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


The key clicks in the lock, a sound I’ve dreamed of for nine long months. The door swings open on the familiar world of home, a world of softness and quiet, so different from the steel deck of a boat and the constant, throaty roar of engines.

And then she’s there.

“Daddyyyy!”

She launches herself across the room, a vision in a thin tank top and shorts. My sea bag drops from my hand with a thud. Her breasts bounce heavy and full with each step, a hypnotic rhythm that ends with her body colliding with mine. The impact is pure solace. I catch her, my arms automatically wrapping around the small of her back, and she molds herself against me. The soft, incredible weight of her tits smooshes against my chest, even through my uniform shirt. I can feel every curve, every breath she takes.

“I’ve missed you so much,” she breathes into my neck, her voice thick with emotion. Her scent floods my senses—sweet vanilla and warm, sun-kissed skin. After the acrid smells of diesel fuel, sweat, and the dry, dusty air of Iraq, she smells like heaven. Like life itself.

My throat is tight. I bury my face in her hair, kissing the top of her head, holding her so tightly I fear I might break her. But I can’t let go. This is my anchor. This feeling. Her.

“I’ve missed you, too, princess,” I murmur, the endearment slipping out as naturally as breathing.

My hands move over her, one splayed against the delicate wings of her shoulder blades, the other… the other drifts lower. It’s a reflex, a need to feel more of her warmth, more of her life. My palm cups the perfect, round swell of her barely-legal ass through her shorts. The fabric is soft, but what’s beneath it is softer. I give her a playful, possessive spank. The sound is a sharp, intimate crack in the quiet room, and I feel her jump in my arms, a little gasp catching in her throat.

I pull back just enough to look down at her. Her face is flushed, her eyes wide and bright. She’s not a little girl anymore. She’s all woman. A stunning, breathtaking woman who’s been living in my house, in my head, for years.

A grin spreads across my face, rough and unchecked. I’m intentionally crossing a line, and the thrill of it is electric. And since the divorce, I don’t have to worry about her mom catching me fondling her daughter.

“Damn, baby, you’re all grown up,” I say, my voice a low rumble. My hand stays on her ass, a warm, heavy weight. “I can’t believe you were seventeen when I left. Look at you, you’re an adult now.”

Legal.

“You were gone for 9 months, Daddy. A lot’s changed.” Her voice is a little breathy, and she doesn’t make a move to step out of our embrace.

My hands are still on her, one on the small of her back, the other resting low on her hip. I let my gaze travel down her body, a slow, deliberate inspection that makes a fresh wave of pink flush her cheeks. “Damn, sweetheart, have you been working out? Your ass and your legs have really filled out nicely.” The words are blunt, appreciative. A chief doesn’t mince words.

She lets out a little gasp, playfully swatting my chest. “Daddyyy, you aren’t supposed to look at my butt.”

“It’s hard not to, princess,” I counter, my voice dropping. My hand slides down, giving the generous curve a firm, possessive squeeze. I test the fullness, the perfect, resilient softness of it. “These stretchy pants don’t leave much to the imagination.” The thin fabric feels like nothing at all under my calloused fingers. “You might as well be buck ass naked.”

“Yoga pants, Daddy,” she corrects, a shy smile playing on her lips. She’s loving this. I can see it in the way her eyes sparkle. “I’ve been doing yoga. Trying to keep in shape.”

“Oh honey,” I chuckle, the sound rough. “You’re definitely in shape.”

Emboldened, she turns in my arms and arches her back, a deliberate, fluid movement that emphasizes the sweet sway of her hips and the round perfection of her bottom. “Why don’t you just take a picture if you’re gonna stare at me like that,” she sasses over her shoulder, “it’ll last longer.”

Challenge accepted. In one fluid motion, I pull my phone from my pocket. My other hand hooks into the waistband of her yoga pants and yanks them down just enough to expose the full, pale moons of her ass. The camera on my phone clicks, capturing the image.

“Daddyyyy! Delete that!” she shrieks, a wave of crimson washing over her cheeks. She makes a frantic grab for the phone, but I’m too fast, holding it high up over my head, well out of her reach. She jumps for it, her beautiful breasts bouncing with every hop, but she’s too short.

“Hell no. You dared me to take a picture.” I laugh, the sound booming through the hallway. I feel twenty years younger, fueled by her energy and this illicit thrill. “This is gonna be my new wallpaper. That ass is a work of art. That statue of Venus in Italy has nothing on you.”

“No, it’s not!” she insists, still jumping, her hands swatting at my arm, heavy tits bouncing. “It’s huge and pale and—give it to me!”

“Huge and perfect,” I correct her, easily keeping the phone aloft while my other arm wraps around her waist, pulling her bouncing body flush against mine to stop her attempts. She squirms in my grasp, but she’s laughing now, too, a breathless, giggling struggle.

“You’re gonna have your stepdaughter’s ass on your phone screen? What if someone sees it?” she pants, her struggles weakening as she melts against me.

“Then they’ll see what a lucky man I am to have such a lovely stepdaughter,” I murmur into her hair, lowering the phone just enough to look at the picture again. The image is stunning—the pale, round curves, the hint of black lace at the crease of her thighs where her waistband is bunched up. “Besides, your mom and I aren’t even married anymore. And the boat guys aren’t gonna judge.”

