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Chapter One


Mia
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Georgia and I are sitting on the couch in her living room, scrolling through TikTok and Instagram, killing time until the movie is supposed to start. We’ve been couch potatoes all day, and why not? It’s Saturday, after all. 

I glance over at her and see her eyes are crinkled at the corners and she’s holding in laughter.

“What is it?” I ask, smiling. 

She turns the phone to me and shows me a silly video of cat with a pickle hat. It’s adorable, and I laugh. She giggles too, says, “It’s so cuuuute!” and then crosses her legs and leans back in the lush couch until she’s nearly submerged in it. She starts clicking on her phone again, and I watch her curl her bouncy blonde locks in her finger. 

I keep smiling at her little nervous tic—the absentminded curling of the hair. Maybe “nervous tic” is the wrong phrase. It’s what she does when she doesn’t know what else to do, or is concentrating. 

Georgia is my best friend. As the cat video showed, she’s always loved cute stuff. At one point in time, she loved my brother, though she would never admit it. I guess Randy could be considered cute? I don’t know—it’s definitely not my call to make. 

Now Randy is up in Berkeley for college, while both of us opted to stay in San Diego for school. We have all out friends here—our network—and our families. It’s hard to leave SD when it’s always seventy-two and sunny.

My mom is up north visiting Randy for his first week on campus, which means I’ve been staying with my stepdad Mike and, more often than not, a lot of time with Georgia. We hang out all the time.

Tonight is movie night. I think we’re supposed to see the new Marvel movie, though I’m not really sure. I don’t pay attention to that franchise, because it’s too massive and not really my vibe. The main reason we’re going out is to hang with our friends from school, drink a little bit, and cause some trouble. 

The front door of the house opens and Georgia’s dad saunters in. My eyes glance away from my phone as he brings in groceries, the veins on his arms protruding from the weight of the four bags in his hands.

And thus enters the real reason I’ve been spending so much time with Georgia. Don’t get me wrong, I love my best friend dearly . . . but I have an ulterior motive for hanging out with her so much while Mom is upstate. 

Garret Roberts, her dad, is stupidly hot. He’s got this perfect sheen of bronze to his skin, like he spends all day out in the sun, even though I know he spends most of his time indoors doing investment stuff. His face is perfectly chiseled, his body perfectly vascular and stacked.

He’s a man I want to climb like a tree and worship. I would go on my knees for Garret Roberts in a second, and that’s something I would never admit to my bestie. 

Hey, if she can secretly pine after my brother, then I can secretly pine after her dad, right? All’s fair in love and war. 

We’re both twenty-two, which means her dad is somewhere in the neighborhood of forty-five.

Twice my age. Perfect. 

As he walks into the house with a small grunt, he glances over, sees us on the couch, and quirks a half-smile at me. 

My eyes flash wide and then whip to the phone in front of my face. My cheeks flush warmly. It’s a good thing I have darker skin, or I would have lit up like a cherry from getting caught staring.  

“Hey gals,” he says. His voice is like syrup and chocolate. 

I want to melt into the couch. He’s been inside for all of thirty seconds and I’m already wet as fuck. How the hell is that possible? How is it possible for a man twice my age to have such an affect on my damn body?

I guess I could blame it on the hormones, but really? It’s not like I’m a teenager anymore. I’m not even sure if twenty-two could be considered “young adult.” I don’t think so. I feel like that age is between eighteen and twenty, and once you’re no longer a teenager, you’re officially no longer a “young adult.”

Of course, I look pretty young. So does Georgia. 

“Hey,” my bestie says without looking up from her phone. 

I think it’s sort of rude, so I smile over at him over my shoulder so I can see him standing at the edge of the kitchen. “Hi, Mr. Roberts,” I say in a bubbly voice.  

He has his arms folded together, and I can’t take my eyes off the vein running up his forearm to his elbow. Watching the backs of our heads, he says, “What have I said about calling me “mister” anything, Mia? You’re family.”

“Okay, Mr. Anything,” I say with another big smile. 

He rolls his eyes and scoffs. Then he turns, bends over to start grabbing groceries out of the bags he set down, and now my eyes really won’t go anywhere. 

His flexed ass in those jeans is a sight to see. If I was wet before, now I’m soaked. And he hasn’t even gotten within five feet of me.

I realize, to my chagrin, that I’m on the verge of springing a leak before we even go to the movies. That’s not good, because I know our friends Joe and Akash will be all over me tonight. They have been since high school. And I don’t exactly want to get too drunk and make a mistake with either of them.

“You phone warriors need a hobby,” he mutters to himself—a true Gen Xer if I ever heard one. 

I chuckle. 

He keeps talking to himself sarcastically while he picks things up and sets them on the kitchen counter. “‘And how was your day, Dad?’ Oh, great, sweet daughter of mine. Work was boring as hell. Can you believe I had to work on a Saturday? ‘Oh, but dear father, that is horrible! The things you do to put food on the table for me and my couch-surfing friend!’”

“Okay, okay,” Georgia says, sighing and putting her phone down. She turns around and props her elbows and forearms on the back of the couch, resting her chin on her arms. “I get it.”

I match her stance, so we’re both propped up with our arms on the top of the couch, staring over it as Garret works in the kitchen putting things in the fridge and cupboards. 

“I’m not a couch surfer, by the way,” I say, nodding diligently. “I identify as a couch potato, thank you very much.”

Mr. Roberts looks over with a laugh, and sees the way we’re positioned. For some reason he veers his eyes away quickly, back to whatever he’s doing in the kitchen.

It’s only then that I realize we’re, uh, a bit too comfortable looking. Both our asses are propped out, our legs kicking behind us. And we’re both wearing booty shorts that leave little to the imagination. 

Doesn’t help that Georgia and I both have big asses, either. She’s more stacked up top than I am, but I make up for it with an ass that won’t quit. At least that’s what Georgia always says when I give her grief over having such bigger tits than me. 

“Yeah, but if I had a dump truck like yours, I wouldn’t be having to throw these puppies around all day,” she told me one time. 

To which I replied with a pinched nose and winced, because “dump truck” isn’t a very flattering way of putting it, in my opinion. 

“Sorry,” she said, “that’s what Joe calls it.”

“Joe! Don’t listen to that perv!”

Anyway, back to the couch. My favorite place to be. With my ass popped back behind me, our backs bowed as we watch Garret do whatever it is he’s doing.

It’s almost like we’re in a doggystyle position, I realize, which is probably why he looked away so fast. 

I’m obsessed with him, but what’s Georgia’s excuse with this batting-the-eyelashes, look-at-my-young-body stance? I mean, it’s her freaking dad. Maybe she’s just trying to annoy him, which she seems so good at doing.

Or maybe I’m the perv, and my mind is always in the gutter. That’s probably it.  

“You’ll be pleased to know that Mia and I will be out of your hair all night, since you’re so annoyed with us,” Georgia says.  

Garret glances over his shoulder, swiping his dark hair off his forehead as he stands to his full height. “Oh? What will I ever do without you two?”

He’s so sarcastic, it’s impossible not to smile when I’m around him. I hate it. 

Georgia shrugs, and I almost say the first dirty thing on my mind, but resist. Watch porn on your 70-inch flatscreen and whip out that big dick of yours, since you’ll be all alone, Mr. Anything. 

Georgia’s mom works as a bartender most nights, so she’s not here. She also told me she and Garret are going through a rough patch—maybe even getting separated—so that’s a touchy subject. I don’t ever bring it up, of course.

“What are you seeing?” he asks. 

Georgia says, “The new Marvel movie.”

“God. How many of those are there now? I think I lost track after, like, ten.”

She snorts. “Probably like double that.” 

“Hell. I don’t know how you kids keep track of it all.”

“I don’t,” Georgia says, and then looks over at me.

“Neither do I,” I add.

Garret grabs a glass of marinara sauce from one of the bags and lifts it. “Interest you two in dinner before you head out?”

Georgia frowns. “Aw, that’s sweet, pops. But no, we’ve gotta get going in a few minutes.”

He makes a mock puppy dog face, bottom lip pouting, before putting the sauce down on the counter. 

I know it’s a joke . . . but I want to suck his lip into my mouth. My eyes linger on him for too long, and I think he notices, before finally turning away.

Georgia, luckily, is oblivious to it—back with her phone stuffed in front of her face. 

Furrowing my brow, I look down at my phone. “Shit,” I mutter.

“What is it?” Georgia asks. 

“I’m sorry, George,” I say, frowning, “but my stepdad needs some help at the house with something I told him I’d help him with.”

“What is it?” 

I rack my brain. “I said I’d go over the proposal he made for his clients for tomorrow’s open house.”

My stepdad Mike is a real estate agent. And a damn good one. 

Georgia pouts, clicking her tongue. “And you can’t get out of it?”

I shake my head.

“Aw man. So you can’t come to the movie?”

I shake my head again. “Sorry, bestie.” I pop up from the couch, stretching and cracking my joints. I’ve been sat there for, like, hours. 

I give Georgia a quick hug, then toss a wave over my shoulder, saying, “See ya, Mr. Anything.”

Garret flaps a hand at me from the kitchen, not even glancing over. “Yeah, yeah, see ya later, troublemaker.”

I feel a little sad that he doesn’t look over to see me walking out. 

He’s missing a free show: my fat ass bouncing in my booty shorts as I sashay out of there.

OceanofPDF.com

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Two


Mia
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Except my stepdad never texted me. And I have no idea if he has a proposal or a client tomorrow. 

That was all bullshit.

Mike Stokes is a real estate agent—and with a name like that, how could you fail as one? But the rest of it was nonsense. 

