passed, and she joined us for the big family dinner in the private dining room. Sophie and I had spent the last few days fucking relentlessly — in the cabin, on the balcony, in the shower, even quickies in semi-private spots around the ship. The breeding had become constant. Every time I filled her, I’d keep her legs up or folded for a while afterward, making sure my cum stayed deep inside her.

The family had fully embraced the new dynamic between us. What started as “sweet uncle and niece keeping each other company” had become something everyone saw as natural and cute. Sophie and I were openly domestic now. We fixed each other’s plates, shared drinks, and touched constantly in ways that looked innocent to everyone else.

And the kissing… we’d gotten bold. We kissed on the lips openly in front of the family now — quick, affectionate pecks that everyone just smiled at. No one batted an eye. To them, it was sweet. Normal. The perfect close-knit uncle and niece.

When Jenny walked into the dining room, looking much healthier, she found Sophie and me already seated together at the center of the table. Sophie was leaning into my side, her hand resting on my thigh under the table. I had my arm around her shoulders. As Jenny approached, Sophie turned and gave me a soft kiss on the lips — the kind that lingered just a second too long to be purely familial.

Jenny smiled as she sat down across from us. “You two look so comfortable together. It’s really nice to see.”

Sophie beamed and kissed my cheek, then my lips again, right there in front of everyone. “Uncle Alex has been taking such good care of me while you were sick, Aunt Jenny. We’ve been having so much fun.”

The family around us nodded and smiled. Carla even said, “They’ve been inseparable. It’s adorable.”

Jenny looked between us warmly. “I’m glad. I was worried Alex would be lonely. Now that I’m better… you should probably move back into our cabin tonight, right?”

The table went quiet for a moment.

I didn’t even hesitate. I kept my arm around Sophie and said calmly, “There’s no need. Sophie’s cabin is working out perfectly. It’s bigger, and we’re already settled in.”

Before Jenny could respond, a couple of the aunts and uncles jumped in.

“Oh, there’s no reason to move him now,” one said. “They’re doing so well together.”

“Exactly,” another added. “Sophie’s been looking after him, and he’s been looking after her. It’s working out great. No sense disrupting that.”

Jenny blinked, a little surprised, but smiled again. “Well… if everyone’s happy with it, I guess there’s no rush.”

Sophie turned to me and gave me another soft, lingering kiss on the lips in front of the entire table. “See? No reason to change anything,” she said sweetly, her hand squeezing my thigh.

Jenny just nodded, completely unaware of the truth. To her and the rest of the family, we were the picture of a perfect, close-knit pair. Sweet. Domestic. Harmless.

Under the table, Sophie’s hand slid higher on my thigh.

And I knew the second we got back to the cabin, I was going to fold her in half and breed her again.

We stayed at the dinner table as the evening went on, the family chatter flowing easily around us. Sophie remained pressed close to my side, her hand resting casually on my thigh under the table. Every so often she’d lean in and give me a soft kiss on the lips — nothing dramatic, just a sweet, lingering peck that the family had come to see as completely normal and endearing.

A cousin, Sarah, suddenly stood up with her fussy six-month-old baby. “Would you two mind watching him for a few minutes? I need to run to the restroom and he’s getting cranky.”

Sophie lit up immediately. “Of course! Come here, little guy.”

She took the baby with natural ease, settling him on her lap. I shifted closer, one arm around her shoulders as we both cooed at the infant. Sophie gently bounced him, making silly faces that had the baby giggling in seconds. I reached over and brushed a finger along his tiny hand, letting him grab my finger.

“Look at you two,” one of the aunts said warmly. “You’re naturals. So sweet together.”

Sophie smiled and turned to kiss me softly on the lips again — right there in front of everyone — before turning back to the baby. “We make a good team, don’t we, Uncle Alex?”

I kissed her temple and adjusted the baby’s blanket, my hand resting on her shoulder. “We do, sweetheart.”

To the family, it was adorable. The perfect picture of a caring uncle and his loving niece helping out with the baby. No one saw the way Sophie’s fingers traced circles on my thigh under the table, or the way my hand occasionally brushed the side of her breast as I reached for my drink.

One of the older aunts sighed wistfully as she watched us. “It’s such a shame Jenny could never give you kids, Alex. You’d make such wonderful parents. The two of you look so natural with a baby.”

Jenny gave a small, tight smile across the table, but said nothing. Sophie just beamed and leaned her head on my shoulder, kissing my cheek again.

The baby cooed happily in her arms. I looked down at Sophie holding him — glowing, maternal, and so perfectly fertile — and felt a dark, possessive thrill run through me.

The family had no idea how right they were.


Chapter 10

The second the cabin door closed behind us after dinner, I had Sophie pinned against it.

I spun her around, yanked her dress up, and shoved her panties down in one rough motion. She was already soaked.

“Hands on the door,” I growled.

She obeyed immediately, arching her back and pushing her ass out for me. I freed my cock and slammed into her in one hard thrust, burying myself balls-deep.

“Fuck, yes,” I snarled, gripping her hips and pounding into her relentlessly. “This tight little pussy is mine. I’m going to breed you every single day on this ship.”

Sophie moaned loudly, pushing back to meet every brutal thrust. “Yes, Uncle Alex! Harder! Fill me up!”

I fucked her harder, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the cabin. I reached around and squeezed one of her tits, pinching the nipple as I drove into her.

“You love this, don’t you?” I growled against her ear. “Getting fucked by your uncle while your aunt is just a few decks away. She couldn’t give me a baby, but you will. You’re going to carry my child. You’re going to be the one with my baby in your belly.”

Sophie whimpered, her voice breathy and taunting. “That’s right… Aunt Jenny tried for years and couldn’t do it. But I will. I’m younger. Wetter. More fertile. I’m going to give you all the babies she never could.”

Her words made me feral. I pulled out, spun her around, and lifted her up, slamming her back against the door as I thrust into her again. Her legs wrapped around my waist as I fucked her hard, deep, and possessive.

“Say it again,” I demanded, pounding into her.

“I’m going to give you the babies she couldn’t,” she gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders. “I’m going to get pregnant for you. I’m going to be the one who gives you everything she never could.”

I fucked her relentlessly, the door rattling with every thrust. My hands gripped her ass hard as I drove into her, chasing the need to claim her completely.

“You’re going to be so full of my cum every day,” I growled. “I’m going to breed you until your belly swells. Until everyone knows who knocked you up.”

Sophie came hard, crying out my name as her pussy clenched around me. I followed right after, burying myself deep and pumping load after load into her, filling her womb.

I kept her pinned against the door for a long moment afterward, still inside her, kissing her possessively.

“You’re mine now, sweetheart,” I murmured against her lips. “And I’m going to keep breeding you until it takes.”

Sophie smiled, dazed and happy. “Good. Because I want it all.”


Epilogue

The ship was the same one as last year — same family reunion cruise, same festive energy. But everything else had changed.

Jenny and I had divorced six months after the first cruise. It was surprisingly amicable on paper, but she was still bitter. She sat at the far end of the long family dinner table, nursing a drink and avoiding looking at us.

Sophie sat beside me, glowing. We’d gotten married four months ago in a small, private ceremony. She was wearing a sundress that showed off the soft curve of her belly — already pregnant again, just a few months along. In her arms, she cradled our newborn son, little Noah, who had been conceived during that first wild week at sea.

The family had fully embraced us. What started as shock had turned into acceptance and even affection. To them, we were just another happy couple now. The aunties cooed over Noah constantly, and no one batted an eye when Sophie leaned in and kissed me on the lips in the middle of dinner.

Carla, ever the loud one, grinned at us from across the table. “Look at you two. Already making cruise babies. You going for another one this trip?”

Sophie laughed softly and kissed Noah’s head before looking up at me with that sweet, wicked little smile I’d fallen in love with. “We’re definitely working on it. Right, honey?”

I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and kissed her temple, then her lips — slow and possessive, right there in front of everyone. “Absolutely. Can’t let the family down.”

The table laughed and cheered. Jenny’s face tightened, but she said nothing. The rest of the family had moved on. Sophie was one of them now — my wife, the mother of my children, the woman who had given me everything Jenny never could.

Later that night, back in our cabin — the same one we’d shared last year — I had Sophie bent over the bed, fucking her slow and deep while our son slept in the next room.

“You’re such a good little breeder for me,” I murmured, gripping her hips. “Already gave me one beautiful baby. Now you’re going to give me another.”

Sophie moaned, pushing back against me. “Yes, Daddy. Fill me up again. Make me pregnant on the same ship where it all started.”

I thrust deeper, chasing that familiar need to claim her completely.

One year ago, I never could have imagined this.

Now I couldn’t imagine anything else.