“People will still think it’s wrong.”

“You should know enough about me by now to know I don’t give a damn what other’s think.”

She shrieks, a sound of pure, startled laughter, and scrambles to pull her pants up, spinning to face me. Her face is flushed with delight and mock outrage. “Daddy…You’re such a perv!”

Her laughter is a melody I didn't know I'd been missing. It's infectious, pulling a real grin from me for the first time since I stepped off the boat. I tighten the distance between us, my fingers finding her ribs, tickling her without mercy.

“Perv!? I’ll show you how much of a perv I am.”

She shrieks, trying to squirm away, but I cage her against the hallway wall, my body not touching hers but boxing her in. Her heavy breasts bounce with every gasp and wriggle, the neckline of her tank top stretching dangerously low with each movement. A deep, creamy swell of cleavage is all I can see, and the sight sends a jolt straight to my groin.

“Whoa! Did you grow a cup size bigger while I was gone?" I ask, my voice rough with a playful curiosity.

My hand moves from her ribs, and before she can process the escalating shift, my palm cups the full weight of one perfect tit. I test its heft, my thumb brushing over the hard little nipple I can feel through the thin cotton. It's so damn soft, so perfectly heavy in my hand.

She freezes for a split second, a sharp intake of breath, her eyes wide. But there's no fear in them. Just a shocked, breathless excitement. She’s out of breath, her chest rising and falling rapidly, making those gorgeous tits sway.

"No, they’ve been the same size since I was in 8th grade, Daddy," she answers, and the casual, innocent admission is the most erotic thing I've ever heard. She says it like it's a simple fact, not a grenade tossed into the middle of the room.

Still, she lets me squeeze.

“Really? I’ve been looking at these perfect titties since you were sixteen. They’re definitely much bigger now.”

She doesn't look angry. She looks flushed and alive, her lips parted, her gaze locked on mine. She's not stopping this. She's just playing hard to get. The boundaries aren't just bending; they're shattering, and she's right there with me, watching them fall.

“You’ve really been looking at my boobs since I was—”

“Yes. I know. I’m an animal. Right?”

“No. Guys like looking at boobs.”

The air between us is thick, charged with every look and breath we’ve shared since I walked in. The playful tickling, the testing squeeze… it was all a prelude. A question. And her breathless laughter was the answer.

I decide on my boldest move yet.

My eyes never leave hers as my hands come up. There’s no hesitation, no asking permission. My fingers hook into the neckline of her tank top, and with a firm, deliberate pull, I draw it down, exposing her completely.

She doesn’t resist. Not a flinch, not a word of protest. She just lets me do it, her face turning a bright, furious red. It’s not the heat of anger, though. It’s a naive, self-conscious embarrassment that makes her look heartbreakingly young and vulnerable.

“What’s wrong, Princess?” My voice is soft, a low murmur meant for just her.

She hugs her arms across her stomach, pushing her elbows together. The action plumps her cleavage, making her already magnificent breasts look even more incredible. “My boobs are so big and ugly,” she complains, her voice small. “I wish they were small and perky, like most Asian women.” She relaxes her arms then, and her breasts drop, sitting heavy and full and glorious in their natural state. “Mine are huge and they sag.”

The confession hits me square in the chest. I had obviously exposed more than my stepdaughter’s tits; I had unknowingly uncovered a deep-seated insecurity.

“No, baby, don’t talk about yourself like that,” I say, my tone leaving no room for argument. I reach out, my hands gently cupping the warm, round surfaces of both breasts. Her skin is like silk. “Your tits are beautiful.” I give her a gentle, affirming squeeze. “Do you know how many girls would love to have a full, round pair of tits like yours? I bet some of those girls with smaller boobs that you are so envious of would love to be even one cup size larger.”

She looks up at me, her dark almond-shaped eyes searching mine for any hint of a lie. “You really like them?”

“I love ’em, baby.” The words are true. “But no one else’s opinion should matter but your own, not even mine. Have love for your body.” My thumbs stroke over her nipples, a soft, caressing motion. “These tits are perfect. You are perfect in every way.”

A wave of pure emotion washes over her face. “I love you so much, Daddy. You always know exactly what to say to cheer me up.”

She surges forward, wrapping her arms around my neck in a tight hug. I hold her close, my hands sliding to her bare back. I can feel the heat of her exposed flesh soaking through the rough fabric of my uniform, a brand of trust and something else, something new and terrifying and electric. We stand there, locked together in the quiet hallway, the world outside completely forgotten.

“I love you too, princess.”

I hold her for a moment longer, breathing in her sweet scent, feeling the incredible softness of her pressed against me. The trust she’s showing is a potent drug, and it emboldens me further. My voice is a low, quiet command in the stillness of our home.

“Take your top all the way off,” I say, my hands moving to her hips. “I want you to spend the rest of the evening without it. I haven’t seen you in months. You’ve become such a beautiful woman. I want to enjoy the sight of you.”

She pulls back just enough to look up at me, her dark eyes wide. “Seriously, Daddy? What if mom comes over?”