After leaving Georgia’s house, I stray to the street and go to my car.

I made sure to park down the block. 

Then I sit in the driver’s seat. 

I don’t start the car. I duck down, peering over the top of the steering wheel. 

Less than ten minutes later, I’m watching as Georgia’s profile shows up, prancing out of her house. A car rolls up, stops in the middle of the street, and Georgia gets in. Her voice carries down the street as she says hi to Joe, Akash, and whoever else is in there. 

The car zooms away, turning right at the next block. 

I wait another three minutes, tapping my fingers on the steering wheel. Hardly able to contain myself. 

Then I get out of the car.  

I beeline back toward the Roberts’ house. Feeling a bit skittish, I look both ways as I cross the street, even though it’s nighttime and there’s obviously no one out and about on this quiet block. 

I bite my lower lip, still a bit in shock about what I’m doing. About what I’ve been doing.

I get to the front door and raise my fist to lightly knock . . . then stop with my hand in midair. 

I almost forgot what I was told. 

Looking conspiratorially over my shoulders again, I sigh and veer to the left side of the house. I walk down the uneven stone pathway, come to a window, and lightly knock on it. 

The window opens, but it stays dark inside. 

Furrowing my brow, I sigh, stand on the trash can sitting underneath the window, and squeeze my way in. 

It’s not easy, getting in this way. First off, I’m not the skinniest girl, and I have to suck my tits in. There’s also the shoulders to worry about—

“There she is.”

The voice in the dark bedroom stops my thoughts cold. I’m still halfway in the window, my legs and ass dangling outside. 

I push in the rest of the way, yelping as my legs kick, and land two feet down on a table. Breathing heavily, I look up.

Garret Roberts is in his boxer briefs, which are skin-tight against his beautiful body. The bulge at the center of them is damaging to my wellbeing. It’s fucking sexy. 

His arms are crossed.

And here I am, squeezing through a window like a damn raccoon, on all fours on an empty table, staring over at him like he’s crazy.

“I still don’t get why I have to come in that way,” I say. 

“I like watching you work for it.”

His voice isn’t so nice and soft like it was out in the kitchen. No, it’s brooding—almost a growl. It’s thick and full, like his boxers, and his eyes are narrowed, taking in every inch of my heated body. 

My pulse quickens, my blood pumping fast through me. I move like I’m about to scoot off the table, but he holds up a finger.

I stop mid-movement. My legs are dangling over the edge of the table now, and it creaks under my weight. My feet are a foot off the ground.

“No, not yet,” he says. “You aren’t going anywhere, troublemaker.” 

I bite my lip. I love when he calls me that, because it makes me feel wild and free.

He wanders up to the table, and my eyes gaze down at his chest and ample bulge. He’s naked except for the underwear.

“You got undressed fast, Daddy,” I say, smiling mischievously at him. “All for me?”

“All for my good girl,” he says with a smile.

Then he reaches out, grabs me by the back of the neck, and slants his face toward me. Our foreheads touch. 

I trail a finger down his chest, ghosting over his thin chest hair. Smiling wickedly at him. “Hi,” I say.

I’ve been doing this with Garret Roberts for a couple weeks now. The first time it happened was pure, well, happenstance. Serendipity, I suppose. 

I had come looking for Georgia. But lo and behold, she wasn’t home. 

The reason I know he watches porn on his 70-inch screen and has a big dick to jerk off when he’s alone? Because I saw it that night. The whole thing. 

And he saw me, for the first time, it felt. He fucked me on that couch—the main reason why it’s my favorite place ever. It’s the first place that Georgia’s dad ever took me.

It’s been going on for a while, and I’m starting to feel guilty. I don’t know how to tell my best friend that I’ve been sleeping with her dad. It would break her. 

Garret, of course, doesn’t want me to say a thing. He already assured me that things are over between him and his wife. I think I even know more about their situation than Georgia does. 

On a quick gasp my lip are claimed by his, stealing my thoughts. The guilt melts away as his tongue sears me, parts my lips, and slips into my mouth. His left hand holds me firm at the nape of my neck, biting into my flesh. It draws a whimper out of me and goosebumps along my arms. 

His right hand, meanwhile, scuttles down between my legs.  

I part my thighs a bit. 

He works fast. His hand hooks into the waistband of my booty shorts and then vanishes lower. His white-hot touch scalds my skin as his fingers travel over my panties, sliding up my wet seam. 

I moan again, harder this time, in his mouth. 

He swallows up my sounds and ravishes my tongue and lips. Then he pulls back, peppers my cheek and neck with kisses.

When he gets to the soft part of my neck below my ear, I nearly cave. My eyelids flicker, pure ecstasy washing over me. It’s my weak point, and he knows it.

So he exploits it, over and over, while his fingers slide my panties aside and dip in my hot pussy. First one finger, then two, and then three. 

He moves faster, arm flexing as he plays with me, and I reach down and grab his forearm. I run my fingers over the veins there, tracing him, and say, “Faster, please. I’m begging you.”

His arm moves in a blur. His fingers dip and curve and swirl. He knows exactly what he’s doing, and he brings me to my first orgasm right there on the table under the window in his bedroom. Before I’ve even taken my clothes off. 

Then he goes on his knees and licks my pussy through the thin material of my clothes. The spot where he fingered me is already wet and stained darker than the rest of my pink booties. 

When he’s done laving me, the dark patch is nearly black. It’s spread down to my inner thighs, and I’m breathing heavily. 

Garret rises from his knees. His lips are glistening. He didn’t even touch my clit or my pussy lips with his tongue—only going through the clothes—yet I can’t stop quivering. The wait is torturous. 

“Your turn,” he says darkly. 

I nod, gulping hard. My eyes veer down to the tent in his boxers, huge and straining against the fabric as his length runs down the side of his thigh and up to his hip. 

I palm his cock through his underwear. He lets out a small grunt, and I smile. He grows bigger in my palm, and bigger, until it feels like he’s about to burst out of his boxers. They’re too tight, he’s too big, and he’s throbbing uncontrollably. 

He grabs the back of my neck again and I stiffen. He has complete control over me when he does that. 

His upper lip peels back in a snarl. “I can’t wait anymore, troublemaker.”

My brow jumps—

And he spins me around on the table before I can ask what he wants to do to me.

I let out a breathless gasp as he yanks my booty shorts down past the huge swell of my ass. I’m on my knees, butt resting on my heels. 

I look over my shoulder as he spanks me, jiggling my whole body. Yelping, I watch as Garret Roberts molds my huge ass cheeks to his hands and then dives in, motorboating my crack with his face. 

His head disappears, but I quickly feel his tongue probing my tight asshole a second later. It’s wet and glorious, flickering, teasing me.

“G-Garret!” I wail. I put my hands on the windowsill for leverage. 

He doesn’t respond. I forgot for a second that he doesn’t like when I call him his name—he likes titles. 

“Sir, please!” I cry, shaking my head. The way his tongue probes my pussy and then flickers up to my asshole has me coming undone at the seams. 

My fingers bite into the wall and the windowsill. My knuckles turn white. He’s going to make me cum without needing to even fuck me.

But then I look back when I hear the smack of flesh on flesh. As he lowers his boxers, his huge cock rockets up from his thigh and smacks against his belly before swaying in the air. It’s curved a bit—perfect to hit my G-spot—and beautiful. It’s just as corded with veins as the rest of his body, and I can’t take my eyes off it.

Garret strokes himself once, fisting his huge dick before sidling up behind me. 

“Lower yourself,” he orders.

I gasp. There’s at least a four foot drop from the table to the floor. “B-But, sir . . . I’ll fall back—”  

“Do you trust me, troublemaker?” 

I blink. Nod dumbly. “Y-Yes . . .”

“Then lower yourself.”

His words brook no argument this time. Slowly, I lower my ass over the edge of the table. My fingers start to lose purchase on the open windowsill, which I’m grappling for dear life.

When I feel the huge bell of his cockhead pushing against my pussy lips, my fingers lose all control and fall off the sill.

I gasp, swiping at air with my hands as I fall back—

Right into Garret Roberts’ arms, chest, and cock. 

His dick surges inside me as I drop back, and his hands expertly catch me by the bottoms of my thighs. My legs bend at the knees, and I stare at the wall, dumbfounded.

He hardly even grunts as his cock starts to move, punishing my insides from behind. My ass slides against his belly and pelvis, nearly engulfing his thinner, fit body. I can feel every perfect, bricklike muscle flexing and bulging as he slides me on his cock. 

Garret keeps me lifted by my thighs, hands embedding into my flesh. He bounces me on his huge cock and I reach back and grope blindly for his face or neck. 

It’s such a naughty pose, carry-fucking me from behind like I weigh nothing to him. Like I’m simply a young object used to please him. 

“Daddy, oh my God! Fuck!” I pant, and he picks up his speed and the world turns blurry from how fast he bounces me on his dick. 

I look down past my swinging tits and see his cock punching into me, nearly distending my stomach from its size. He’s a big, big man.

I start to come undone again, ready to unload my frustrations and cum for the second time in less than ten minutes. 

“Cum for me, babygirl,” he whispers in my ear, and it’s all the assistance I need to lose my mind. “Make those horny little boys you go to school with jealous. Make them wonder what your tight, perfect pussy feels like . . .”

“Oh God!” 

I don’t even know what he’s saying anymore. It doesn’t make sense, but nothing does these days.

I hold back, body sliding and squelching from my wetness every time he lifts me and lets me fall on his dick. He’s pumping his hips under me, throwing that cock deep inside my guts. 

“Tell me what you are,” he demands. 