Breeding My Witness Protection Wife

She was my stepsister. Now she’s my wife.


Prologue

The U.S. Marshals didn’t give us much choice.

After our parents got tangled up with the wrong people — some serious financial fraud that turned into threats against the whole family — the only way to keep everyone safe was witness protection. They split us up. Mom and Dad went one way. Layla and I… we went another.

They gave us new names, new IDs, and one very specific instruction: we had to pose as a married couple. It was the cleanest cover. A young married couple in a quiet suburban neighborhood would draw the least attention.

So here we were — Ryder and Layla Thompson, newlyweds, moving into a modest house in a sleepy town no one had ever heard of.

I was twenty-seven. Layla was twenty-four. We’d been step-siblings for eight years, ever since our parents got married. We’d always been close, but never like this. Never sharing a house. Never pretending to be husband and wife.

Layla had always been the shyer one — quiet, a little reserved, the type who observed more than she spoke. She was nervous about all of this. I could see it in the way she kept fidgeting with the simple gold band on her finger as we stood in the empty living room of our new “home.”

The Marshal handed us the keys and left us with one final warning: “Act natural. No contact with anyone from your old life. And don’t blow your cover.”

The door closed behind him.

Layla looked up at me with those big, uncertain eyes.

“So… husband,” she said softly, almost testing the word. “What now?”

I looked at her — my stepsister, now legally my wife for who knows how long — and felt the weight of the situation settle over us.

This was going to be complicated.


Chapter 1

The safe house was a modest two-bedroom in a quiet suburban neighborhood — white picket fence, perfectly trimmed lawn, the kind of place that screamed “normal couple starting their life together.” Layla and I had been silent most of the drive, the weight of the situation hanging between us. Now we were standing in the empty living room with a few boxes the Marshals had delivered ahead of us.

I set my duffel bag down and looked around. “This is home for the foreseeable future. We should unpack and get settled before anyone gets suspicious.”

Layla nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. She was still shy, quieter than usual, her arms wrapped around herself. “Yeah… okay. I’ll take the bedroom if that’s alright.”

We started unpacking in silence at first. I carried boxes into the master bedroom while she organized the kitchen. It felt strangely domestic — me hanging clothes in the closet, her putting dishes away. Every time our paths crossed, there was this awkward awareness. We were supposed to be husband and wife now. Sharing space. Sharing a bed.

I was taping up an empty box in the living room when a knock came at the front door.

Layla froze, eyes wide. This was it — our first real test.

I gave her a small nod and opened the door. A friendly woman in her fifties stood on the porch with a plate of cookies and a big smile.

“Hi! I’m Karen from next door. Saw the moving truck earlier and wanted to welcome you to the neighborhood!”

I slipped into the role immediately, putting on a warm smile and sliding my arm around Layla’s waist as she stepped up beside me. “Hi, Karen. I’m Ryder. This is my wife, Layla.”

Layla leaned into me naturally, her hand resting on my chest. She gave Karen a shy but sweet smile. “It’s so nice to meet you. We just got married a couple months ago, so this is all still pretty new for us.”

I squeezed her waist gently, playing the proud husband. “Yeah, we’re excited to start our life here. The neighborhood looks perfect.”

Karen beamed. “Oh, you two are adorable! Newlyweds — how romantic. If you need anything at all, just knock. I made these cookies for you.”

We chatted for a few minutes — keeping the cover story simple, laughing at the right moments, acting every bit the happy young married couple. Layla even rested her head on my shoulder at one point, her body warm against mine. It felt… natural. Too natural.

When Karen finally left, I closed the door and let out a slow breath. Layla stayed pressed against my side for a second longer than necessary before stepping back, cheeks slightly pink.

“That was… weirdly easy,” she said softly, looking up at me.

I nodded, still feeling the ghost of her body against mine.

“Yeah. A little too easy.”

Layla stayed close for a moment, her body still lightly pressed against my side from the neighbor’s visit. Then she stepped back, cheeks a soft pink, twisting her fingers together the way she did when she was nervous.

“That went okay, right?” she asked softly, her voice shy. “We sounded like a real married couple?”

I nodded, leaning against the wall. “Yeah. You did great, Layla. Natural.”

She bit her lip, looking down at the floor for a second before glancing back up at me with those big, uncertain eyes. The shyness was written all over her — the way she fidgeted with the hem of her shirt, the slight flush on her cheeks.

“I was thinking…” she started, her voice quiet. “If we’re going to sell this… being newlyweds in love… we might have to do more than just hold hands and call each other husband and wife. People notice that stuff. The little things.”

She paused, swallowing hard, then forced herself to meet my eyes.

“Maybe… we should practice kissing? Just… so it doesn’t look awkward if we have to do it in front of people. It would be innocent. Just practice. For the cover.”

The words hung in the air between us. My stepsister — now legally my wife for the foreseeable future — standing in our new living room, shyly suggesting we practice kissing.

I studied her for a long moment, the tension in the room thickening. She looked so vulnerable, so unsure, but there was a flicker of something else in her eyes. Curiosity. Maybe even want.

“Layla…” I said, my voice lower than I intended.

She took a small step closer, her fingers still twisting together.

“Just practice,” she repeated softly, almost like she was trying to convince herself as much as me. “So we’re ready. That’s all.”

The air felt heavier. The safe house suddenly felt a lot smaller.

Layla stood there in the middle of the living room, looking up at me with those big, shy eyes, her fingers still fidgeting with the hem of her shirt. The suggestion hung between us like a live wire.

I studied her for a long moment, my pulse kicking up. This was dangerous territory. But the cover story had to be believable. And if I was being honest with myself… I wanted to.

“Alright,” I said, my voice lower, more controlled. “Come here, Layla.”

She took a hesitant step closer. I closed the distance, cupping her face gently with one hand, my thumb brushing her cheek. She was trembling just slightly — that shy nervousness I’d always found so endearing.

“Just practice,” I reminded her, though my tone made it clear I was in control. “For the cover.”

I leaned in slowly and pressed my lips to hers.

It started innocent — soft, careful, almost sweet. Layla’s breath hitched, but she kissed me back, her hands lightly resting on my chest. For a few seconds, it felt like we were just playing the part.

Then something shifted.

I deepened the kiss, tilting her head back and sliding my tongue along her lower lip. She gasped softly and opened for me. The kiss grew hungrier, more intense. I pulled her closer, one arm wrapping around her waist as I claimed her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. Layla whimpered against me, her hands fisting in my shirt as she melted into the kiss.

I backed her up against the wall, pressing my body into hers, dominating the kiss completely. She responded eagerly, shy at first but quickly growing bolder, her tongue meeting mine as soft little sounds escaped her.

When I finally pulled back, we were both breathing hard. Layla’s lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes were wide with a mix of surprise and something much hotter.

I kept her pinned against the wall, my forehead resting against hers.

“That was… good practice,” I said, voice rough.

Layla nodded, still catching her breath. “Yeah… really good practice.”

Neither of us moved away.


Chapter 2

Later that evening, the safe house smelled incredible.

I walked into the kitchen and stopped short. Layla was standing at the stove, wearing a simple apron tied around her waist over a soft tank top and shorts. Her hair was up in a messy bun, a few strands falling around her face, and she was humming quietly as she stirred something on the stove. The apron hugged her curves, and the way it accentuated her waist and hips made her look both incredibly domestic and undeniably sexy.

She glanced over her shoulder when she heard me, giving me a shy but warm smile. “Hey. I thought I’d make dinner. Nothing fancy, just pasta and sauce. Figured we should start acting like a normal married couple… you know, in case anyone’s watching.”

I leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, watching her move around the kitchen. She looked so natural — barefoot, apron on, cooking for us. Like she belonged here. Like she was really my wife.

“Smells good,” I said, my voice a little rougher than I intended. I walked over and stopped behind her, close enough that my chest brushed her back as I reached around to grab a glass from the cabinet. “You look good too, Layla.”

She blushed, stirring the sauce a little faster. “It’s just an apron…”

I stayed right there, my hand resting lightly on her hip as I watched her cook. The domestic scene felt too real. Too tempting. I could smell her shampoo mixed with the garlic and herbs from the stove.

She leaned back slightly into me, almost unconsciously, as she tasted the sauce. “Do you want to try it?”

I took the spoon from her, tasting it while keeping one hand on her waist. “Perfect,” I murmured, my lips close to her ear.

Layla shivered slightly but kept stirring, her voice soft. “We’re doing okay so far…right?”

I squeezed her hip gently. “We’re doing better than okay, sweetheart.”

The tension in the small kitchen was thick. She looked so fucking domestic and sexy at the same time — my shy little stepsister playing the role of my wife, cooking dinner for us in our safe house like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And I was already thinking about what would happen after dinner.