The question is predictable, a last vestige of propriety. I smooth a strand of her hair back from her face. “Baby, she wasn’t here when I got in after being deployed for nine months, she’s not gonna come by at all.” My thumbs hook into the waistband of her yoga pants, giving a little tug. “Take these off, too. Make yourself comfortable.”

She bites her lip, a nervous habit I remember well, but then a slow, acquiescent smile touches her lips. She obeys. She grips the hem of the tank top and pulls it up and over her head in one fluid motion, letting it drop to the floor beside us. Then, her eyes locked on mine, she pushes the tight yoga pants down her hips. They slide over the sweet curve of her ass and down her thick thighs, pooling at her feet. She steps out of them, kicking them aside.

And there she stands.

My stepdaughter is not slender like most Korean girls. She is all woman, short and deliciously curvy. Her hair is as black as coal, a straight, shimmering curtain that falls down to the middle of her back, contrasting starkly against the creamy, unblemished skin of her shoulders and chest.

My gaze drinks her in, a slow, possessive journey from head to toe. Her breasts are even more breathtaking without the constraint of fabric, full and heavy with weighty, perfect curves, tipped with dusky pink nipples that are pebbled tight from the cool air… or from my attention.

My eyes travel lower, over the soft swell of her stomach, down to the scrap of black lace that is her panties. They are tiny, a mere suggestion of fabric that hugs the generous swell of her hips and the lush, round curve of her ass. The lace stretches taut, leaving very little to the imagination, outlining the deep divide between her cheeks and the tempting plumpness of her pussy. She is a vision of lush, ripe beauty, and she is all mine to look at.

“You look tired, Daddy. Why don’t you get out of your uniform and get comfortable too.” Her concern is sweet, laced with a new, intimate authority. Then eyes drift down to my feet, and a playful, scolding tone enters her voice. “And you know you aren’t supposed to be wearing shoes in the house.”

“They’re boots,” I correct her, a grin tugging at my lips. This feels so domestic, so normal, and so utterly surreal at the same time. I’m gonna fuck my hot stepdaughter..

She scoffs, a little puff of air, but doesn’t argue further. Instead, her hands come up, her fingers nimble as they begin to work the buttons of my blouse. Her touch is hesitant at first, then grows more confident, pushing the fabric from my shoulders. I shrug it off, letting it fall to the floor next to her clothes. My undershirt follows, pulled over my head and discarded.

The cool air of the house hits my skin, but it’s nothing compared to the heat of her gaze. Her eyes immediately drop, not to my chest, but lower, to the tattoo etched into my skin just below my navel: a stark, black Thor’s Hammer.

She reaches out, her touch feather-light and reverent as her fingertips trace the lines of the ink. It’s the first time she’s touched me so directly, with such deliberate curiosity. A jolt of pure electricity shoots straight down my spine.

“You never told me what this means,” she whispers, her voice full of awe.

I watch her, my blood heating under her exploration. “You never asked,” I answer, my own voice low and rough.

My hands move to my belt buckle. The metal clicks loudly in the quiet room as I unbuckle it and pull the leather strap quickly through the loops.

“Tell me now,” she pleads. “I wanna know.”

“It’s Mjolnir.”

“Muhyol what?”

“It’s the Norse god Thor’s magical weapon.”

“Oh! Like in the movies!”

“God no.” I shake my head. “Not like in the movies.” I kick off my boots, the heavy thud agains the floor a final, satisfying end to the uniform I’ve worn for the last nine months. I step out of my pants, leaving them in a heap. Now it’s just me and my boxer briefs. And there is no hiding it. My cock is a thick, rigid object straining against the dark cotton, the outline is unmistakable.

Christina’s eyes go wide. She covers her mouth with both hands, a gasp stifled behind her fingers. She turns away for a split second, a reflex of shock, but then her gaze is pulled back, magnetized. She stares, her face flushed a deep crimson.

“Oh god, Daddy!” she she breathes, her voice a mixture of shock and awe. She lowers her hands, her lips parting. “Uhm, I think someone else is happy to see me, too.”

“You have no idea,” I growl, the words ripped from somewhere deep and primal inside me.

I want to fuck her.

I don’t give her a chance to say another word. I reach out, my hands sliding under her ass, and I lift her into my arms. She’s a perfect, warm weight against my chest, her bare skin searing against mine. She lets out a shriek that melts into a breathless laugh, her arms looping around my neck.

“Where are we going?” she asks, her eyes sparkling.

“Bedroom,” I grunt, already moving down the hall. “To get more comfortable.”

The truth is a hammer in my skull. I haven’t had any pussy in months. Only it’s not her pussy I’m planning to fuck. I’ve been under constant stress, my nerves stretched tighter than a tripwire. I’ve been shot at by fucking pirates who think they can bully and murder innocent people at sea. I need to blow off steam, a deep, physical, mind-erasing release. And I’m going to blow it off deep inside my stepdaughter’s tight asshole.

I let her drop the last few inches onto the mattress, and she bounces once, a gasp escaping her lips. Her big tits wobble deliciously with the impact.The sight of her laying in my bed, half naked and entirely at my mercy, is more of an adrenaline rush than combat.