I shake my head, trying to keep my lips closed. But it’s no use—the pure bliss I’m feeling has me ready to speak the gospel to this man if it means feeling this good. 

“Tell me what you are!” he orders again, voice a bark in my ear. 

Slap-slap—slap—

My ass smacking against his hips. 

My toes curl. I shake my head, tighten my useless hands into fists, and quiver on his cock as I lose my mind and cum.  

Then I yell it for him, loud and clear—so even his neighbors can hear if they’re listening, with the window open.

“I’m a whore for my best friend’s dad!”
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Chapter Three


Georgia
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I take a deep breath and knock on the front door.

I stand there, waiting, fidgeting in front of my stomach.

Doing this makes me feel sick sometimes. 

But it also makes me feel so good and naughty. I’m supposed to be a good girl. Bubbly, personable, the life of the party. 

So what am I doing here?

The door swings open.

Mike Stokes smiles down his nose at me. 

Mia’s stepdad is tall as hell. Much taller than my dad, with a rock-hard body, light skin, a buzzed head, and more muscles than I know what to do with. 

Before he was a real estate agent, I think he might have been a bodybuilder. He definitely hasn’t let himself go in his older age. 

Mr. Stokes takes my hand and pulls me into the house before I can even say a word. 

He gives me a sinister smile after closing the door behind me. The man has a mean streak. I’ve seen it firsthand. 

“Where’s Mia?” he asks first. 

My heart sinks. I was hoping he would say something about me, first, before getting into that. 

This is where the guilt comes in. The nausea I sometimes feel, knowing what I’m doing with Mia’s stepdad. 

“Funny,” I say, bobbing my eyebrows. “She said she was here, helping you prepare for a client tomorrow.”

His smile falters. “Did she now?”

I nod. “Had to cancel the plans we made for tonight.”

Mike snorts. “Don’t act so sanctimonious, little girl. You canceled your plans, too.”

My cheeks flush. I bite my lip and look down at my feet. “Yeah . . . but only after she did.”

“Right. So you planned on going to the movies with your little friends, then?”

“I mean . . .”

“Don’t lie to me, Georgia.”

I blink and snap my head up at him. “What is this?” I call out, close to tears. “What are we doing?”

“You know what we’re doing. Don’t act coy with me.” 

I do. Because I’m a bad person. And he’s ridiculously demanding and dominating and I secretly love everything about it. 

He still has his hand on mine. It’s squeezing tightly, and when I look down and see my blood circulation is turning my hand red, I say, “You’re hurting me.”

“You love it.”

God. Why does he have to be right about that, too?

I blink at him. Pout my full lips. 

He flares his nostrils. “Any idea where my stepdaughter actually went?”

I shake my head fervently, bobbing my blond curls on my shoulders. His eyes flash down and watch my huge tits swing side to side, too. 

The man is an absolute hound dog. But why am I always turned on by these kinds of guys? While his wife is away with her son up north, he’s out here with his stepdaughter’s best friend. 

At least my mom and dad are divorcing, so I can’t be too angry at my dad when he decides to go on dates and stuff. 

Mike is different. He gets off on the dirtiness on what we’re doing. The taboo aspect of it makes his cock twitch in his pants—I can see it now when I dip my eyes to avert locking with him. 

“Maybe she’s with Joe,” I murmur. 

He flares his nostrils again, snarling. “That twerp? No fucking way. No daughter of mine—”

I lift my free hand and flap it in the air. “Okay, okay! You’re right. Mia would never do that. She doesn’t like him. Not like that, I mean.”

He lets out a sniff and nods once. Then he brings me over to the couch, all but dragging me along behind him.

“Where are you taking me?” I ask, though it’s obvious. I think he likes it when I play dumb. 

“You’re the one who came to me, Georgia. I didn’t text you.”

Shame floods me. Is it wrong that I’m so turned on by this toxic man? Probably. 

He sets me on the couch, then stands over me. 

I crane my neck to look up at him. He’s staring down at me like I’m a meal, a hungry gaze in his dark eyes. 

His eyes remind me of Mia’s, even though they’re not related. 

Then his hands move down to his belt. The clack of metal rings out as he unbuckles. 

I swallow hard, still staring up at him. Not moving my eyes away from his hard, mean face. 

He zips his pants down. Tugs them slightly lower, lower, until they’re at his knees and I can see the prize—

And his cock jumps out. It’s huge and thick, with a head I can barely fit my mouth around. 

I gawk at it, burning pink, embarrassed by how suddenly he whipped it out and how aroused and wet it’s made me. 

Without saying a word, he steps closer. 

I bend my neck forward, tongue out, like I’m about to lick it—

But he pushes me back against the couch with his palm on my forehead. 

I let out a hiss, and he bends his knees and presses his cock against my belly. 

Letting out a gasp, I glance down at my chest—

Right as he spears his cock through the bottom of my cleavage, up through my strained crop-top and light belly-length sweater. 

My eyes widen as I watch his warm, thick cock push through my tits and poke out the top of my cleavage, lifting my shirt.

He hasn’t even kissed me or touched me, yet he’s somehow sandwiched his cock between my tits in one fluid maneuver. 

His hips start to move, palm still keeping my forehead pressed back.

I whimper as he gives himself a titfuck with my big breasts and his cockhead leaks precum, staining the top of my shirt dark. 

His hand suddenly rips away from my forehead and I push forward—

But he’s only freed himself so he can use both hands to yank my top and bra over my tits, bunching them near my face. 

I let out a choked sound—frustrated—as my massive young tits fall down out of my sweater and shirt. 

He rests my garments on the top of my breasts, baring me to him completely, and then squeezes them together like they’re putty made to be molded to his liking. 

“There we go,” he murmurs. “Never get tired of these huge fucking things. So warm.”

I swallow again. My body moves from his thrusts, and I keep watching his cockhead spill precum all over my tits like a volcano ready to explode. 

My hand slithers between my legs and I start playing with myself under my pants. I’m slick and wet, biting my lip as I curve two fingers into my pussy. 

“You love it when I fuck your soft tits like this, don’t you? Look how wet you are.”

I nod stupidly. “I . . . I do.”

“You do what?”

Another fast thrust sends his big cock rocketing up and smacking my chin. 

I give into the humiliation of it all—letting this man twice my age use my tits like I’m his own personal fleshlight. He has a mesmerizing rhythm to his movements. He’s completely in control—not like my buddy Joe who I drunkenly let feel me up one time and lost control within seconds. 

Mike Stokes knows how to pleasure himself, and he knows how to pleasure me . . . if he’d just give me the time. 

“I . . . I love when you fuck my big soft tits . . . master,” I say, bowing my head. 

He smiles cruelly, pulls his cock out of my cleavage, and hops onto the couch. 

With a gasp, I’m forced to scoot back. 

Mr. Roberts’ heavy balls slide over my forehead when he pushes forward, putting his hands down to frame my head on the seatback of the couch.

He angles himself, slapping his fat dick against my cheek, and chuckles.

I tilt my head back and let his balls fall into my mouth. 

He lowers his hips and I suck him, licking between the crease of his fat, cum-filled nutsack, and closing my eyes as I listen to his groans. 

My fingers move faster in my pussy, squelching with wetness now. 

He pulls back again after teabagging me for a minute, and then angles his dick against my lips.

I resist for a second . . . but not too long. I know he likes it when I play hard to get, but we all know how this is going to go. 

Mike’s cock pries my lips apart and sinks into my mouth. He’s huge and thick, nearly unhinging my jaw with the size of his bell-shaped cockhead. 

I struggle, letting out a gawk of resistance, eyes rolling as tears start to pour down my cheeks. His cock goes deeper, kissing the back of my throat, and I gag on his length. 

Then he starts moving. Pulling back to give me a split-second of breathing room, before dipping his hips and spearing his cock down my throat. 

He fucks my face hard, fast, and there’s nothing I can do to stop him. It’s hard to breathe, so I put my hands on his hips to get ready to tell him to let up.

Even when I tap fervently on his thigh, he doesn’t stop.

No, he grabs my head by both sides and face-fucks me faster, growling and using my mouth like a toy. 

I snort and froth, losing control, cumming from his disgusting treatment of me. Running mascara mixes with my tears, and I grow sweaty from how hard he’s pummeling my face, standing on the couch bare-assed so that anyone who walks in could see us.

I imagine Mia walking in right now, only to see her best friend getting skull-fucked on the couch by her lecherous stepdad. Not even able to see my face from the couch—only able to tell who I am by my thick thighs and my huge jiggling tits beneath Mike’s swinging ballsack. 

His nuts smack into the tops of my tits. I feel the darkness coming in around my eyes, starting to lose consciousness, and I writhe where I sit. 

Panic sets in—fight or flight—and I smack his hips over and over to get him to let up and give me some room to breathe. 

Finally, he gets the memo and pulls back out of his dazed reverie. His cock leaves my mouth with a pop and drool spills out the sides of my mouth, combining with the precum he’s stuffed in my maw. 

My eyes are red and puffy. My face is mucked up, runny, and I look like a mess. 

And to think, I could have been in the movie theaters right now, eating popcorn with my friends.

Instead, I cruised over to Mia’s stepdad’s house like a moth to flame, eager to get fucked and used by him. I’m his slave and he’s my master, and it’s the darkest, nastiest thing I’ve ever engaged in. 

Once I knew Mia hadn’t come home, because her car wasn’t here, the game was practically over. There was no stopping me from walking up to that door, only so Mike Stokes could ravage my tits and then slam-fuck my face like he owns me. 

Because he does own me. 