We sat down at the small kitchen table with plates of pasta. The domestic scene felt almost too perfect — Layla across from me, the apron still tied around her waist, a candle she’d found in one of the drawers flickering between us. She looked shy but happy as she twirled her fork in the pasta.

“This is nice,” she said softly, glancing up at me. “Feels… normal.”

I watched her for a moment, then reached across the table and brushed my thumb over her lower lip, wiping away a small bit of sauce. I brought my thumb to my mouth and licked it off slowly, holding her gaze.

“It does,” I said, my voice lower. “You look good like this, Layla. Cooking for your husband. Wearing that little apron.”

Her cheeks flushed instantly. She was still shy, but I saw the way her thighs pressed together under the table. I got bolder, sliding my foot along her calf under the table as we ate.

“You’re blushing,” I murmured, smirking. “Does it turn you on when I call myself your husband?”

Layla bit her lip, nodding slightly. “A little,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

I leaned back in my chair, watching her eat, my foot still teasing her leg. “Good. Because we’re going to have to sell this. And I like the way you look when you’re playing my wife.”

The rest of dinner was charged with that new energy. I kept finding excuses to touch her — feeding her a bite from my fork, brushing her hair back when it fell in her face, letting my hand rest on her thigh under the table. Every touch was bolder than the last, and Layla responded with shy little smiles and soft breaths, her shyness only making it hotter.

By the time we finished eating, the air between us was thick. She stood up to clear the plates, and I pulled her into my lap for a moment, my hand sliding up her thigh under the apron.

“You’re doing such a good job pretending to be mine, sweetheart,” I murmured against her ear. “But we both know it’s not all pretend, is it?”

Layla shivered in my lap, her hand resting on my chest.

“No,” she whispered. “It’s not.”


Chapter 3

After dinner and cleaning up, the house felt quieter. The weight of the day — the neighbor visit, the dinner, the constant performance — settled over us as we walked into the bedroom.

I didn’t hesitate. I pulled my shirt off, then dropped my pants and boxers, standing completely naked in front of her. Layla’s eyes widened, her cheeks turning a deep shade of pink. She tried to look away but couldn’t stop her gaze from drifting back to me, taking in my body with shy, lingering glances.

“Ryder… what are you doing?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, arms wrapped around herself.

I stepped closer, my voice calm but firm. “We’re supposed to be married, Layla. Husband and wife. We need to get used to each other. No more awkwardness. No more pretending we’re not sharing a bed.”

I reached for her, gently tugging her shirt up. She didn’t stop me. Her breathing picked up as I pulled it over her head, revealing her bra. I unhooked it slowly, letting it fall away. She blushed harder, instinctively covering her breasts with her arms, but I gently pulled her hands away.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, my tone dominant but soft. “Don’t hide from me.”

I slid her shorts and panties down her legs, leaving her completely naked. She was trembling, shy and vulnerable, but her nipples were hard and her thighs pressed together. I took her hand and led her to the bed.

We climbed in together. I pulled her against me, skin to skin, her back to my chest. My arm wrapped around her waist, holding her close. I could feel her heart racing.

“Just sleep, sweetheart,” I murmured against her neck. “But get used to this. Because this is how we sleep from now on.”

Layla nodded, her body slowly relaxing against mine, though I could feel the tension and heat still simmering between us.

The first night in our “married” bed had officially begun.

I woke up sometime deep in the night to the soft, desperate movement of Layla’s body against mine.

The room was dark, only a sliver of moonlight coming through the curtains. She was still pressed tight against me, but she wasn’t asleep. Her breathing was quick and shallow. Her hips were rolling slowly, almost unconsciously, grinding her bare pussy against my thigh. Soft, needy little whimpers escaped her as she humped me in her sleep — or at least half-asleep.

“Layla,” I murmured, my voice rough with sleep and sudden arousal.

She startled slightly but didn’t stop moving. Her face was buried in my chest, cheeks burning hot against my skin.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice shy and embarrassed, but her hips kept rolling, seeking friction. “I can’t… I can’t stop. I keep thinking about earlier. About you kissing me. About you… touching me.”

I slid my hand down her back and gripped her ass, pulling her tighter against my thigh. She let out a soft, needy moan.

“You’re humping my leg like a desperate little wife,” I said, my tone low and dominant. “All shy during the day, but at night you’re grinding on your stepbrother like you need to be fucked.”

She whimpered, her movements getting a little faster, more desperate. “I’m sorry… I just… I feel so empty. So needy.”

I rolled us so I was on top of her, pinning her beneath me. My cock was rock hard against her stomach. I kissed her deeply, swallowing her soft moans as I ground against her.

“You don’t have to be sorry, sweetheart,” I murmured against her lips. “But if you’re going to hump me in the middle of the night, you’re going to do it properly.”

I slid my hand between her legs, finding her soaked. She gasped as I rubbed her clit, her hips bucking up into my touch.

“Be a good girl and tell me what you need,” I said, my voice commanding but gentle.

Layla looked up at me with wide, needy eyes, her voice barely a whisper.

“I need you, Ryder… Please.”

I kept her pinned beneath me, my fingers slowly circling her clit as she squirmed and whimpered. I wasn’t going to rush this. Not after days of tension.

“Tell me exactly what you need, Layla,” I said, my voice low and commanding. I slid one finger inside her, then two, curling them slowly. “Use your words, sweetheart. Shy girls don’t get what they want unless they ask nicely.”

She moaned, hips rolling against my hand, her face flushed with embarrassment and need. “I… I need you inside me, Ryder. Please. I feel so empty.”

I added a third finger, fucking her slowly with them while my thumb teased her clit. “Not good enough. Be specific. Tell your stepbrother what you want him to do to you.”

Layla’s breath hitched, her voice breaking into a shy, needy whimper. “I want you to fuck me… I want your cock. Please, Ryder. I’ve been thinking about it all day.”

I kept teasing her for a little longer, bringing her right to the edge and then slowing down, making her beg with soft, desperate sounds. Only when she was trembling and pleading did I finally pull my fingers out and line myself up.

I pushed into her slowly at first, letting her feel every inch. She gasped, her hands clutching my shoulders as I filled her completely.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I groaned, starting to move. I fucked her with long, deep strokes, gradually building speed. “This is what you needed, isn’t it? Your stepbrother’s cock stretching you open.”

Layla moaned, her legs wrapping around me. “Yes… God, yes.”

I fucked her harder, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. “You’re going to take every inch. And when I cum, I’m going to fill you up. I’m going to breed you, Layla. You want that, don’t you? You want your stepbrother to knock you up.”

She cried out, clenching around me. “Yes! Please breed me, Ryder. I want your baby.”

I pounded into her, the bed creaking beneath us, until I buried myself deep and came hard, flooding her with thick ropes of cum. Layla came right after me, trembling and moaning my name.

I stayed inside her afterward, kissing her softly as we caught our breath.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “That’s just the beginning.”

I stayed buried deep inside her for a long moment, both of us breathing hard. When I finally pulled out, I looked down and froze.

Not just my cum was leaking from her pussy.

There was blood too — bright red, mixed with my seed, slowly dripping down her thighs.

Layla was a virgin.

The realization hit me like a freight train. My shy little stepsister had given me her virginity. She had saved it… for this. For me.

A deep, primal growl rumbled in my chest. The sight of my cum and her blood together — proof that I’d claimed her completely — made something feral snap inside me.

“Fuck, Layla,” I said, my voice rough and dark. “You were a virgin?”

She nodded shyly, cheeks burning, but her eyes were still glazed with pleasure. “I wanted it to be you… I’ve always wanted it to be you.”

That was all it took.

I flipped her onto her back, pushed her legs wide, and thrust back into her in one hard stroke. She gasped, still sensitive, but I didn’t slow down. I fucked her harder, deeper, more possessively than before.

“You saved this tight little pussy for your stepbrother,” I snarled, pounding into her. “You waited for me to be the one to break you in. To breed you. That’s so fucking hot, sweetheart.”

Layla moaned loudly, her hands clutching my shoulders as I took her. The blood and cum made everything wetter, messier. I was feral now — gripping her hips hard, driving into her with deep, claiming thrusts.

“I’m going to ruin this pussy for anyone else,” I growled. “It’s mine now. I took your virginity and I’m going to fill you with so much cum you’ll be pregnant before we leave this house.”

She came again, crying out my name, her walls clenching around me. The sight of her blood on my cock as I fucked her only made me more savage. I buried myself deep and came a second time, flooding her completely.

I kept her legs spread afterward, watching as my cum and her virgin blood slowly leaked out of her. I pushed some of it back in with my fingers, possessive and obsessed.

“You’re mine now, Layla,” I said, kissing her hard. “Completely mine.”