She looks up at me with that shy, innocent look in her dark eyes, a look that drives pure, hot iron into my cock, hardening my erection. I climb onto the mattress next to her, the springs groan under our weight. Her eyes aren’t on my face anymore—they’re fixed lower, on the obvious tent straining against the fabric of my underwear.

“I wanna see it,” she says quietly, as if whispering somehow made what we were doing less sinful.

I don’t make her wait. I hook my thumbs into the waistband and push them down, freeing my thick, white cock. The moment she sees it, her eyes go wide, her lips parting in a soft ‘o’ of shock.

“Jesus Christ, Daddy… How big?”

“I have no idea. Never put a ruler to it.” I give a low chuckle, watching her fascinated expression. “Big enough to get the job done, baby.” I stroke it gently, enjoying my teenage stepdaughter’s reaction to my size.

“Can I?” she asks, her voice barely a breath. She reaches out, her small hand hovering in the air, waiting for my permission.

I take her wrist gently and guide her hand down, placing her palm flat against the hot, hard length of my cock. Her touch is so soft, so tentative. “Don’t be shy, sweetheart. You’re about to do more than touch it,” I tell her, my voice a rough promise. “You’re gonna show me how much you really missed me.”

A flicker of nervousness crosses her face. “I’ve never done anything like this. I don’t know if it will even fit in me.”

“It’s gonna fit,” I assure her, my thumb stroking the inside of her wrist. “Just not where you think though.”

She looks at me, her brow furrowed in adorable confusion. “What do you mean? Where are you gonna put it?”

“I’m gonna put it your ass, sweetheart.”

She pulls her hand back as if she’s been burned, her whole body tensing. “Wait. What? Why, Daddy?!”

“Because you are too young to get pregnant,” I answer. My hand slides up her thigh, a possessive claim. “I don’t have a condom and I don’t intend to pull out when I come. Can’t get pregnant from anal.”

“Daddy, no,” she whines, a genuine note of fear in her voice now. “It’s gonna hurt. You are way too big to fit in that hole. And its—dirty.”

I lean over her, caging her in, and brush the hair from her forehead. “Just relax. We are going to do this nice and slow, with lots of stretching before I even attempt to penetrate you, with lots of lube.” I hold her gaze, making sure she sees the truth in mine. “I’m not going to hurt you. It will be a little painful at first, then it will feel amazing.”

“But it’s dirty.”

“Dirty sex is the best sex. Besides, that’s what showers are for.”

“I still don’t think it’ll fit. It’s like a RedBull can. I can’t fit one of those up my butt.”

Adorable. I chuckle at her naivety. “With a little care and a warm-up, the asshole can stretch. You do trust me, don’t you, baby?”

“Of course I do.” She nods.

Her trust a tangible thing, and my fingers find the delicate lace waistband of her panties. I hook my thumbs into them, and with a slow, deliberate pull, I draw them down her thighs, over her knees, past her ankles. She lifts her hips to help me, a small, willing motion that sends a surge of heat straight through me. And there she is, completely bare to me. The lamplight casts a golden glow on her skin, illuminating the beautiful, intimate landscape of her body. My gaze travels down her stomach, over the gentle curve of her hips, to the very heart of her.

Her pussy is exquisite. Perfectly hairless and smooth, a revelation of soft, plump lips that glisten with a faint, enticing dew. They nestle together, forming a tight, tempting slit that promises unimaginable warmth and softness. As much as I would love to fuck her cunt like God intended, the only thing religious about what I am going to do to my stepdaughter, is worship her round teenage ass as if my salvation depends on it.

I want her positioned perfectly. I want her comfortable while I ruin her anus. “Wait here, baby,” I murmur, my voice husky.

I grab two large, firm pillows from the head of the bed and bring them down. I stack them one on top of the other, creating a soft, elevated mound right in the center of the mattress. “Come here, princess,” I instruct, my hands guiding her hips. “Arch yourself over these. Just like that.”

She moves with a shy eagerness, positioning herself so her hips are raised on the pillows, her beautiful, round ass tilted up in the air. The pose is utterly lewd and breathtakingly beautiful. It presents her to me completely, her plump pussy below and the tight, pink pucker of her anus above, exposed and vulnerable.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” I praise her, my hands smoothing over the lush curves of her rear. “Now, tilt your hips forward a little more for me… Yeah, there you go, just like that. Stick that ass out for Daddy. Fuck, that’s hot.”

She obeys, pushing her hips back, offering herself to me completely. I give her ass a sharp SMACK, delighting the doughy jiggle of her flesh.

She yelps, then glares back over her shoulders at me. “Hey! That’s not nice.”

“Couldn’t help myself.” I slap her ass again.

“Daddy! Ouch! That hurts,” she whines. “At least rub it for me.”

“I’m about to make you feel good.”

The sight is almost too much to bear. I kneel behind her, spreading her cheeks apart with my thumbs. The intimate muscles of her asshole clench slightly under my touch, a reflexive, innocent tightening. I don’t hesitate. I lower my head and press my face into her, burying it completely between her soft butt cheeks. My nose presses firmly against her anus, a direct, intimate contact that makes her gasp. I inhale deeply, and her scent floods my senses—musky, deeply feminine, and profoundly erotic. I squeeze her round ass, my fingers sinking into the soft flesh, holding her spread wide as I drive my tongue into her anus.