Outside of this house, I might be the nicest, sweetest girl at UCSD. But inside? Well, I’m just a dirty little whore who loves to let older men use and abuse every one of my holes. 
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Chapter Four


Georgia
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He’s not done with me after using my face. Not by a long shot. 

Say whatever you want about Mike Stokes and all his faults . . . but one thing he’s good at is making sure I get mine. 

Once he’s pleased with how fucked-up my young, pretty face looks, he hops off the couch and smiles at me. He wipes a finger over my tear-and-mascara-stained cheeks, smearing it all over me. 

I pout. “D-Do I look pretty, master?”

“The prettiest, little girl.” He waves me forward off the couch. “Come on.”

Slowly, he steps back.

I blink, biting my lip again. My jaw is sore, my throat hurts and will probably be bruised tomorrow. I can still feel where his fingers dug into my skull as he used my head like a toy.

Yet I obey him. Because I can’t not obey my master and do whatever he wants. It’s like I’m in a trance, and the only way to get out of it is to cum my brains out and lose complete control over my senses. 

When he backs up from the couch, still watching me, curving his hand at me, it gives me room to move.

I scoot forward and start to stand—

“No,” he says, clicking his tongue and wagging his finger. He points to the hardwood floor. 

Sighing, I go on my knees at the foot of the couch. 

Then I crawl to him like a good bitch. I wag my ass, because I know he loves it. I might not have as big of one as my bestie, but it’s definitely tight and bubbly. And I more than make up for it with my oversized tits swaying in the air, hanging down while I crawl toward Mike. 

He stops near the hallway, blocking the path to his bedroom. 

I stop too, and prop up on my knees like a dog. I rest my hands in my lap and stare up at him. “What next, sir?”

He walks around me, pushes me forward, and I’m back on my hands and knees again. Positioned like a prize for him to survey, grade, and fuck. 

He yanks my pants to my knees, baring my ass, and pushes down on my back.

Grunting, I go onto my belly. His knee is on top of me like he’s a fucking cop, and I squirm and struggle reflexively. 

He laughs at the way I move, trying to get out from under him. There’s no way—not from the leverage he has, and the way his knee is pressed into my spine.

I leave my sopping wetness staining a small puddle on the floor. 

He wrangles my arms behind my back like he’s going to cuff me.

Then I hear the clank of his belt buckle again, and I realize that’s exactly what he’s doing. 

Squirming to make it hard for him, he ties my wrists together with the belt. He makes it tighter than is comfortable, and then I’m strung up like a stuck pig. 

Without my hands, I can hardly get back up to my knees . . . so he helps me. 

He crouches behind me, pulls me up by my stomach, and then grabs the belt to lead me around like a dog. 

Seconds later, I feel the hot press of his thick cock against my seam. It spreads my pussy lips and my mouth falls open. My tongue falls out as he sinks deep, deep into my pussy, and I shake my ass to help him get further inside me, like a corkscrew. 

“Such a tight fucking cunt,” he whispers. 

He pulls back on the belt and I wince from pain as my arms jar in a painful angle. My shoulders hurt every time he does that—but the pain quickly melds with the pleasure of his fat dick buried inside me.

Mike hilts himself to his balls, and it isn’t until he’s firmly lodged deep inside my aching pussy that he taps on the belt like it’s a horse’s bridle. 

“Go, girl,” he orders.

Nodding, I groan as I move forward on my knees—slowly, agonizingly pulling myself off his cock.

But he keeps pace with me, shuffling forward, making sure his cock stayed wedged inside my tight pussy as I inch forward down the hallway.

It’s so naughty I could die. I’m leaving a snail-trail of pussy juices and precum behind me, and he’s not giving me any quarter. Mike just keeps leading me forward, guiding me by the belt wrapped around my wrists. 

He moves closer, slamming his cock inside me. No longer lingering—now an active participant in our debauchery. 

This light BDSM is exactly what I need to get the weekend started. If I had it my way, I would be tied up at the foot of Mike Stokes’ bed all weekend long, and give myself over to the intense orgasms he always administers to me. 

I’m a stupid silly slut for this man, no matter how badly he treats me. In fact, that’s what makes it half the fun. If he was a nice man, I would never be able to take him seriously.

But no, Mike Stokes is mean. He’s twisted, and anyone would be able to tell if they walked in and saw him dragging me forward through the hallway on a leash, doggystyle-fucking me from behind as I moved. 

I start to shuffle on my knees faster, aiming for the open doorway of his bedroom.

He slams inside me again, keeping pace, and it creates a human-caterpillar effect I can’t resist, every time his dick surges inside me. 

I pull myself off him again—

And make it less than a foot before he’s there, slamming my insides. 

My tits jump forward, almost swinging up and smacking me in the chin. I moan and slither forward, starting to lose feeling in my knees and lower half. 

It’s so humiliating, moving at a slug’s pace like this. Yet I keep trudging forward, because I refuse to give up and let him win! 

His cock swirls inside me, stretching my insides as he moves and hits every tender spot of my pussy. A sudden orgasm sparks inside me like a firework, and I yelp when I cum.

That’s the second time, but they’ve both been small. My legs writhe and jiggle for a second as he keeps his cock lodged in my cunt, and then I move forward again once I have my bearings. 

My vision is twisted, blurry. I get to the door of his room and then start moving for the bed . . .

But he doesn’t let up. He doesn’t let me get there. He wants to watch me lose—watch me suffer as I’m trying my hardest to please him and get there. 

A man like Mike Stokes gets off on corrupting and tainting innocent little girls like me. Before him, I had never thought of doing something like this. Heck, I’d still never think of doing something so naughty and depraved!

But why does it have to feel so good? Why can’t I get over this man twice my age and break it off?

Before I can answer my own question, my tits are on the floor again as Mike pushes my down into the rug at the foot of his door. I’m on my belly, breasts spooled out to my sides, but he doesn’t put his knee on my spine this time.

He doesn’t have to. With his cock wedged deep inside my pussy, hilted, he can practically control me with it.

His hips start to move with mad abandon. My body smacks into the floor, knees bumping the hardwood through the rug. 

I yell and cry out. My arms jerk and try to break out of the leash he’s holding me by, but I can’t do it. It’s too tight and he’s too strong.

Mike puts his weight on me. His thighs dig into the backs of my knees and thighs. His hips smack into my bubblebutt with every downward thrust of his hips.

He’s given up leading me to the promised land. Instead, he’s decided to make this the promised land—wherever I am, wherever he is. 

His hands move from the belt and go on my shoulders. He holds me still as he bucks and thrusts, curving his cock deep inside my pussy until it feels like he’s going to punch my freaking cervix.

Except he never does. He has measured strokes, even if it feels frenzied to me. He slows down, speeds up, and keeps pace with my jiggling body. 

I might be his toy, but he’s not trying to break me in a single night. That’s the long game, I think.

As I start to wiggle and lose my mind underneath him, he breathes in my ear, “That’s a good fucking girl. Aren’t you just the best little slut on the planet, Georgia? Aren’t you the tightest little pussy in San Diego?”

I nod dumbly, bobbing my head. “Y-Yes!” I cry out. “My tight little pussy is all for you, master! Please, take it, own it, fill it!”

I can hear his smile in my ear.

Then he nibbles on the lobe, and I lose my shit. My whole body convulses and I let out an ugly guttural sound as I cum with a massive orgasm this time.

“That’s it, girl, cum all over your master’s thick cock!” he growls, continuing to push and press into me.

His dick throbs, pulses, and it’s almost too much.

I’m going to pass out! 

“Just as you wish, baby,” he says, and then hilts himself to the base one last time. “I’m going to breed you until you can’t walk right.”

I feel his cockhead bulge to an enormous size, and then my mind splits in two as scalding ropes of cum fill my insides, pouring deep into my womb. Filling me to the brim.

When he pulls out, wind drifts across my gaping hole, and then a flood of cum drips out of me and trickles onto the floor with little thuds. 

I’m completely undone, still writhing and trying to make sense of it all. 

That final climax was the one that made me dumb and stupid. It’s the one that isn’t going to let me walk out of here upright. 

Except Mike doesn’t stop there. 

He pulls me up by the belt-leash, drags me across the room, and then bends me over the bed. 

At least it’s softer here.

“N-No more . . .” I groan, head to the side. “Please, master, I’m so full!”

He pats my ass, guiding himself again. “Not nearly full enough, my little princess. You want to make your daddy proud and happy, don’t you?”

I nod, still feeling like a dumbass. Like a total used-up whore. I’m not sure how much more I can cum without it starting to feel painful. My whole body is on fire, pins-and-needles as I start to recover from the last orgasm.

I whimper, “Y-Yes, master.”

He puts a hand on my neck, shoving my face into the bed. Then he whispers in my ear, “Then shut the fuck up and take this dick like a good girl.”
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Chapter Five


Mia
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After Garret Roberts is done fucking me into oblivion in his bedroom, he makes me dinner. Just like he offered before Georgia and I set off in our separate directions.

I wonder how that Marvel movie is. Or if she ditched the movie idea to go drink with Joe and Akash and get a bit tipsy. Georgia has never been a big drinker—she’s too much of a good girl for that—but I think I’ve corrupted her a bit. 

Garret makes a mean fettuccine alfredo. It’s one of those things that makes him so dreamy: he knows how to fuck like a demon, and then provide aftercare like an angel.

I mean, an eligible bachelor who knows how to cook like this? Fuck. How can a girl get so lucky?

He watches me shovel pasta into my mouth from the other side of the table, smiling.

I look up, mouth full, and blink. “Fhwat?” I say around the mouthful.

He chuckles. “You’re a little goblin, aren’t you?”

I scowl, but it only makes him laugh deeper. 