Chapter 4

I woke up the next morning to an empty bed and the smell of breakfast drifting up from downstairs.

Layla was gone.

I stretched, my body still buzzing from the night before, and pulled on a pair of sweatpants before heading down. The sight that greeted me in the kitchen made my cock harden instantly.

Layla was standing at the stove wearing nothing but a little apron tied around her waist. Her back was to me, her ass and legs completely bare, the strings of the apron framing her perfect curves. She was cooking eggs and bacon, humming softly to herself, looking every bit the perfect little housewife.

I walked up behind her quietly, sliding my hands around her waist. She startled slightly, then melted back against me with a shy little gasp as I pressed my hard cock against her ass.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” I murmured against her ear, my hand sliding down to cup her pussy. She was already wet.

I didn’t wait. I bent her forward over the counter, spread her legs, and slid into her in one smooth thrust. She moaned, gripping the edge of the counter as I started fucking her from behind.

“Cooking breakfast naked for your husband,” I growled, thrusting deep. “Such a good little wife. You woke up needy again, didn’t you?”

Layla whimpered, pushing back against me. “Yes… I couldn’t stop thinking about last night.”

I fucked her harder, one hand reaching around to rub her clit while the other held her hip. “This pussy is mine now. I took your virginity and I’m going to keep breeding you until it takes.”

The breakfast sizzled on the stove as I pounded into her, the domestic scene making everything even hotter. I came hard inside her, filling her with another load, then kept her bent over the counter for a moment, my cock still inside her.

“Breakfast can wait,” I said, kissing the back of her neck. “I’m not done with you yet.”

I stayed buried inside her for a moment longer, enjoying the way she clenched around me, before slowly pulling out. Cum dripped down her thighs, but I wasn’t done with her.

“Keep cooking, sweetheart,” I said, my voice low and commanding. “Don’t burn anything.”

Layla whimpered but nodded, gripping the counter as I dropped to my knees behind her. I spread her ass cheeks wide and leaned in, dragging my tongue from her dripping pussy all the way up to her tight little asshole.

She gasped, nearly dropping the spatula. “Ryder—!”

I licked her ass again, slower this time, circling the tight ring with my tongue before pushing inside. Layla moaned loudly, her legs shaking as I ate her ass while she tried to keep cooking.

“That’s it,” I growled against her, my voice muffled. “Keep making breakfast like a good little wife while I eat your ass.”

I devoured her — licking, sucking, tongue-fucking her tight hole while my fingers played with her clit. Layla was trembling, struggling to focus on the stove, soft desperate moans escaping her as I worshipped her ass.

“You taste so fucking good,” I said, spanking her ass lightly before diving back in. “My shy little stepsister letting me eat her ass in the kitchen while she cooks for me. Such a dirty girl.”

Layla came hard, her legs nearly giving out as she moaned my name. I kept licking her through it, savoring every twitch and whimper.

When I finally stood up, I kissed the back of her neck and pressed my hard cock against her ass again.

Layla managed to finish cooking despite my tongue in her ass, her legs shaking the entire time. She plated the eggs, bacon, and toast with a flushed face and trembling hands.

We moved to the small dining table. I sat down first, my cock still hard and glistening. Before she could take the seat across from me, I grabbed her hips and pulled her onto my lap, facing away from me.

She gasped as I guided her down, impaling her soaked pussy on my cock in one smooth motion. I groaned at the tight, warm feeling as she sank all the way down.

“Ryder…” she whimpered, her back arching.

“Stay right there, sweetheart,” I said, wrapping one arm around her waist to hold her in place. “You’re going to eat breakfast on my cock.”

I picked up a fork, speared a piece of egg, and brought it to her lips. She took the bite, moaning softly as I started slowly rocking my hips up into her. I fed her another bite, then another, my free hand resting on her stomach as I kept her full of my cock.

“Good girl,” I murmured against her ear, feeding her a piece of bacon. “Sitting on your stepbrother’s cock like a proper wife while I feed you breakfast. You’re going to keep my cum inside you all day, aren’t you?”

Layla nodded, breathing shakily as she ate from my hand, her pussy clenching around me with every small movement I made. I kept feeding her slowly, deliberately, my cock buried deep inside her the entire time.

When she finished eating, I kissed the side of her neck and started fucking her properly — slow, deep thrusts while she sat on my lap.

“Such a good little wife,” I growled. “Now it’s my turn to eat.”

I reached around and rubbed her clit as I fucked her, bringing her to the edge again while I stayed buried deep inside her.

This was quickly becoming my favorite way to start the day.


Chapter 5

Later that afternoon, we finally left the safe house. Layla had put on a light, flowy summer dress — the kind that hugged her curves and swished around her thighs with every step. No bra. Just the dress and a pair of sandals. She looked effortlessly beautiful, and I couldn’t stop touching her as we walked to the car.

We drove to the local grocery store together. Word had apparently spread fast in the small town — the new young married couple had arrived. Several people waved or smiled at us as we walked in. An older woman even stopped us near the entrance.

“You must be the Thompsons! Welcome to the neighborhood. You two are just the cutest newlyweds.”

Layla blushed and leaned into my side, playing the part perfectly. I wrapped my arm around her waist and kissed the top of her head.

“Thank you,” I said with an easy smile. “We’re still getting settled, but everyone’s been really kind.”

We moved through the aisles like a real couple. I kept my hand on her lower back or hip the entire time. Layla stayed close, occasionally rising on her toes to kiss my cheek or lips when someone was watching. It was all part of the act… but it was starting to feel less like acting.

At one point, while I was reaching for pasta, she pressed herself against my back and whispered, “Husband,” with a shy little smile.

I turned, pulled her in, and kissed her properly on the lips — soft but lingering. To anyone watching, we were just a lovey-dovey newlywed couple. No one suspected the truth.

We filled the cart with real food — fresh vegetables, meat, spices, everything the safe house had been missing. Layla stayed in character the whole time, calling me “babe” or “honey” in that sweet voice, letting me pick her up to reach something on a high shelf. I loved how natural it felt.

By the time we got back to the car, my hand was on her ass as I loaded the bags, and she was kissing me again — this time deeper, in the parking lot where anyone could see.

We were selling the married act perfectly.

And I was starting to wonder how much of it was still an act.

We decided to stop for lunch at a small local diner on the way back from the grocery store. The place was classic — red booths, checkered floors, and the smell of coffee and grease. We slid into a booth together, Sophie sitting close enough that her thigh pressed against mine.

The waitress, a friendly middle-aged woman with a name tag that read “Barb,” came over with menus and a big smile.

“Well, aren’t you two just the cutest thing,” she said, looking between us. “Newlyweds, right? I can always spot ‘em. You got that glow. Any kids yet?”

Sophie blushed beautifully. I slid my hand under the table and rested it high on her thigh, slowly sliding it under the hem of her sundress.

“Not yet,” I said with an easy smile, my fingers brushing higher. “But I tried really hard this morning.”

Sophie’s breath hitched. Under the table, my fingers found her bare pussy — she wasn’t wearing panties — and I started stroking her slowly. She bit her lip, trying to keep a straight face as Barb laughed.

“Oh, you two are adorable! Well, when it happens, you’ll make beautiful babies. What can I get you lovebirds?”

I kept teasing Sophie under the table as we ordered — slow circles on her clit, dipping a finger inside her every so often. She was soaked. Her hand gripped my thigh tightly, and she managed to order a sandwich in a slightly shaky voice.

When Barb walked away, Sophie leaned into me, her face flushed.

“Ryder…” she whispered, voice needy.

I kissed her temple and kept playing with her, my fingers moving faster under the table.

“Be a good wife and stay quiet, sweetheart,” I murmured. “We’re in public.”

She whimpered softly, her thighs trembling as I brought her closer to the edge while we waited for our food. To everyone else in the diner, we just looked like a happy, affectionate newlywed couple.

No one had any idea what I was doing to her under the table.

Our food arrived just as I slid two fingers deep inside her under the table. Layla bit her lip hard, trying to keep a straight face as the waitress set down our plates.

“Enjoy your meal, lovebirds,” Barb said with a wink before walking away.

I didn’t stop. I slowly pumped my fingers in and out of her soaked pussy while I casually picked up a fry and held it to her lips.

“Open,” I murmured, my voice low and playful.

Layla opened her mouth, taking the fry as I curled my fingers inside her. She nearly moaned around the food.

“Good girl,” I whispered, feeding her another bite while my thumb circled her clit under the table. “Eat up. You’re going to need your energy.”

A couple from a nearby table came over — an older man and woman who introduced themselves as the Hendersons from down the street. They were friendly and chatty, asking about how we were settling in.

I kept my fingers buried inside Layla the entire time, slowly thrusting and rubbing her clit as I smiled and answered their questions.