My cock is a huge, throbbing arc, protruding proudly from between my legs.

She jolts as if electrocuted, a sharp, high whimper escaping her lips. “Oh, God… that’s so nasty, Daddy.” Her voice is a mix of shock and overwhelming sensation.

I pull back just enough to speak, my lips brushing against her sensitive skin. “Feels good, though, huh.” It’s not a question.

A long, shuddering sigh is her first answer. Then, a breathless, “Yeah.” She pushes her butt back. “It’s so nasty, though. You really like licking my ass?”

“Like a man starved.”

Emboldened, I dive back in, my tongue becoming dedicated solely to the task of worshiping this intimate part of her. I lick her with broad, flat strokes, circling the tight rim, teasing it until I feel it begin to relax infinitesimally under my idolatry. Then I press the pointed tip of my tongue against it, fucking her with it gently, insistently. I wet her with my spit, working her open, working her as deep as my tongue will go.

“Ooooo. That feels weird… Lick it, Daddy.”

Her whimpers turn into a continuous, low moan. She pushes her hips back against my face, seeking more pressure, more sensation. Her fingers are clutching the sheets, her knuckles white. I am lost in her, in the salty, musky, taste of this intimate act. I am claiming her in a way no one else ever has.

When she is gasping and writhing, her hole wet and relaxed from my mouth, I know she is ready. I move and reach for the bottle of lube in my nightstand drawer, and squeeze a generous, clear dollop onto my fingers, warming it for a moment before I bring my hand back to her. I let a drop fall directly onto her relaxed, glistening hole. She shivers at the sensation. My slick, middle finger finds its target, circling slowly, gathering the lube, before I apply a gentle, persistent pressure.

There’s a moment of resistance, a tightness that seems impenetrable, and then my finger sinks into her, past the initial guardian ring of muscle, and into the incredible, clenching heat of her rectum. She lets out a choked cry, her entire body tensing for a second before she forces herself to relax, to accept this new, profound invasion.

“Ahh,” she hisses. “If it hurts this much with your finger, I can’t imagine how bad it’s gonna feel with your dick in there.”

“Breathe, baby girl,” I coax, my voice rough with my own need. “Breathe for me. You’re taking it so well. Just relax into the stretch. God, you little hole is so perfect.”

“And you’re gonna tear me open?”

“Don’t be silly. I wouldn’t hurt you like that.”

I hold still, allowing her body to adjust to the intrusion, to the strange, full feeling. Then, I begin to move, a slow, shallow fucking motion with my finger, massaging her internally, stretching her gently. I can feel every minute flutter and clench of her muscles around me. It’s unbearably tight, impossibly hot.

When the rhythm of her breathing evens out and her hips begin to make tiny, involuntary circles, I know she’s ready for more. I withdraw my finger almost completely, making her gasp at the sudden emptiness, before slowly pressing back in with two fingers now, slicked with more lube.

This stretch is more significant. A low, guttural moan is torn from her throat as her body works to accommodate the greater width. “Daddy!” Her body jolts “…Ow. Owch,” she breathes, a word of both protest and plea.

“I know, sweetheart,” I soothe, stilling my hand once more, letting the incredible heat and pressure of her hole envelop my second knuckles. “Just relax. You can take it.” I hook my fingers down, stretching her canal, watching as it gapes open, deep and dark red. “You’re doing so good for me.” I lean forward and press a soft kiss to the small of her back, a gesture of tenderness amidst the depravity. I remain there, my fingers buried deep in her ass, waiting for her signal, for her body to tell me it’s okay to continue.

After stretching her anal muscle wide, I decide that she’s ready for my cock. I gently withdraw my fingers, her pink ring contracts a little but remains loosened with a relaxed gape.

I squeeze another generous dollop of cool, clear lube onto my fingers, watching it gleam in the low light before I bring my hand to her. I apply it to her ready anus with a slow, circular motion, feeling the tiny muscle twitch and flutter under my slick touch. The lube coats her, making her already glistening skin shine, preparing the path for what is to come. I smear a copious amount onto my own shaft, the sensation cold at first, then warming quickly against my heated, throbbing flesh. I stroke myself slowly, coating every inch, my own need an urgent pressure in my veins.

Her voice, laced with anxiety and a trace of complaint, breaks the tense silence. “Daddy, why do you want to put it in my ass so bad?” She shifts slightly, a nervous adjustment. “I really don’t think it’s gonna fit.”

I lean over her, my chest pressing against her back, and kiss her shoulder blade, a gesture meant to soothe. “I told you, sweetheart, because I’m not trying to get an eighteen-year-old pregnant. You just graduated high school. I want you to enjoy your youth. And I have at least one more deployment before I retire. Do you want to be pregnant alone?” It’s the truth, but it’s not the whole truth. The whole truth is the consuming, taboo desire to claim this part of her, to be the first to take her here, to feel this ultimate intimacy.

“No, Daddy.”

“Alright then. Now relax. You just took two fingers in your ass.”