“You eat like it’s the last meal you’ll ever have,” he says, arms crossing over his bare chest. 

We’re both naked at the table, and that only makes it hotter. I sort of want to hop over this table and ride his cock again, but I’m spent. 

“If you didn’t fuck me so good and thoroughly,” I say after finishing my bite, “then maybe I wouldn’t have to eat so much afterward.”

“Ah. It’s a calorie thing, then?”

I smile at him. “Just take the compliment, douche.”

His head reels back. “Excuse me, young lady?”

I bat my eyelashes at him with a sarcastic, wry grin. “Sorry, Daddy. Thank you for the meal, I mean.”

He grunts, nodding once. “That’s better.”

We have an easy, friendly relationship with each other when Georgia isn’t around. And luckily, Garret’s ex hasn’t shown up after work and caught us or anything yet. 

Yes, we have to sneak around, but I’m hoping it won’t be like this forever. 

To that end, my eyebrows arch as I poke around with my food, and repeat my thoughts to him. “We can’t hide this forever from her, you know.”

“Who, Crystal?” 

I shake my head. “Georgia.”

“Oh.” He rubs the back of his neck, looking awkward and uncomfortable for the first time.  

I feel guilty immediately. “Sorry. We don’t have to talk about it.” Then I shovel more yummy food into my greedy gullet.

“No, it’s fine. You’re right. Probably.”

“Probably?”

“Well . . . I don’t see anything wrong with what we’re doing,” he says.

“Other than our age difference?” I say with a scoff. “It’s the fact you’re my best friend’s dad, Garret.”

“Hey.” His voice is stern. “I know what I am. But I don’t need you calling me ‘Garret’ like I’m your coworker or peer, got it?”

I sigh and nod. “Fine. Sorry, I forgot how much you hate it when I call you that . . .”

He leans forward, obviously able to tell that I have more to say.

“. . . because you’re embarrassed about what we do.”

He stands from the table, slapping it. “I’m not. I just know it will hurt Georgia’s little heart.” 

“Her huge heart, you mean.” 

“Yes. Exactly.”

“It’ll hurt more if we’re caught by her one of these nights. It’s scandalous, you know.” My eyes zero in on his swinging cock as he paces around, and I have to smile. It’s huge, even soft, and smacks against his thighs so lovingly. I want to be between them again. 

But no, it’s getting late. Georgia or Crystal might be back soon, and I know when to press my luck and when not to. This is one of the latter times. 

I finish my food quickly and stand. “Just think about it.”

“What, telling her?” 

I nod. 

“And then telling my ex, who I’m currently in divorce proceedings with, and giving her more ammunition against me?”

I bite my lip. Shit. Forgot about that one. “Okay. You’re right. Then let’s just keep this roleplay going until we’re caught.”

“We’ll talk more about this, Mia. But now isn’t the time. One or both of the girls are due to come home any minute, so you should get going.”

And that is why I want to tell Georgia. Because I don’t like skulking out of here like I’m a mistake. I want Garret Roberts to love me and want me, and it just feels a bit . . . transactional right now.

But it is the best fucking transaction of my life.

So maybe he’s right. Maybe I’m being too serious and need to lighten up, and just let this thing run its course.

Because God knows I never want it to end. 

* * *
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I GET HOME LATE. MY keys jangle as I open the front door. 

Inside, my nose wrinkles. It smells stuffy and weird in here—even in the spacious living room. 

My stepdad makes good money as a real estate agent. Our house is big. 

But why does it feel so crowded all of a sudden? That’s weird.

Not thinking anything of it, I cross through the living room, and see the study is open, with light pouring out of the room into the hall.

Mike must have left the light on before heading up for bed.

I move toward it to turn off the light—

And gasp, freezing still at the open door with my hand jumping to my heart. “Jesus! You scared me.”

My stepdad is sitting on the armchair in the corner of the room, surrounded by bookshelves and the old musty smell of books. One of his legs is draped over his knee, and he’s absentmindedly kicking it. 

“You’re late,” he says, his voice low and ominous.

Half his face is hidden from the light, by the angle he’s sitting. 

“Late?” I say, blinking. “Or right on time?”

He closes the book on his lap, and puts it on the table next to the chair. Then he puts his hands in his lap. “What did you do tonight?”

Why does it sound like an accusation?

My eyes dart away. I don’t like lying—probably why I’m having existential problems with Garret Roberts. 

“I, uh, went to the movies with Georgia,” I say, feeling guilty. 

“Oh? What did you see?”

“The new Marvel movie.”

“What was it called?”

My eyebrows furrow, and my lips purse. He hasn’t moved his eyes from me. His head tilts slightly, amusement playing in his eyes.

That’s what this is, I think. He’s playing with me. He knows I’m lying.

“Um . . . the . . . Marvelous Marvels?” I blurt out. 

How the fuck should I know what the movie I didn’t go see is called?

His lips quirk in a devious smirk. “Nice try.” 

My heart pounds in my chest. Could he possibly know what I was doing? No, right? There’s no way.

He’s too calm for this. And too domineering. 

When he sighs and lets his leg fall from his knee, I can’t resist stepping into the room. 

Then he spreads his legs apart, showing me the bulge protruding between his thighs, and starts rustling with his belt buckle. 

“Well, come on then. You know I don’t like liars, Mia. Time to work off your punishment.” 

I bow my head, hands clasped in front of me, and give him a small nod. “Y-Yes . . . Daddy.”

Then I creep forward, go on my knees, and slide between his parted legs. 

Waiting for my stepdad to hoist his fat cock out and slap it against my face, and force it into my holes. 

Because, the thing is, my stepdad is also my daddy.

~
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To Be Continued! 
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Chapter One


Mia
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My stepdad, Mike Stokes, holds my head steady as he pushes his cock into my mouth. The huge ridge of his dick forces my lips apart and I mewl, trying to resist as long as I can.

It’s not that I don’t want my stepdaddy’s cock. I do. It’s gorgeous, thick, and lovely. But I’m supposed to be getting punished for what I did earlier tonight, and I want to put up a fight. 

Also, I’m feeling a bit oversexed. My bestie’s dad, Garret Roberts, did a number on me tonight already. After hanging out with Georgia all day and getting ready for the movies, I made a surprise exit by telling her I had to meet up with my stepdad to help him with work, and called off the movies.

That was a lie, which I don’t feel good about. Instead, I waited in my car until Georgia left the house, and then I climbed through a freaking window to get back into the house . . .

Where Georgia’s dad was waiting for me in the dark. I’m not even sure why I had to do all that—couldn’t I have just walked through the front door? 

I suppose Garret worried that neighbors, or his ex who he’s divorcing, might see me, and Georgia would find out what we’ve been doing.

So I guess we’re both feeling guilty. 

After grabbing me from the table I landed on through the window, planting me on his huge cock, and carry-fucking me through the house while I bounced and jiggled on him, Garret sent me on my merry way. 

Now I’m back home, late at night after getting pounded for the past two hours. Stepdaddy Mike doesn’t know that, though, and he’s ready to use me for his own benefit. 

I’m just a toy for these older men, and I love every second of it. It makes me feel powerful.

My stepdad caught me lying about going to the movies, and I refuse to tell him where I actually was. If he knew I was getting it on with a man twice my age—my best friend’s dad, no less—he is the kind of guy who will throw fists. Not fists at me, of course, but at Garret. And I don’t want that.

So, I open my maw. I let his cock sink into my mouth, prying my jaw apart. I feel it kiss the back of my throat and I gag. 

“You’re such a bad, naughty girl,” Mike growls down at me. I’m on my knees, hands placed in my lap because he doesn’t want me to use them.

He pumps his hips, once, jerking his cock deeper down my throat.

I choke. Tears fall down my eyes, unintentionally. He’s too big to fit in my mouth, but I’m doing my best.

He holds my head in the immobile position he always does when he’s disciplining me. Hands cupped around my ears, like I’m nothing more than a fleshlight for him. An object for him to abuse, fuck, and discard until he’s ready to empty his cum inside me next time.

With Garret Roberts and my stepdad in my life, I go through a lot of Plan B. They can’t keep their hands off my body and curves, my big fat ass and pert, handful tits. 

While Mike fucks my throat in the living room, I start to wonder how Georgia is doing. Wonder if she actually ended up going to the movies, or if she’s fooling around with our friends Joe, Akash, and the others. I don’t think she’s ever hooked up with them, but what do I know? She’s horny, just like me, and twenty-two, also just like me. George has giant tits and a body I envy—though she says the same thing about mine. 

I’m a little weirded out that she used to have a huge crush on my brother, who is currently upstate getting settled at Berkley. 

I can’t lie and say I’ve never thought about how those massive pillows she calls tits would feel in my hands, cupping and molding them and—

Fuck! My mind screams, as my stepdad pumps extra hard and clogs my airway with his thick dick.

My thoughts cut out, abruptly, and the world blurs around me as he picks up his speed, snarling and screwing my face harder than ever. 

I’m getting dizzy. And wet. 

I start fingering myself, sliding my palm down to my pants and under them. 

If Mike won’t let me put my hands on his cock while he’s face-fucking me, then I’ll just have to put them on my wet pussy. It’s still tender from Garret fucking me earlier, but the zing of adrenaline and bliss comes roaring back to life once I dip two fingers inside myself.

“You can’t keep lying to me and think you’re going to get away with it, Mia,” my stepdad lectures. His cock pulls out a few inches, glistening with my saliva, and then he rams it back in. 

My head jolts back.

It’s only then, once it flattens my tongue and goes over my tastebuds, that a strange taste drips to the back of my throat. 

Pussy. 

Someone else’s pussy. 