“We’re loving it so far,” I said smoothly, feeding Layla another bite of her sandwich with my free hand. “Right, sweetheart?”

Layla nodded, her voice slightly shaky. “Y-yes… it’s great here.”

I pushed my fingers deeper, rubbing that spot inside her that made her thighs tremble. She was getting close — I could feel it in the way her pussy clenched around my fingers.

The Hendersons kept talking about the best local spots and how happy they were to have new young people in town. I kept playing with her under the table, my expression calm and friendly while I pushed her closer and closer to the edge.

When they finally walked away, I leaned in and whispered in her ear, “Cum for me, Layla. Right now.”

She came hard, her walls fluttering around my fingers as she tried to stay quiet. Her whole body tensed, and she had to bury her face in my shoulder for a second to hide her expression.

I slowly pulled my fingers out and licked them clean under the table, giving her a wicked little smirk.

“Such a good wife,” I murmured. “Now finish your lunch.”


Chapter 6

The drive home from the diner was torture. Layla sat in the passenger seat, her sundress hiked up, thighs still trembling from the orgasm I’d given her under the table. Every time I glanced over, I remembered how she’d looked coming on my fingers in public.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

I pulled the car over onto a quiet stretch of road lined with trees, far enough from town that we were mostly hidden but still risky. Anyone driving by could see us if they looked hard enough.

“Get out,” I said, my voice rough.

Layla’s eyes widened, but she obeyed, stepping out of the car. I met her on the passenger side, spun her around, and bent her over the hood.

I yanked her dress up and her panties down in one motion, freeing my cock and thrusting into her soaked pussy in one hard stroke.

“Fuck,” I groaned, gripping her hips as I started pounding into her. “You’ve been teasing me all day, sweetheart. Sitting there with my fingers inside you in the middle of the diner like a good little slut.”

Smack. I slapped her ass hard, watching it jiggle.

Layla moaned, pushing back against me. “Ryder… someone could see…”

“I don’t care,” I growled, fucking her harder. “Let them see. Let them see me breeding my wife on the side of the road.”

I slapped her ass again, the sound echoing. “This pussy is mine. I’m going to fill you up until you’re dripping my cum down your legs when we get home. You’re going to carry my baby, Layla. I’m going to knock you up right here if I have to.”

She whimpered, her hands gripping the hood of the car as I railed her. I reached around and rubbed her clit, spanking her ass again with my other hand.

“Tell me you want it,” I demanded, thrusting deep. “Tell me you want your stepbrother to breed you on the side of the road.”

“I want it,” she gasped. “Please breed me, Ryder. Fill me up. I want your baby so bad.”

I fucked her relentlessly, the car rocking with every thrust, not caring if anyone drove by. When I came, I buried myself deep and unloaded inside her with a guttural groan, pumping her full until it was leaking down her thighs.

I stayed inside her for a moment, kissing the back of her neck.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “Now get in the car. We’re not done yet.”

We barely made it inside the house before I had her against the wall again.

The second the door closed, I spun Layla around, yanked her dress up, and thrust back into her from behind. She moaned loudly, bracing her hands on the wall as I fucked her hard and deep.

“Still full of my cum from the side of the road,” I growled, slapping her ass. “Such a good little wife. Taking your husband’s cock the second we get home.”

She pushed back against me, whimpering. “Yes… I need it. Please don’t stop.”

I was pounding into her when a knock came at the front door.

We both froze.

I didn’t pull out. Instead, I kept my cock buried deep inside her and walked us slowly toward the door, still inside her. Layla’s eyes widened in panic, but I held her tight.

“Shh,” I whispered. “Stay quiet.”

I cracked the door open just enough to see Karen from next door standing on the porch with another plate of cookies.

“Hi again!” she said cheerfully. “I saw you two pull up and thought I’d bring more welcome treats.”

I kept one hand on Layla’s hip, holding her in place as I slowly rocked into her from behind. She bit her lip hard to stay quiet.

“Thanks, Karen,” I said, my voice remarkably steady. “That’s really kind of you. We’re still getting settled, but we appreciate it.”

Layla’s pussy clenched around me as I gave her a shallow thrust. She buried her face in my shoulder, trembling.

Karen smiled. “You two are just the sweetest. Enjoy the cookies!”

I took the plate with one hand and closed the door, then immediately bent Layla over the entryway table and fucked her hard again.

“You almost came while I was talking to the neighbor,” I growled, spanking her ass. “Such a naughty little wife.”

She came hard a moment later, moaning my name as I filled her with another load.

We were never going to make it through this assignment without getting caught.

But I was starting to think I didn’t care.


Chapter 7

Later that afternoon, I was out in the driveway working on the old car the Marshals had given us as part of our cover. Tools were spread out on the ground, and I was under the hood trying to figure out why it was making a strange noise.

Layla came out of the house carrying a glass of lemonade, looking adorable in her little sundress. But something was off. She had a pout on her face — that cute, needy little pout she got when she wanted attention.

I wiped my hands on a rag and turned to her, raising an eyebrow. “What’s wrong, sweetheart?”

She handed me the lemonade, shifting from foot to foot, her pout deepening. She didn’t answer right away, just looked at me with those big, shy eyes.

I took a sip, then set the glass down and pulled her closer by the waist. “Layla. Use your words.”

She huffed, her cheeks turning pink. “I just… I feel empty. Since this morning. And after the car earlier… I can’t stop thinking about it.”

I laughed softly, realizing what she meant. My needy little wife had been walking around all day full of my cum and still wanted more.

“You’re pouting because your pussy needs attention?” I teased, my hand sliding under her dress to cup her bare ass. “My shy little stepsister can’t even make it a few hours without getting fucked?”

She nodded, biting her lip, her pout even more pronounced.

I chuckled and lifted her up, setting her on the hood of the car. I spread her legs wide, pushed her dress up, and dropped to my knees right there in the driveway.

“Then let me take care of my wife,” I said, burying my face between her legs.

I licked her slowly at first, savoring the taste of her — still mixed with the remnants of my earlier loads. Layla moaned softly, her hands in my hair as I ate her out with long, thorough strokes of my tongue.

“You’re such a needy little brat,” I murmured against her pussy, sucking on her clit. “Coming out here pouting because you need your stepbrother’s tongue. So fucking cute.”

I devoured her right there on the hood of the car, tongue-fucking her and sucking her clit until she was trembling and moaning my name. When she came, I held her thighs open and kept licking her through it, making sure she felt every second of it.

I finally stood up, kissing her deeply so she could taste herself on my tongue.

“Better, sweetheart?” I asked, smirking.

She nodded, still breathless and flushed. “Yes… thank you.”

I kissed her again. “Good girl. Now let’s get you inside. I’m not done with you yet.”

We barely made it inside the house before I had her in my arms again.

I carried Layla straight to the living room couch and sat down, pulling her onto my lap so she was straddling me. She wrapped her legs around my waist, her arms around my neck, our bodies pressed close together as I guided her down onto my cock.

She sank onto me slowly, taking every inch until I was buried deep inside her. We stayed like that for a moment — face to face, her forehead resting against mine, her breath mingling with mine as she adjusted to being so full.

Then I started moving, rocking my hips up into her while holding her close. The position let me fuck her deep and slow, our bodies locked together, every thrust grinding against her clit. Layla moaned softly against my mouth, her fingers in my hair as she rode me.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” I murmured, gripping her ass and guiding her movements. “Just like that. Let me feel you.”

We moved together in a steady rhythm, kissing deeply, her tits pressed against my chest. I could feel every little shiver and clench as I fucked her, holding her tight in my lap.

“You feel so good,” I groaned, thrusting up harder. “So tight and wet for me. My perfect little wife.”

Layla whimpered, her legs tightening around me as she came, her pussy pulsing around my cock. I followed right after, pulling her down hard and filling her with another load, holding her close as I emptied myself inside her.

We stayed like that for a long time afterward — still connected, her head on my shoulder, my arms wrapped around her.

This safe house was starting to feel less like a prison and more like home.

Finally, she spoke, her voice small and shy.

“Ryder?” she whispered.

“Yeah, baby?”

She hesitated, then said even softer, “I know this is all pretend… the married couple thing, the safe house, all of it. But I hope we never have to come out of hiding.”

She buried her face deeper into my neck, embarrassed. “I know it’s selfish. I know it’s dangerous and wrong and we’re supposed to be step-siblings… but I like this. I like being with you like this. I like being your wife. Even if it’s just pretend.”

I held her tighter, my hand stroking her back. The confession hit me harder than I expected. I kissed the top of her head, my voice low.

“It doesn’t feel all that pretend anymore, does it?”

She shook her head, still hiding her face. “No. It doesn’t.”

I tilted her chin up so I could look at her. Her eyes were big, vulnerable, and hopeful.