I need her participation, her surrender. “Now reach back and spread your ass for me.”

There’s a moment of hesitation, a quiet inhale, and then she obeys. Her hands, small and delicate, reach behind her. Her fingers find the soft, plump curves of her own butt cheeks and she pulls them apart, holding herself open for me, exposing the pink pucker I’ve been preparing.

“Good girl,” I praise her, my voice thick with lust and affection. My own hands settle on her hips, my thumbs stroking her skin. “I’ll go slow.” It’s a promise, a vow of care amidst the act of invasion.

I position myself behind her, the head of my loaded cock nudging against the slick, pre-stretched entrance. It still feels impossibly small, a daunting barrier. I hold my shaft steady, my knuckles white with the effort of control. I take a breath, and then I begin to push.

There is immediate, intense resistance. Her body clenches, a fierce, involuntary rebellion against the intrusion. Her flesh seems to fight me, refusing to yield. I apply more steady, unrelenting pressure, trying to coax her open.

She flenches and lets out a sharp, painful groan, a sound that is part shock, part real distress. “Daddy! Daddy! Ow, ow!” The cries are punched out of her with each millimeter of progress I make. Her breathing becomes ragged, huffing and puffing through the pain, her fingers digging into her own flesh where she holds herself open.

“Shhhh, baby. You got this. You’re opening up. It’s going in.”

The pressure around my cockhead is immense, a vise-like, ring of muscle that threatens to halt me completely. I feel her internal heat, a shocking, incredible warmth that beckons just beyond this torturous tightness. I push again, a slow, relentless advance, feeling her body stretch to a degree that seems almost cruel to accommodate me.

And then, with a soft, wet, internal squelch, the head of my cock finally breaches her. It sinks past the guardian ring of muscle and into the unbelievable, clenching heat within. She gasps, a sharp, shocked sound, and her entire body goes rigid beneath me.

The sensation is overwhelming. The squeeze is absolute, a silken, muscular fist gripping me. It is tighter than anything I have ever known, a perfect, suffocating friction that threatens to undo me instantly. I have to grit my teeth, forcing myself to remain still, to let her adjust to this profound, full feeling.

For a long moment, neither of us moves. The only sounds are our ragged breaths. Her internal muscles flutter around me, a rapid, frantic pulsing that feels like a thousand tiny kisses deep inside her.

Her voice, when it comes, is small and strained. “Is it in?”

“I’m in,” I confirm, my voice a strained whisper. The triumph of it is a fire in my blood. “Told you it would fit.”

There’s another pause, a shaky inhalation. “How far?”

“Halfway, baby.” It’s an estimate, but it feels true. The head and a good portion of my shaft are buried in that incredible heat, but there is so much more of me to go.

“Aghh..Shit.” She whimpers, a soft, overwhelmed sound. “It feels like you’re poking my stomach.”

The image her words conjure is intensely erotic—the idea of my length inside her, so deep it presses against her internal walls, nudging organs that have never been touched. I can feel it, too; the deep, internal pressure of being embedded in her is unlike anything else. It’s a full, surrounding sensation that is both immense and exquisitely confining.

I am focused entirely on the slow, meticulous conquest of her body, my world narrowed to the immense pressure and the burning heat as I push another inch into her impossibly tight passage, when her right hand suddenly lets go of her butt cheek, flying back to push weakly against my thigh in a frantic, instinctual attempt to halt my progress. “Wait—Slow down—“ she gasps, but I am already moving, my own hand snapping out to catch her wrist with a firmness that is not painful but leaves no room for argument. I guide her hand back, pressing her fingers firmly against the soft flesh of her rear, forcing her to resume holding herself open for me. "Keep your ass spread, baby," I command, my voice a low, steady rumble that brooks no disobedience, the tone I use on my newest sailors, who don’t know their asshole from a hole in the ground, now layered with a dark, possessive tenderness meant only for her. "Just relax and let me in," I coax, my hips stilling but not withdrawing, maintaining that deep, stretching fullness. “It’ll hurt more if you’re tense." I feel the fight drain out of her under my touch, her body yielding once more, her obedient whimper a signal that she has relinquished control back to me completely.

I remain perfectly still, allowing her body to slowly, gradually accept the invasion. The initial white-hot burn for her is subsiding, replaced by a deep, stretching fullness. I can feel the subtle change in her, the slightest relaxation of those incredible muscles around my shaft. My own body is screaming to move, to thrust, to bury myself to the hilt in this perfect, forbidden warmth, but I hold firm. This is her pace. This is her surrender. And I will wait for it.

The last impossible inch sinks into her, a final surrender of her body to my will. A deep, guttural groan is torn from my chest. “I’m all the way in, baby,” I rasp. I gently move her hands from the grasp she has on her cheeks, and she immediately fists them in the bedsheets, her knuckles bleaching white as she claws the fabric for purchase.

“Damn, sweetheart, your tight little ass is swallowing me whole.” I breathe out long and slow. I spread her cheeks myself with both hands, watching, mesmerized, as my slick, glistening shaft moves back and forth in the tight, pink ring of her butthole. Each withdrawal reveals a fraction of my length, sticky with lube, before I push back in, burying myself to the hilt in that clenching heat.