My eyes widen. Mike thinks I’m wide-eyed because of the size of his dick gauging out my throat, and he’s partly right.

But it’s also because I know he’s been with another woman tonight. 

No fucking way!

I pull my head back forcefully.

He lets my ears go, thankfully, and stares down at me with a severe brow arch. “Who said you were free to go?”

“I taste pussy on your cock, sir.”

He frowns. Folds his arms over his chest. His dick is hard as diamonds, throbbing inches from my face. 

Then he sighs and says, “Don’t worry about what I do in my free time.”

“Oh!” I say, offended. “So you’re allowed to punish me for lying to you, but you can get away with doing the same damn thing?”

“Yeah. I’m your stepdad. You’re my toy.”

My face pinches with anger. Mike Stokes can be a real asshole sometimes. If his dick wasn’t so amazing, and he wasn’t so good with it, I wouldn’t let him treat me like this . . . even if I secretly love it.  

He smiles down at me. “I love seeing your face get all red and cutesy from having my thick cock shoved inside it.”

“It’s red and cutesy because I’m pissed. That’s not fair.”

He scoffs. “Life isn’t fair. Now then . . .” As he trails off, he steps forward, and I try to back up but the back of my head smacks the wall and I wince. 

His balls fall over my face. He pushes them against my nose, forehead, and mouth, spooling his big cum-filled nutsack all over me. “Go on, Mia. Lick my fucking nuts before I gape your tight pussy.”

Is that a threat or a promise? I wonder.

My face pinches from the smell and lewdness of his balls draped on my face. His cock is swaying in the air over my forehead, and he doesn’t have a care in the world for how I feel—how I’m hemmed in against the wall, stuffy, claustrophobia setting in.

Begrudgingly, I open my mouth. My tongue flicks out and licks the crease of his sack, and he groans. 

He teabags me, dipping lower, until one of his balls plops into my mouth. I suck on him and pull back, yanking his testicle, and then move onto the next one.

He slaps his cock down on my face. It’s heavy and makes an audible thud as it makes me cross-eyed from trying to stare up at it. 

“Good girl,” he says, and reaches down. “That’s one way to make up for being so bad.”

Mike unceremoniously lifts me by my arms. My knees wobble and my hand comes spurting out of my pussy, fluids dripping after me. 

I stare up at him. He’s huge, muscled, with a buzzed head. He looks like he’s ex-Marines, and I bite my lip as I stare at his rugged, handsome face. “W-What are you going to do to me now, stepdaddy?”

His upper lip peels back in a snarl and he flips me around, so my hands and head are facing the wall.

He pushes me forward and I yelp, throwing my palms against the wall. 

Then he rips my pants down to my knees. My huge ass billows out, bouncing to firmness, and he spanks me. It rings out in the night, echoing through the house. 

“You know exactly what I’m going to do to you, little slut,” he says. “I’m going to slam my cock in your tight pussy and make you cum until you can’t think right. Then I’m sending you to bed.”

Ha! As if he has that kind of power over—

His burly arms wrap around my middle, under my arms, and flatten my chest, and my thoughts cut out. 

Then he lifts me up off the ground. My feet dangle, my toes curl, and my legs kick. “What the hell!” I squeal.

He lines his cock up with his free hand—using just a single arm to keep me lifted—and then curves his dick into my pussy. 

I moan as he pushes in, sliding against the slickness left there from Garret Roberts and my own fingerbanging. 

His thick dick spreads my pussy wide, and he hasn’t even given me a good position to get comfortable. I’m just hanging off his body like a front-facing backpack, and he starts moving. Slamming into me, broad hips smacking my plush ass and jiggling my whole body. 

He holds me up like I’m a doll, hugging me from behind. My legs swing and kick as he fucks me, my feet more than a foot off the ground. 

With my legs straight down, I create a bit of pressure on his dick, giving him the tightness that he craves. But when I bend my knees and lift my legs to widen up—so his cock doesn’t hurt when he pummels into me—he makes a sound in his throat. 

“The hell?” he says. “You aren’t as tight as you were last week.”

Alarm runs through me, clawing up my spine. It’s a good thing I’m facing away from him, because it probably shows on my face when my eyes bulge. 

“What do you m-mean?” I ask.

He might not think I’m as tight as last week, but that isn’t stopping him from fucking me in the air like I’m his sex doll. Our size difference is stark and startling when I’m in this position. 

“Who’s been fucking you?” he growls in my ear. 

Shit, shit, shit. You mean Garret Roberts—Georgia’s dad? That suave, French motherfucker with the massive bitch-breaking cock who was carry-fucking me through his house earlier tonight, not in a dissimilar way to this? You mean him?

“No one!” I scream. 

He grunts. Bucks his hips, fucking me. I’m so drenched and full I feel like I’m going to cum any moment. And the way he uses me only makes the desire to explode that much worse. 

I’m not sure if he believes me, so I dig the lie deeper. 

“I’ve been, uh . . . playing with myself a lot lately. Maybe that’s it?”

I hear him smiling behind me, lips curving. “Oh, you little slut. Been having fun with yourself a bit too much?”

I nod diligently, like a good little whore. 

“Well, that’s off-limits from now on.”

“What?!”

He nods. “This time next week, I want you tight as a round peg in a square hole. Got it?”

I don’t know what the fuck he’s talking about, but I get the gist of it. I nod again, biting my lip. His cock is torturing me, slamming up into me and ruining my insides. 

He’s too damn thick! How can he just carry on a conversation when he has me like this? My brain is shutting down!

Mike turns me into a mindless mess over the next five minutes. He grunts and rages and calls me a bad, naughty girl as he punishes my pussy, filling it with his thick slab of cockmeat. 

Before he can pull out, my pussy clamps down on his cock as I give my pelvic floor a push.

He growls, “That’s more like it!”

And I cum, for the billionth time today, it feels. I’m boneless, spent, and breathing heavily in his arms once I’m done shaking and wailing. 

My head droops forward. 

He fucks my body some more, refusing to let me down. My legs are starting to get tingly. 

Then he throbs, my eyes widen, and he shoots ropes of hot cum inside me. He doesn’t bother pulling out, because he doesn’t care if he gets me pregnant. In fact, sometimes I think my stepdad is just trying to breed me, from how hard he fucks me.

I feel him painting my insides, and moan as I cum for a second time in as many minutes. We climax together, and his voice is gravelly and thick in my ear.

“Take my fucking cum, honey,” he says.

“Yes! Give it to your bad little girl, stepdaddy!”

Then he pulls out. Finally. 

My body twitches when he sets me down. My legs are shaking and my feet hardly keep me up. 

My stepdad’s cum drips out of me in rivulets, so freaking much of it I have to look down to make sure everything is all right. 

He pats my shoulder. The fight is out of him, and his mean voice lowers to something a bit nicer. “I’ll make it up to you tomorrow, Mia.”

Make what up? All you’re going to do tomorrow is fuck me silly again until you send me on my way to school, aren’t you?

It’s what I’m used to.

I crane my neck and look down between my dripping legs again, and let out a long, shaky sigh.

Yeah, it’s definitely going to be another Plan B kind of night.
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Chapter Two


Mike
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Mia doesn’t know I’ve been fucking her best friend. I can’t feel too bad for my poor stepdaughter, though, because what the hell has she been getting up to? It pisses me off that she thinks she can gallivant around town, doing whatever she pleases, while living under my roof.

I might be a jealous man, but I’m also an obsessive one. And these two younger women are everything I need. With their tight pussies, their enviable bodies, their stupidly attractive faces that pinch and twist just right when I’m fucking them . . . is there anything better in life?

Not for me. 

At the same time, I feel bad after pressing Mia so hard. I don’t feel bad for fucking her so hard, because I know the little brat likes it. But when I try to look at things from her perspective, I find a bit more understanding. 

She’s only twenty-two. She goes to college and hasn’t had a real job, and she still needs to contend every week with boys hitting on her, social life, and all the things that come along with being that age. 

I remember when I was twenty-two, and what life was life. It might have been twenty years ago now, but it’s crazy out there for a single, pretty girl like her. I’ve always been in good shape, and handsome, and hung, so I did well with the ladies, even then. 

But I’m not going to fool myself and think I come even a tenth as close to the amount of dick that Mia and Georgia probably have tossed at them daily. The fact my stepdaughter comes home every night and lets me fill her beautiful little pussy is a blessing in and of itself. She could be getting gangbanged by fratboys and losers. 

Luckily, Mia knows her place. She knows where she wants to be: on her knees, in front of me, slurping on my cock until she can’t take it anymore and has to bounce on my lap. 

At heart, she’s a good girl. As much as I call her bad and a slut, I’m only joking—it’s my attitude in the heat of the moment, and I know it makes her wetter than a waterfall. So why stop if it’s still working?

I was serious when I told her I’m going to make it up to her tomorrow, though. I have a day planned, since it’s the weekend and we’re alone. 

I don’t plan on us being along tomorrow. My idea is kinky and probably horrible, but I can’t stop thinking about it as I take a shower and wash off both Georgia and Mia’s pussies from my body. 

I fall into a heavy sleep—well-sexed and satiated—and wake up feeling rested and ready to take on the day. 

In my boxers, I stomp over to Mia’s room and open the door.

She’s squirming under the covers, and her head whips over at me taking up the whole frame of the doorway.

I cross my arms and narrow my eyes on her. “What are you doing under those covers, little girl?”

She blinks. Caught red-handed.

This horny little minx just can’t get enough, can she? It’s not even nine AM and she’s fingerblasting herself relentlessly. 

I have to do something about this. What, is my cock not good enough for her? Is she that wound up, that even after a torrid night like last night, she has to have some kind of added arousal next morning?