“Then maybe we don’t have to pretend as much as we think,” I said, kissing her softly. “We’ve got time. And I’m not in any rush to go back to how things were.”

She smiled shyly and kissed me back, her body relaxing against mine again.

For the first time since this whole thing started, the safe house didn’t feel like a cage.

It felt like the beginning of something real.


Epilogue

Five years.

We’d been “Ryder and Layla Thompson” for five years.

The safe house had become our home. The quiet suburban neighborhood had become our life. And the fake marriage had become very, very real.

We had four kids now — three boys and one girl — running around the backyard with the energy only children raised in witness protection could have. Layla was pregnant again, her belly round and beautiful as she stood on the porch watching them play, one hand resting on her bump.

I came up behind her, wrapping my arms around her and kissing the side of her neck. She leaned back into me with a soft, content sigh.

The knock at the door came on a quiet Saturday afternoon.

When I opened it, I froze.

Our parents were standing there looking older, more tired, but alive. The Marshals were with them.

“Son,” my dad said, his voice thick. “It’s over. The threat’s gone. You can come home.”

Layla stepped up beside me, one hand on her pregnant belly, the other reaching for mine. Our oldest, four-year-old Mason, peeked out from behind her legs.

The shock on our parents’ faces was immediate.

“You… you two…” Jenny’s mother stammered, looking between us and the children. “You’re… married? With kids?”

Layla squeezed my hand tighter. Her voice was soft but steady. “We are. And we’re happy.”

I pulled her closer, my hand resting protectively on her belly. “We’re not coming back. This is our life now. This is our family.”

Our parents looked stunned. The Marshals tried to explain the situation, but I cut them off.u

“We’re staying. As Ryder and Layla Thompson. As husband and wife. As parents to our kids.”

Layla looked up at me with that same shy, loving smile she’d given me five years ago in this very house.

“We don’t want normal,” she said quietly. “We want this.”

The parents left confused and emotional. The Marshals eventually accepted our decision.

Later that night, after the kids were in bed, I pulled Layla into our bedroom and made love to her slowly, my hand on her pregnant belly.

Five years ago, we were forced into this life.

Now, we wouldn’t trade it for anything.


Stepmom’s Secret Chapters

She read about dominant men every night. I decided to become one and breed my stepmom.


Prologue

My stepmom, Elena, had always been a mystery to me.

She was thirty-eight, elegant, well-read, and ran a private book club out of our house every other week. The women who came over were all around her age — sophisticated, married, and clearly using the club as an excuse to talk about the kind of spicy romance books that would make most people blush.

I was twenty-five, home after college and working remotely, so I had a front-row seat to it all. At first, I just thought it was funny — my proper stepmom reading filthy books in secret. Then I started noticing the way she’d get quiet and flushed after the club meetings. The way she’d leave certain books lying around where I could find them.

I started reading them too.

And the more I read, the more I started to see myself in the dominant, possessive book boyfriends she seemed to love so much.

My father was always traveling for work. He barely noticed her anymore. But I did.

I decided it was time to stop just reading the books.

It was time to start acting like them.


Chapter 1

The house was quiet. My father was gone again — another week-long business trip. I’d gotten used to the pattern. Elena would spend her evenings reading in the library after her book club meetings, curled up in the big leather chair with one of those spicy romances she loved so much.

I’d started reading them too. And the more I did, the more I wanted to be the kind of man the heroines in those books craved — dominant, possessive, unapologetic.

Tonight, I found her exactly where I expected.

The library was dimly lit, just a single lamp on. Elena was curled up in the chair, legs tucked under her, wearing a silky robe that had slipped open just enough to show the lace edge of her nightgown. She didn’t hear me come in at first. She was too absorbed in the book, her cheeks faintly flushed, lips parted slightly as she read.

I leaned against the doorframe for a moment, watching her. Then I stepped inside and closed the door behind me with a soft click.

Elena startled, closing the book quickly. “Walker. I didn’t hear you.”

I didn’t say anything at first. I just walked over, slow and deliberate, and stopped in front of her chair. Towering over her. The way the book boyfriends always did.

She looked up at me, her eyes wide and a little nervous. That shy, elegant beauty that had always driven me crazy.

I reached down and gently took the book from her hands, glancing at the page she’d been on. A particularly steamy scene. I smirked and set the book aside.

“You read these every night,” I said, my voice low and steady. “All those dominant men taking what they want. Making their women beg for it.”

Elena’s breath caught. She shifted in the chair, her robe slipping a little more.

I leaned down, bracing one hand on the arm of the chair, caging her in. “You ever wonder what it would be like? To have someone like that in real life?”

She swallowed hard, her cheeks flushing deeper. “Walker… we shouldn’t—”

I tilted her chin up with two fingers, forcing her to meet my eyes.

“I’m not asking, Elena,” I said, my tone firm and commanding, just like the heroes in her books. “I’m telling you what’s going to happen. You’re going to put the book down and let me show you exactly how those scenes should feel.”

Her lips parted, her breathing quickening. She didn’t say no.

I leaned in closer, my mouth hovering just above hers.

“Good girl.”

Elena’s breath hitched as I leaned in closer, my fingers still holding her chin. Her eyes were wide, nervous, but she didn’t pull away. That was all the permission I needed.

I kissed her.

It wasn’t gentle. I took her mouth like I owned it, dominant and controlling, just like the men in those books she loved. My hand slid from her chin to the back of her neck, holding her in place as I deepened the kiss. She gasped against my lips, and I used it to my advantage, sliding my tongue into her mouth, claiming her.

She whimpered softly, her hands coming up to grip my shirt. For a moment she was stiff, overwhelmed — then she melted, kissing me back with a shy, hesitant hunger that made my blood run hot.

I pressed her back into the chair, towering over her, one knee bracing on the cushion beside her hip. My free hand slid down her side, gripping her waist through the silky robe, pulling her closer. The kiss grew hotter, messier. I nipped at her lower lip, then soothed it with my tongue, making her moan softly into my mouth.

When I finally pulled back, we were both breathing hard. Elena’s lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes were dazed.

“Walker…” she whispered, voice shaky. “We… we can’t—”

I cut her off with another firm kiss, shorter this time, but no less possessive.

“We can,” I said against her lips, my voice low and commanding. “And we will. You’ve been reading about men like me for years, Elena. Now you’re going to find out what it’s really like.”

She shivered, her hands still fisting my shirt. She didn’t say no.

I kissed her again, slower this time, testing her, tasting her, letting her feel exactly who was in control.

This was only the beginning.

Elena was breathing hard, her lips swollen from my kiss, her eyes wide and uncertain. I didn’t give her time to overthink it.

I reached down and picked up the book she’d been reading, flipping it open to the page she’d left off on. A particularly steamy scene. I scanned it quickly, a dark smile curving my lips.

“Read it,” I said, my voice low and commanding. I handed the book back to her. “Out loud. From where you left off.”

She hesitated, cheeks burning, but she took the book with trembling hands. Her voice was soft and shy as she started reading.

“‘He pushed her against the wall, his hand sliding up her thigh, fingers teasing the edge of her lace—’”

I moved in closer, pressing her back against the chair. My hand mirrored the words, sliding up her thigh, pushing the silky robe aside until my fingers brushed the lace of her panties.

“Keep reading,” I ordered quietly.

She swallowed hard, her voice shaky as she continued. “‘He slipped his fingers under the fabric, finding her already wet for him—’”

I did exactly that. My fingers slid under her panties, stroking her slowly, finding her soaked. Elena gasped, her legs parting slightly as I circled her clit.

“‘He pushed two fingers inside her, curling them just right—’”

I thrust two fingers into her, curling them exactly as the book described. She moaned, her head falling back against the chair, but she kept reading, her voice breathy and broken.

“‘He fucked her with his fingers while his thumb rubbed her clit, whispering filthy promises in her ear—’”

I leaned in, my lips brushing her ear as I pumped my fingers in and out of her. “I’m going to fuck you just like this, Elena. I’m going to make you cum on my fingers while you read your dirty little book. Then I’m going to bend you over and take what’s mine.”

She was trembling, her hips rocking against my hand as she tried to keep reading. Her voice was barely a whisper now, but she kept going, the words coming out in soft, needy gasps.

I kept fingering her, matching the rhythm of the scene, my thumb rubbing her clit until she was right on the edge.

“Cum for me,” I growled against her ear. “Just like the girl in the book.”

Elena came with a choked moan, her pussy clenching around my fingers, her body shaking in the chair. I kept moving my fingers through it, drawing it out until she was whimpering.

When she finally came down, I pulled my fingers out and brought them to her lips.

“Clean them,” I said, my voice firm.

She did, shyly sucking my fingers into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine.