A pained whimper escapes her lips. “Ow! God, it’s so big, Daddy. You’re splitting me apart.” She kicks her feet.

“And you’re taking it like a good little girl,” I grunt. “I’m fucking that sweet, little asshole. And you thought it wouldn’t fit.”

My hips find a rhythm, a little faster now, a little less controlled. The initial resistance is melting away, replaced by a slick glide. The sound is obscene, a steady, wet squelch that fills the quiet room with every thrust—the sound of my flesh pounding into hers, a filthy, perfect sound underscoring our semi-incestuous love.

And then I feel it—a subtle but profound shift in energy. The tension that had held her body like a drawn bowstring finally dissolves. Her muscles unlock, her hips push back slightly to meet my thrusts, and her pained whimpers transform into a low, continuous moan.

“Ohhhh…Ohhh…God. You’re deep.”

“Look at you, taking that big Daddy dick, princess,” I praise her, watching my shaft pistoning in and out of her. I can see the tight ring of muscle stretched around my base. The careful, measured pace I took at the start is gone, burned away by the feel of her body accepting all of me, by the raw, animalistic sounds she’s making. My hands tighten on her hips, my fingers pressing into the soft flesh of her waist. This is no longer about gentle conquest; it’s a relentless, primal rutting, a driving need to possess the incredible warmth and tightness that is milking my soul from my body.

“Daddy… Na ssal geoya,” she whispers in Korean.

Each thrust is deep and punishing, a full length withdrawal followed by a savage push back to the hilt. The slap of my skin against the generous curve of her ass is steady and sharp.

Beneath me, she is lost in it. The initial shock of being fucked in the ass has transformed into a building pleasure. I give her ass a light spank and watch as she grinds her hips forward against the mound of pillows with each of my thrusts. “That’s so fuckin’ hot, baby.” She’s humping the soft fabric, seeking pressure, stimulating her clit in a frantic, instinctual motion that matches my own.

Her gasps turn into continuous, broken moans. “Oh God! Oh God! Yea…” The words are a prayer, a plea, a surrender. Her face is buried in the sheets, her back arched, as she focuses on the twin points of sensation: the deep pounding inside and the friction against her sensitive nub.

Her breathing becomes shallow, rapid pants.

“Daddy.. Keep going. I’m gonna—” she cries out, her voice strained and breathy, but she never gets to finish her sentence.

Orgasm crashes over her, violent and absolute. A raw, guttural scream escapes her throat as her body seizes. The muscles of her rectum clamp down on my cock.

A dark thrill of possession and depravity overwhelms me.

“That’s it, baby girl. Come for Daddy,” I grunt, my own voice a harsh, ragged thing. I drive into her through her contractions, my thrusts becoming short and frantic. I am chasing my own end now.

The coil in my balls winds impossibly tight, a building pressure that demands release. The world narrows to the feeling of her clenching depths. With a few final, deep pumps, I unload. I bury myself to the hilt one last time and hold, my body tensing as my own orgasm erupts.

“Agggh! God…Damn!”

It’s a torrent. I spill my seed deep into her anus, pulse after hot, thick pulse jetting into her rectum. My hips grind against her ass in shallow circles, ensuring every last drop is milked into her.

“SHIT! That was hot,” I breath, collapsing over her, spent, my weight pressing her into the mattress, my cock still throbbing inside of her.

The final, shattering climax rolls through me, a tidal wave of release that empties me completely into her depths. For a long moment, I am lost to everything but the sensation, my body pressed against hers, my hips pressed flush against the curve of her butt as I pump the last of my spume deep inside her. The world is a distant hum, secondary to the pounding of my heart and the feel of her incredible, clenching heat around me.

Slowly, the intensity recedes, leaving behind a profound, bone-deep lethargy and a sense of… completion. A possession so absolute it steals my breath. I am the first. The only. I have claimed a part of her no one else ever will.

With a soft, wet sound, I withdraw from her. It’s a sloppy, messy affair, and I watch, my chest still heaving, as my jizz drips from her freshly-fucked, gaping hole. The sight is intensely primal, a visual stamp of what we’ve just done—the sin I’ve just committed.

She immediately reaches back, her fingers trembling as they tentatively touch her own stretched, sensitive flesh. She prods gently, and a sharp hiss escapes her lips. She winces, her face contorting in a mixture of awe and discomfort. “Daddy.” Her voice is a high, worried complaint. “My butthole is stretched wide open. Is it ever gonna be tight again?”

A low, husky laugh rumbles in my chest. The innocence of the question, the genuine worry in her tone, is both endearing and incredibly arousing. My hand, large and possessive, comes to rest on the reddened curve of her ass, my thumb stroking the heated skin beside where my seed still leaks from her. “Yeah, baby,” I assure her, my voice soft and sure. “It will tighten right back up. It’s a muscle. Just let it relax and you’ll be okay.” My touch is meant to soothe, to gentile her after the rough claiming.

I lean down and press a soft, lingering kiss to the small of her back, right above the evidence of our sin. The tenderness that swells in my chest is as powerful as the lust that preceded it. I have taken something precious from her, violated a sacred boundary, and the need to make her feel safe, to make her feel cherished, is overwhelming.