I guess I can’t talk, since I usually stroke my morning wood to completion. Today is different, though, because I have plans. We have plans.

“What did I tell you last night, Mia?” I say sternly. 

She bites her lip, cheeks flushing. Keeping her hands under the covers, probably because she doesn’t want me to see her glistening knuckles. “Not to touch myself this week.”

I nod. “And what are you doing?”

“. . . Touching myself.”

I let out a hum. “What are you thinking about?”

“You.”

I nod again. I’m not sure if she’s lying, but I’ll let it slide. It’s a satisfactory answer. I say, “I have the day off, so I’m taking you to brunch.”

Her eyebrows jump. “Really?”

This is rare for us, so it’s no wonder she’s surprised. 

“Yes.”

“Is this what you meant when you said you’ll ‘make it up to me’ tomorrow?”

I shrug. “It’s part of it.”

“What’s the other part?” 

“I’m going to help your little problem there.” I nudge my chin toward her bent knees, under the covers. 

She pouts. “What . . . what does that mean?”

I lift my left hand out from behind me, which I’d been nonchalantly hiding the whole time we’ve been talking. 

In my palm is a small vibrator, which I shake in the air for her. “You’re going to put this in you before we go out.”

Her mouth pops open. “Is that . . . what I think it is?”

I nod with a grunt. “It is.”

“Stepdaddy!” she squeals, sitting up straighter in bed. “That’s only going to make my little predicament worse! You plan on taking me out in public and having me wear a vibrator that you can control?”

“Yes. That’s what we’re doing. Isn’t it kinky?”

“Incredibly. But, um, couldn’t you just bring that fat dick over here and fuck the shit out of me?” 

God, how I want to. When she talks like that, my cock twitches in my boxers, and the bulge is big enough that there’s no way she doesn’t see it.

In fact, Mia gives me a mischievous little smirk.

Perfect smirk to get her face-hole stuffed. 

I blink the urge away and shake my head adamantly. “No. This will be more fun.”

“For you maybe!” she shouts. 

“What have I told you about raising your voice at me, young lady?”

With a bashful gulp, she bows her head. “I-I’m sorry, stepdaddy. I just . . . I’m worried I won’t be able to cum.”

I let out a snort of a laugh, then toss the little box across the room, onto her bed. “Of, you’ll get off, Mia. I promise. I won’t let you down.”

She bites her plump lower lip, and says, “. . . Where are we eating?”

“The French Gourmet.” 

She blinks. “That place is tiny! Everyone’s going to know what you’re doing to me.”

“Not if you’re good at keeping a secret.”

“You know I’m not!”

“Yeah, which is why this is perfect. It’ll keep you from lying.”

She crosses her little arms over her little chest. “That’s not fair, sir. This sounds like more of a punishment than whatever forgiveness you were going to give me.” 

I shrug. “Maybe it’s a little bit of both.” Then I turn around to leave the room. “Better hurry up, girl. Our reservations are in half an hour.”

* * *
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THERE’S ONE MORE PART of my plan to set into motion, and it’s the raunchiest of all. I’m a bit sadistic to even think about it, but boy will it be fun.

When we drive over to the fancy French Gourmet for brunch, our waiter takes us from the door to the main eating area. 

It’s a circular eating lounge where all the tables are close by. The bathrooms are down the hall on the other side of the restaurant, near the front desk where they have catering and pastries to sell. 

This place is excellent, but I didn’t come for the food.

I glance over my shoulder at Mia, who is wearing a spicy skirt that ends halfway to her knees, and a top that ends halfway down her stomach. 

Good. Slutty. Easy access.

I look at her to see if she notices who is sitting at our table, but Mia can’t see around my broad body until we’re already there.

When I step aside with a smug smile, and pull Mia’s chair out for her, my stepdaughter’s eyes bulge. 

Georgia Roberts is sitting across from her at the booth, with a shy expression on her face. Her massive chest is practically resting on the table, straining the fabric of her top, and testing the buttons to their limits. Her blonde hair is in pigtails, just how I like it. Great handholds when she’s blowing me. 

My eyes rove from the shocked look on Mia’s face, over to the timid expression on Georgia’s. 

“George, what are you doing here?” Mia asks, her voice lilting as she uses her boyish nickname for her best friend. 

They’re adorable when they’re together. I love to see it, and it’s part of the reason I brought them both here. 

Of course, I have more diabolical plans in motion. 

I like to live life on the edge, you see. Even if neither of these girls knows it yet.

“Mike invited me,” Georgia says bashfully, giving her best friend a small smile. 

Mia sits down on the chair I offer, and while I’m behind her I whip my phone out of my pocket and type a quick text message.

Did you do what I asked before coming here?

Then I take a seat on the outside of the table, so I’m facing the rest of the patrons. Luckily for these two, it’s a slow afternoon at the French Gourmet, which means they won’t have too much to hide. 

I plan to make it an eventful afternoon, regardless. 

My phone buzzes and I keep it under the edge of the table to check it out. 

Yes, master. Georgia’s response. 

A smirk curves my lips. 

Mia’s head shoots over to me. “You . . . invited my best friend to brunch with us?”

I nod encouragingly, steepling my hands in front of me on the table. “Since you two didn’t get to go to the movies together last night.” I tip my chin toward Georgia. “You went, right?” I look over at Mia. “But you were busy helping me. Thanks for giving me your bestie for a couple hours, Georgia.”

The blonde bows her head submissively. “You’re welcome, ma—sir. Um, Mike.”

I smile at them. 

Mia looks suspicious.

“How was the movie?” I ask Georgia.

Her face blushes a bit. “Oh, it was, um, okay.” 

The busboy comes and drops us off waters for us, giving the two girls a moment of respite and to gather their thoughts.

Of course, I know both of them are lying. Georgia, because I was busy pounding her pussy for two hours while she was at the “movies,” and then Mia, because she told me she didn’t go, and then I railed her for the last hour of the night.  

Two little liars, little schemers, in my midst. What to do with them? 

I glance around the restaurant and see four of the ten tables are taken, and no one is within ear shot. 

A shame.

Because I know exactly what to do with them.

I reach into my pants pocket, palm my phone, and glance at it as the two off them start talking in hushed tones.

Then I press a button on the phone.

And Mia jerks. Her knee hits the table. 

Georgia screws up her eyes. “You okay, Em?”

Mia swallows hard and nods diligently, but manages not to shoot me a glare. I know her pussy just jolted with vibrations when she least expected it, and it totally screwed up her train of thought.

“Y-Yeah, I’m good. I think I just got bit by a bug,” she says, and then looks under the table.

“Oh. Okay.” Georgia doesn’t know what to do with that, so she continues talking about whatever mundane shit she was talking about, rolling her wrist as she speaks. 

So I press the button again.

Except this time Georgia clenches. Her leg kicks out and hits me in the shin, and I grunt and chuckle. 

Mia is looking down at her napkin, still trying to get over the wave of pleasure I just forced upon her while talking to her best friend. She didn’t see Georgia’s reaction to the jolt she got—I made sure to give one of those little magical vibrators to her before she went home last night, and ordered her to put it in today before going to lunch.

Georgia had no idea I would be showing up with Mia, so she looks a bit slutty. 

These girls can’t go their whole lives keeping secrets from each other. I’m trying to teach them that, in my own sinister, lustful way. 

It won’t be long until they recognize the pinched face, the blushing cheeks, and squeezed thighs and knees, of the other. 

I still don’t know what my stepdaughter was up to last night in the time frame she was supposed to be in the movies. But I’ll find out. And until then, I’ll play this little game of torture between her and Georgia, and see who breaks first. 

A smile cracks my face as the waiter walks over and says, “Bonjour, friends. Are you three ready to order?”

I clap my hands together, eyeing both girls, who are looking exceptionally shy and awkward at the moment.

“Let’s eat, girls.”
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Chapter Three


Georgia
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Oh my God, is Mike trying to kill me, or what? Because I’m about to die from embarrassment the way he’s pressing that button and lighting up my pussy while I’m trying to have a conversation with Mia. 

This is torturous. Pure torment. 

Why the hell is he doing this?

Well, I know the answer to that. He’s mean, he likes to play games, and this is the newest twisted game of his to get me to crack. He knows I will, too. 

We haven’t even gotten our good yet, and I know I can’t last much longer. My pussy is weeping, and I can’t stop unclenching my thighs because I don’t know when the next vibration is going to jolt through my body. 

On one hand, it’s incredibly kinky and hot—being in public, doing this in front of his stepdaughter. On the other hand, I desperately don’t want Mia to find out what’s happening! 

And why is she acting weird, too? 

My first thought is that Mike somehow put her up to this, but I know that’s silly. They’re stepdad and stepdaughter, and they hardly even like each other. 

She looks a little under the weather, if I’m being honest. Her cheeks are a shade of pink on her dark skin that I’m not used to seeing. She looks flustered, as if she’d rather be anywhere else right now. 

It doesn’t take long for me to realize what’s happening here, and it’s humiliating as hell. Mike is trying to get me to break in front of Mia, so I’ll be forced to tell her that I’ve been fucking her stepdad behind her back.

It’s my job to resist with everything I have.

He isn’t making it easy, though, because he keeps bringing me to the brink and then laying off the button for a few minutes. My pussy is a fucking lake, and I bet I’m soiling the seat under me.

It doesn’t help that I dressed slutty and sultry because I had no idea he would be bringing Mia with him. She’s dressed like she’s going to the beach, with a crop-top and skirt, but my button-blouse leaves little to the imagination and smashes my tits together lasciviously. 