I smiled darkly.

“Good girl. We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 2

Elena was still catching her breath, her eyes hazy with pleasure, when I pulled her out of the chair.

I turned her around and pushed her down onto her hands and knees on the thick library rug. She gasped, but didn’t resist, instinctively arching her back for me.

I dropped to my knees behind her, yanked her robe and nightgown up over her hips, and thrust into her in one hard stroke. She cried out, her fingers digging into the rug as I started fucking her roughly from behind.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I growled, one hand fisting her hair and pulling her head back. “Taking your stepson’s cock like a good little slut.”

I spanked her ass hard, the sound echoing in the quiet library. Then again. And again. Each slap made her pussy clench around me.

I reached around and wrapped my hand lightly around her throat, not squeezing hard, just enough to remind her who was in control. I leaned over her, biting down on the side of her neck as I pounded into her.

“You’re going to take every drop,” I snarled against her skin. “I’m going to breed you right here on the floor. Fill this pussy until you’re carrying my baby. You want that, don’t you? You want your stepson to knock you up.”

Elena moaned loudly, pushing back against me. “Yes… please, Walker. Breed me. I want it so bad.”

I fucked her harder, hair pulling, spanking her ass, biting her neck and shoulders as I claimed her completely. The sounds of our bodies slapping together filled the room.

“You’re mine now,” I growled, tightening my grip in her hair. “This womb is mine. I’m going to keep breeding you until it takes. Until everyone knows who fucked you pregnant.”

I came hard, burying myself deep and flooding her with cum. Elena came right after me, her pussy pulsing around my cock as she cried out.

I stayed inside her, still holding her in position, my hand gently stroking her back as we both came down.

“Good girl,” I murmured, kissing the bite marks I’d left on her neck. “We’re just getting started.”

I pulled out of her slowly, watching my cum drip from her pussy. Elena was trembling on the floor, flushed and breathing hard. I wasn’t finished with her yet.

I scooped her up into my arms, carrying her bridal-style down the hall to the master bedroom — the one she shared with my father when he was home. The irony wasn’t lost on me.

I tossed her onto the big bed, her body bouncing slightly as she landed on her back. She looked up at me with wide, dazed eyes, still flushed from her orgasm.

I stood over her, stroking my cock as I looked down at her sprawled on the bed — robe open, nightgown pushed up, legs spread, my cum already leaking out of her.

“Stay just like that,” I ordered, my voice rough.

I stroked myself faster, staring at her tits, her face, her dripping pussy. Elena watched me with shy, hungry eyes, biting her lip.

I came hard, groaning as thick ropes of cum landed across her tits and face. She gasped softly, some of it landing on her lips and cheek. I kept stroking, milking every drop onto her body.

When I was done, I leaned down and scooped some of the cum off her tits with my fingers. I pushed her legs wider and slid my fingers into her pussy, pushing my cum back inside her.

“Keep it in,” I said, fucking my cum deeper into her with my fingers. “I want you full of me all night.”

Elena moaned, her hips twitching as I pushed more of my load back inside her.

I climbed onto the bed beside her, pulling her against my chest, my hand resting possessively on her cum-covered tits.

“Mine,” I murmured against her hair.

She nodded, still catching her breath, cuddling closer.

“Yours.”


Chapter 3

The morning light filtered softly through the curtains of the master bedroom. Elena was still asleep beside me, her body warm and relaxed, one of my arms draped possessively over her waist.

I couldn’t resist her.

I shifted closer, pulling the sheet down to expose her full breasts. I leaned in and took one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak. She stirred with a soft moan, her body arching toward me even in her half-asleep state.

I slid my hand between her legs, finding her still slick from the night before. I positioned myself and pushed into her slowly, rocking into her with lazy, deep strokes as I continued sucking on her tits.

Elena woke up with a gasp, her hands threading into my hair as I fucked her slow and steady.

“Walker…” she breathed, her voice sleepy and needy.

I switched to her other nipple, sucking harder as I thrust into her. “Good morning, sweetheart,” I murmured against her skin. “Waking up with my cock inside you. This is how every morning should start.”

I kept the pace lazy but deep, grinding against her with every thrust. My mouth stayed on her tits, licking and sucking, biting gently.

“I can’t wait until these are full of milk,” I said, my voice low and rough. “When I breed you properly. When your belly swells with my baby and your tits get heavy and full. I’m going to suck them every day. Drink from you while I fuck you.”

Elena moaned, her legs wrapping around me, pulling me deeper. “Yes… I want that. I want you to breed me.”

I rocked into her slowly, savoring the feeling of her tight, warm pussy, my mouth never leaving her tits. I sucked and licked, imagining them swollen and leaking for me.

“You’re going to look so fucking good pregnant,” I growled, thrusting a little harder. “Carrying my child. Tits full of milk for me to drink from. This body was made to be bred by me.”

She came softly, trembling beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock. I followed right after, burying myself deep and filling her with another load.

I stayed inside her afterward, my mouth still on her breast, sucking lazily as we caught our breath.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “My perfect little breeding slut.”

I wasn’t ready to let her go yet.

I rolled Elena onto her stomach, pressing her down into the mattress. She let out a soft, surprised moan as I pushed her legs together and straddled her thighs, trapping them between mine.

I slid back into her from behind, the position making her incredibly tight. I groaned at the feeling as I started fucking her with deep, controlled strokes, my body covering hers.

“Fuck, you feel even tighter like this,” I growled against her ear, my chest pressed to her back. “Legs together, pussy squeezing my cock like it’s trying to milk me.”

Elena whimpered into the pillow, her hands clutching the sheets as I fucked her. I kept her legs pinned together, the angle letting me grind deep with every thrust.

“I’m going to breed you again,” I said, my voice rough as I picked up the pace. “Fill this tight little cunt until you’re overflowing with my cum. You’re going to spend the whole day with me inside you.”

I reached under her and rubbed her clit as I fucked her, my other hand fisting her hair gently. She moaned louder, pushing back against me as much as the position allowed.

“You love being used like this, don’t you?” I murmured, biting her shoulder. “My shy little stepmom letting her stepson fuck her before breakfast. Begging to be bred.”

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice muffled by the pillow. “Please, Walker… breed me again.”

I fucked her harder, keeping her legs tightly together, the position making everything more intense. When I came, I buried myself deep and pumped another load into her, groaning against her neck.

I stayed inside her for a long moment afterward, kissing her back and shoulders.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Now let’s get you cleaned up so we can start the day… with my cum still inside you.”


Chapter 4

We eventually got out of bed, but the intimacy from the night (and morning) lingered heavily between us.

Elena moved around the master bedroom in a silky robe, still flushed and a little shy every time our eyes met. I watched her as she picked out clothes for the day, my eyes lingering on the way the robe clung to her curves and the faint marks I’d left on her neck and thighs.

I came up behind her as she stood in front of the mirror, wrapping my arms around her waist and kissing the side of her neck.

“You look beautiful,” I murmured, my hands sliding up to cup her breasts through the robe. “Even more so knowing you’re full of me.”

She blushed, leaning back into me. “Walker… we have to be careful today. Your father might call.”

I kissed her neck again, nipping lightly. “I know. But that doesn’t mean I can’t touch what’s mine.”

She turned in my arms and gave me a soft, shy kiss. I deepened it for a moment, my hands squeezing her ass, before letting her go so we could get ready.

In the bathroom, we brushed our teeth side by side. She kept stealing glances at me in the mirror, and I’d catch her eye and wink, making her smile and blush. When she bent over to rinse her mouth, I pressed up behind her, my hand sliding under her robe to cup her pussy.

“Still wet for me,” I whispered, kissing her shoulder.

“Walker,” she protested weakly, but she pushed back against my hand.

I let her go with a smirk and we continued getting ready. I helped her zip her dress, my fingers lingering on her skin. She helped me button my shirt, her hands trembling slightly as she did the top buttons. Every little touch felt charged now.

As we headed downstairs for breakfast, I pulled her back against me in the hallway and kissed her deeply, my hand sliding down to squeeze her ass.

“Be a good wife today,” I murmured against her lips. “And tonight I’ll reward you.”

Elena smiled shyly, her eyes bright. “Yes… husband.”

The word sounded better every time she said it.

Later that afternoon, my phone rang. It was my father.

I answered it while sitting on the couch in the living room. Elena was nearby, folding laundry. She looked up when she heard his voice on the speaker.

“Hey, Dad,” I said casually, leaning back.

Elena’s eyes met mine. I gave her a small, commanding nod and pointed down between my legs.

She hesitated for a second, then shyly crawled over and knelt between my spread thighs. I kept talking to my father about work and how things were going at home while she unzipped my pants and pulled my cock out.

“How’s Elena doing?” my father asked.