Christina rocks to the side and reaches behind her catching some of the white-hot melt escaping her dilated anus. “So much come,” she says, her nose crinkles as she inspects the goo clinging to her fingers. “It’s so sticky.”

“Hey,” I murmur. “Let’s get in the shower and get you cleaned up.” I shift, carefully helping her to dismount from the pillows. She moves gingerly, her movements slightly stiff, a testament to the new and profound experience her body has just endured.

I scoop her up into my arms, cradling her against my chest. She is pliant and soft, her head resting on my shoulder, her arms looping around my neck. She feels small and vulnerable, and the protective instinct that flares in me is fierce and absolute. I carry her, my stepdaughter, my lover, through the quiet, dim house toward the bathroom.

I set her down gently on the cool tile floor, keeping a supportive arm around her waist as I reach into the shower stall to turn on the water. I test the stream with my hand, adjusting it until it’s hot, almost steaming, just the way I know she likes it. The room begins to fill with a warm, misty fog, softening the edges of everything.

I lead her under the spray. The hot water cascades over us, washing away the sweat, the lube, the physical evidence of what we’ve done. It runs in rivulets down her body, over the beautiful curves I’ve just worshiped and claimed. I reach for her vanilla-scented body wash, pouring a generous amount onto a soft loofah.

“Turn around for me, princess,” I instruct gently. She obeys, presenting her back to me. I begin to wash her, starting with her shoulders, working the loofah in slow, circular, loving motions. I wash the length of her spine, the gentle swell of her buttocks. My touch is reverent, cleansing, an act of worship after the act of possession.

I am meticulous, washing every inch of her, reclaiming her body with tenderness instead of depraved lust. When I’m done with her back, I turn her to face me. Her eyes are closed, her face tilted up into the spray, water droplets clinging to her long, dark eyelashes. She looks peaceful, sated.

I soap the loofah again and begin on her front, washing her neck, her collarbones, the full, heavy swells of her breasts. I am careful, gentle, my touch devoid of the desperate hunger from before. This is about care. This is about aftercare.

My hand, holding the loofah, moves lower, over the soft swell of her stomach. I hesitate for only a second before I gently, so gently, wash between her legs, carefully cleansing her pussy, then the aching, stretched flesh of her anus. She flinches slightly at the touch, a tiny intake of breath, but she doesn’t pull away.

I hold her, feeling the exquisite softness of her tits against me, the aftershocks of what we’ve done still humming in my veins. She shifts, a determined little movement. “Let me, Daddy,” she says softly, her fingers gently prying the loofah from my hand.

I let her take it, leaning back against the cool tile to watch her. She pours a generous amount of body wash onto the mesh, working it into a rich, fragrant lather. Her touch is dutiful, almost worshipful, as she begins to wash my chest and shoulders, scrubbing away the grime of travel and the sweat of our near-incestuous passion. She moves down my arms, across my stomach, her attention thorough and focused. It’s a tender act of care that feels more intimate than anything that came before.

Then her hands, holding the loofah, move lower. There’s no hesitation now. She soaps up my dick with slow, deliberate strokes, her fingers working the loofah over my semi-hard penis with a focus that is both innocent and intensely erotic. She works until a creamy lather completely covers me. The slick friction is incredibly soothing, but it’s also stirring, awakening a familiar heat deep within me despite my recent release.

Her hand stills, the loofah forgotten. She cups me in her palm, her touch firm and curious. She measures the weight of my flesh in her hand, a look of pure, awestruck wonder on her face. “Jesus… I can’t believe this was inside my butt.”

The confession is whispered, full of disbelief and a dawning, powerful awareness. A surge of possessive pride tightens my chest. “Every inch, baby,” I confirm, my voice a low rumble. I cover her hand with mine, pressing her palm more firmly against me, feeling myself begin to swell under her touch. “Better be careful, sweetheart, gonna make me ready for round two.”

She looks up at me, her face flushed from the steam, her eyes sparkling with playful admonishment. “Stop it,” she says, playfully swatting my chest with her free hand. “I’m just making sure you’re clean.” Her tone shifts to one of mock seriousness, laced with an awe that makes my blood run hot. “It was just inside my dirty butthole, Daddy.”

I laugh, a deep, genuine sound, and take the loofah from her, tossing it aside. It doesn’t matter. We are clean enough. My hands find her waist and I pull her firmly against me. Our wet, slick bodies collide, smooshing together under the warm stream of water. There is no space left between us. My cock presses between her thighs.

“I missed you.”

“I missed you, too, Daddy.”

I lower my head and capture her mouth in a deep, tender kiss. It’s not hungry or desperate like before; it’s full of a profound, overwhelming affection. Our lips move together slowly, tasting of steam and vanilla and us. Our hands begin to roam, not with frantic need, but with a rediscovering wonder. My palms slide over the smooth, familiar curves of her back, down to the swell of her hips. Her small hands splay across my chest, feeling the frantic beat of my heart, before sliding up to cup the back of my neck, holding me to her. We stand there under the water, kissing, holding, touching, as if trying to memorize each other by feel alone, sealing the new, irrevocable truth of what we are to each other.
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