I looked down at her as she leaned in and took me into her mouth. “She’s great,” I said, my voice steady. “Taking good care of the house. Really… dedicated.”

Elena sucked me slowly, her eyes looking up at me as she bobbed her head. I rested my free hand on the back of her head, guiding her gently but firmly deeper.

My father kept talking about his trip. I answered him normally, even as Elena took me deeper into her throat, her tongue working me skillfully. I had to bite back a groan when she swallowed around me.

“Yeah, she’s been a big help,” I said, my fingers tightening in her hair. “You’d be proud of how well she’s handling everything.”

Elena moaned softly around my cock, the vibration making my thighs tense. I pushed her head down a little more, fucking her mouth slowly while continuing the conversation.

When I got close, I held her there and came down her throat, keeping my voice perfectly normal as I finished the call with my father.

“Talk soon,” I said, hanging up.

Elena pulled off with a soft gasp, swallowing everything I’d given her. She looked up at me with flushed cheeks and shiny lips.

“Good girl,” I murmured, stroking her hair. “You’re getting very good at being my wife.”


Chapter 5

The book club was set to start in less than twenty minutes. The women would be arriving any moment.

Elena was in the library, nervously adjusting the books on the table, when I walked in and closed the door behind me.

“Walker, they’re almost here,” she whispered, her voice shy and anxious.

I didn’t care.

I picked up one of her books from the stack and flipped it open to a particularly explicit scene — one involving anal. I handed it to her.

“Read it,” I said, my voice low and commanding. “Out loud. And then we’re going to act it out.”

Elena’s cheeks flushed deep red, but she took the book with trembling hands. Her voice was soft and shaky as she started reading.

“‘He pushed her forward over the desk, spreading her cheeks and pressing the head of his cock against her tight little hole—’”

I moved behind her, bending her over the library table and pushing her dress up. I spit on my fingers and worked one, then two into her ass, stretching her as she tried to keep reading.

“‘He fucked her ass slowly at first, then harder, telling her how good she felt—’”

I replaced my fingers with my cock, pushing into her tight ass inch by inch. Elena gasped, gripping the edge of the table as I sank deep.

“Keep reading,” I ordered, starting to thrust.

“‘He fucked her harder, spanking her ass, telling her he was going to fill her—’”

I spanked her ass hard as I fucked her, my thrusts growing deeper and faster. “That’s right. I’m going to fill this tight ass while your book club is about to start. You’re going to sit there with my cum leaking out of you, pretending to be the proper hostess.”

Elena moaned, trying to keep reading as I pounded into her ass. The risk of the guests arriving any moment made everything more intense.

I reached around and rubbed her clit as I fucked her, bringing her to the edge.

“Cum for me,” I growled. “Cum with my cock in your ass like the dirty little stepmom you are.”

She came hard, clenching around me. I followed right after, burying myself deep and filling her ass with cum.

I pulled out slowly, watching my cum drip from her. I gave her ass one final slap.

“Fix your dress, sweetheart. Your guests are waiting.”

Elena stood up on shaky legs, her face flushed, my cum still inside her as the doorbell rang.

The book club ladies arrived right on time, chattering excitedly as they settled into the living room with their wine glasses and notebooks. Elena was doing her best to play the perfect hostess, but I could see the slight wobble in her step and the flush that hadn’t quite left her cheeks. She was still full of my cum from earlier — both in her pussy and her ass — and every movement reminded her of it.

I stayed in the background at first, playing the polite stepson, bringing drinks and snacks when asked. But I couldn’t resist joining the group for a few minutes.

The women lit up when I walked in.

“Oh, Walker! Come sit with us for a minute,” one of them, Margaret, said with a grin. “Elena’s always talking about how helpful you are around the house. You’re like the perfect book boyfriend come to life.”

Elena’s cheeks turned pink as the other women nodded in agreement, laughing.

“I don’t know how you do it, Elena,” another woman, Diane, teased. “Walking around with a stepson who looks like that and not losing your mind. If I had a stepson like Walker, I don’t know if I could behave myself.”

The group laughed, clearly eating it up. Elena gave a shy, flustered smile, shifting in her seat. I could only imagine how it felt for her — sitting there with my cum still inside her, the women unknowingly teasing her about the very thing that had just happened.

I stepped closer, resting my hand on the back of Elena’s chair. “I just try to take care of her,” I said smoothly, my voice warm and charming. “She deserves it.”

I leaned down and kissed her temple, then deliberately brushed a soft kiss against her lips in front of all of them. It looked sweet. Innocent. The kind of affectionate gesture a close stepson might give his stepmom.

The women awwwed.

“You two are adorable,” Margaret said. “The way you look at each other… it’s like one of the books we read.”

I smiled and suggested, “You know, for the next meeting, you should try Forbidden Vows. It’s about a stepmom and stepson who can’t keep their hands off each other. Very… intense.”

Elena’s eyes widened slightly, but the women loved the idea, chattering excitedly about adding it to the list.

I stayed for a few more minutes, flirting lightly with the group while stealing a few more “innocent” kisses on Elena’s cheek and lips whenever I passed by her chair. Each one made her flush deeper. Under the table, I occasionally brushed my hand along her thigh, reminding her exactly what we’d done just before they arrived.

When I finally excused myself to “let the ladies have their discussion,” Elena’s eyes followed me, full of shy need and lingering heat.

The book club continued, but I knew she was sitting there the entire time with my cum still inside her, thinking about everything I’d done to her — and what I was going to do to her the second they left.


Chapter 6

The last of the book club ladies finally left, the door closing with a soft click. Elena barely had time to turn around before I had her pinned against the wall.

I kissed her hard, dominant and hungry, my hands sliding under her dress and yanking her panties down. She moaned into my mouth as I freed my cock and thrust into her in one rough stroke.

“Fuck, I’ve been waiting for this,” I growled, fucking her hard against the wall. “Sitting there with my cum inside you the whole time, acting like the perfect hostess. Such a good little stepmom.”

Elena whimpered, her legs wrapping around my waist as I pounded into her. “Walker… the door—”

I didn’t care. I fucked her harder, my hand sliding up to lightly grip her throat as I took her.

The front door opened.

My father walked in, suitcase in hand, home early from his trip.

Neither of us noticed.

I kept fucking her against the wall, deep and relentless, my mouth on her neck, biting and sucking as I growled filthy words in her ear.

“You’re going to take another load, Elena. I’m going to breed you right here where your book club just was.”

She moaned louder, her nails digging into my shoulders, completely lost in the moment.

My father stood frozen in the doorway, watching his wife and son fucking like animals.

We still didn’t notice.

I came hard, filling her with another thick load as she cried out my name. Only then, as I held her against the wall, kissing her possessively, did I hear the suitcase drop.

We both froze.

My father was standing there, staring at us.

The look on his face said he’d seen everything.


Epilogue

One year.

It had been one year since that first night in the library when I’d finally given in to what I wanted.

Elena and I were married now — a quiet ceremony with just a few close friends who didn’t know our complicated history. My father had moved out shortly after he caught us. He was bitter, angry, and had chosen to cut ties rather than accept what had happened. I didn’t blame him. I’d taken everything from him.

But I didn’t regret a single second.

We were in the nursery, watching our daughter — little Sophia — sleep in her crib. Elena stood beside me, her hand in mine, glowing with that same soft, shy beauty that had first drawn me to her. She was already pregnant again, her belly just starting to show.

She leaned her head on my shoulder. “I still can’t believe this is real sometimes.”

I kissed the top of her head, my arm wrapping around her waist. “It’s real. You’re my wife. The mother of my children. And I’m never letting you go.”

Elena smiled up at me, that same shy, loving smile she’d given me the night everything changed.

“I don’t want you to,” she whispered.

We stood there together, watching our daughter sleep, the house quiet except for the soft sound of her breathing.

The book club had become a thing of the past. Elena had found something better to read — the story we were writing together.

And I couldn’t wait to see how many more chapters we’d fill.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1T7.jpg
- /. ) .&
THE ULTIMATE STEP BREEDING BUNDLE

4 Forbidden Stories
ISLA STORME






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		Breeding My Stepdaughter: A Forbidden Contract


    		Prologue


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Chapter 6


    		Chapter 7


    		Epilogue


    		Breeding My Niece on the Cruise:


    		Prologue


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Chapter 6


    		Chapter 7


    		Chapter 8


    		Chapter 9


    		Chapter 10


    		Epilogue


    		Breeding My Witness Protection Wife


    		Prologue


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Chapter 6


    		Chapter 7


    		Epilogue


    		Stepmom’s Secret Chapters


    		Prologue


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Chapter 6


    		Epilogue


  



Guide

		Cover

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151






OEBPS/image_rsrc1T8.jpg