Footsteps fade in from my left, and I look over to see the waiter setting down our soups.

Finally! The first course. 

I have a feeling I’m going to be the main course if I can’t find a way to get some relief. 

My soup is butternut squash, and it’s delicious, but I can’t even focus on that. Because right when I start eating, Mike goes heavy on the vibrator. It’s a wonder this thing doesn’t make any noise, but my squirming is going to give me away.

I can hardly take it before I’m even halfway through my soup. Conversation has stopped as we eat, and yet the silence is deafening. There’s some other chatter from the other tables in the restaurant, though, and that’s good.

I glance up at Mia. She’s staring down at her food, looking like she has something to say on the tip of her tongue. Is she clamping her jaw shut? Does she have a headache? I can’t tell, but something is going on with her, and it’s starting to throw me off.

Bzzzt—

The vibrator goes off again and I lose control. My eyes roll in my head for a second, and I barely bite back the moan that’s threatening to spill out of me. 

All I want to do is push aside these bowls and tablecloth, shove Mike’s chair back, and straddle that big fucking cock of his. 

But I can’t! Oh my God, this is so torturous and humiliating! 

Finally, I’ve had enough. Clenching my hands into fists, I lift my napkin from my lap and set it down. My legs are shaking. My belly is thrumming with heat and anticipation. There’s a constant trill of excitement just under the surface of my skin, begging to come out. 

“I-I’ve got to go to the restroom,” I eke out. “Excuse me.” 

Then I get up on wobbly legs while Mia looks at me and says, “Are you okay, George?”

I turn and blink at her with a forced smile. My hand goes to my belly, where butterflies are swarming and doing goddamn cartwheels. “I think the soup didn’t agree with my stomach. I—I’ll be right back.”

Then I scamper away from the table, down the hall, and into the women’s restroom.

It’s thankfully empty.

I have half a mind to lock the door behind me. I want to splash some water on my face and try to get control so I can go back out there and face the music. 

I go to the sink and stare at the mirror. The bathroom is nicely sized for such a small restaurant. 

In the mirror, I say to myself, “Get a grip, girl. Just make it through the main course. Don’t give Mike the satisfaction of seeing me squirm.”

Bzzzzzzzt!

It’s the worse one yet. My knees buckle, my legs shake inward, and I nearly double over from the sheer shock of the pleasure and pain that shoots through me.

“Oh God!” I moan. 

Then I reach down between my legs, part my panties, and rip the vibrator out of me. “Enough!” 

I throw the damn thing into the sink, watching it shake as it finishes its buzzing. It’s slick and sticky. 

I know Mike Stokes loves his games, but this has gotten too serious. I’m about to be exposed, and I can’t have that happen, not if—

The door to the restroom opens. 

In the reflection of the mirror behind me, I see Mia walk in.

Her head tilts. “George? You good?”

I spin around. My cheeks flame. Stifling a gasp, I stand in front of the sink with my hands behind my back, blindly reaching for the vibrator in the sink but unable to find it. 

She saunters over, and I have to stop groping. I’m not going to get to it in time. 

Oh God. 

She comes next to me, sees I’m acting squirrelly, and she glances down at the sink.

Her face lights up, blushing furiously, and her mouth drops open. “Georgia . . .”

I blink wildly, shaking my head. Oh no, no, no!

Biting my lip, I resolve myself to my fate. I’ve failed, and it’s too late, and I was already feeling so badly about lying to my best friend and keeping this huge secret from her.

Just come clean. I’ll feel better afterwards!

“Mia . . . I can explain.”

Her brow furrows. “What do you mean?”

My tongue gets tied. I don’t know how to say it, so I procrastinate. “I, um, I have to tell you something, bestie—”

The door swings open again, and both our heads whip over.

Mike Stokes strolls in. Closes the door behind him. 

Locks it.

“Hello, girls,” he says with a roguish smirk on his dumb, hot face. He cruises over toward us. “What’s going on in here?”

I point an accusing finger at his chest. “You know exactly what’s going on, Mike! And I won’t let you—”

His hand lashes out like a viper and takes my wrist. “Don’t point your finger at me like that, little girl. What did you just call me?”

Oh shit. He doesn’t like when I call him “Mike.”

I gulp, swallowing hard. Mia is staring at us like we’re strangers—like we’re crazy. My body is inches from Mike’s, suddenly, and he’s towering over both of us. 

Fuck it, I think.

“I’m sorry . . . master.” My voice is barely more than a whisper. 

Mia gasps, and then croaks. Like a freaking frog. 

She’s so shocked, her eyes keep swirling from my face to Mike’s. 

“Georgia!” she yells.

Then Mike brings my hand down to his crotch. “Look what you’ve done to me, little one, fidgeting and squirming in your seat like that outside.” 

His bulge his massive. Hard, barely contained by his pants. Completely visible as it snakes down his thigh. My hand rubs over the rough hardness of him, and I let out a low sound in my throat. 

“W-What do you think you’re doing to her?!” Mia cries, staring daggers at Mike. 

“Tell her, Georgia,” he orders me.

I can’t go against my master when he makes a demand like that. 

Mewling, my eyebrows arch sadly. I’m so fucking horny I’m going to explode. I look over at her, ashamed, humiliated, and bow my head. “M-Mia, I’m sorry . . .”

Then Mike growls in my ear, flips me around so I’m facing the sink, and yanks my pants down to my knees. 

His cock is out of his pants in seconds, with a clank of his belt, and I feel the hard heat of him pressing against my cheeks. 

Mia gasps again, mortified, and slaps a palm to her hand. She backs up away from us, against the wall, but can’t take her eyes off what’s happening to me. 

I’m letting her stepdad have his way with me, and there’s nothing more I want in the world than that at this moment. His dick feels so warm and inviting as it flosses over my thong, between my ass crack.

“You can’t!” Mia yells, though I’m not sure if she’s talking to me or Mike. Then she clarifies, saying, “She’s my best friend!”

Mike wraps an arm around my neck, putting light pressure on my esophagus. My eyes bulge as I stare at myself in the mirror, completely willing to let him use me. 

I look like an absolute whore, but it’s so raunchy and hot looking with his strong, muscled forearm tight against my neck. He bends my back against him—

And then his cock rockets inside me. 

I moan, bowing my head, choking myself on his arm.

“Oh God!” Mia whines. Tears are welling in her eyes when I look over at her. “I’ve got to get out of here!” she says, and starts to back up toward the door as Mike thrusts his hips into me. 

Then Mike reaches into his pocket and takes out his phone. He scoffs before Mia can get more than five feet from us. “Oh, don’t act so innocent, you adorable little slut.”

He presses something on his phone and Mia writhes, clenching between her legs, doubling over with a whimper.

I let out a shocked gasp, realizing what just happened.

He slams his cock deep inside me and the thoughts flee my mind. Headiness washes over me as my belly blooms with bliss every time his cock pumps into my aching pussy. He’s sliding so fast, so hard, and hilts himself against my pussy lips, slamming that fat cock deep into my guts. 

My eyes roll in my head. 

Wait, what was I just thinking?

My eyes widen. 

“Mia!” I yell, and look in the reflection of the mirror to see her reaching between her legs. 

She brings out a vibrator that looks identical to mine, and then tosses it onto the floor. “I’m through with your games, Mike!” she says with tears dripping down her cheeks. 

He snarls like an animal. “Oh no you’re fucking not. Get over here and help your friend.”

I gasp. 

He slams, clapping my ass cheeks against his hips as he bends me over the counter of the sink.

I gasp louder. 

Here we are, in the restroom of a restaurant, wailing and moaning, and he’s fucking me like I’m his toy.

Worse than that, I’ve just discovered an even bigger secret than mine, and if my head was thinking right I would probably be able to unpack more about that—how lewd, taboo, and terrible it is.

Inside, I urge Mia to get away. 

But she doesn’t. She bows her head in shame, realizing her secret is out just as much as mine, and starts to shuffle forward.

Like Mike’s good little girl.

Like me.

Oh God. He’s been fucking both of us! His own stepdaughter!

They’re not blood-related, of course, but it’s still insane to think about.

It’s even more insane when she stops to the side of us, watching Mike buck his hips into me, and clasps her hands in front of her belly.

“What . . . what do you want me to do, sir?”

Mike smiles over my shoulder. He spins me around so I don’t have balance with my hands anymore—lifting them off the counter with a yelp. 

My body jiggles directly in front of Mia, and her eyes go south to my chest.

“Peel Georgia’s top down and play with those huge tits I always see you looking at, girl. I know it’s what you want.”

Her face flushes dark red. 

I feel bad for her, stuck in this situation. Is that really what she wants? To . . . play with me? 

How have I never noticed that before?

“Okay,” she says, shocking me.

“And then,” Mike answers, “you’re going to get on your knees in front of your bestie.”

She nods again. Wrinkles her nose at me. “I’m—I’m sorry, George. I can’t say no to him.”

He slams into my pussy again, and my eyes sway. I nod, choking on his arm. “It’s okay, Mia. As long as it’s you . . . it’s okay.”

She gives me a weak smile.

Then she reaches forward without warning and tears my top down. 

My huge tits bounce out, swinging low as she brings my bra with her vicious pull. 

Her head darts forward and she squeezes my tights in her little hands. They’re warm to the touch, and she starts to tease, tweak, and pinch my large nipples until they’re hard as rocks.

“Oh God,” I groan, feeling Mike pummeling me from behind and my best friend groping me from the front. “I’m gonna cum!”

Before the words have even left my mouth, I lose it. My body shakes, my pussy clenches down on Mike’s cock, and Mia takes one of my shaking breasts in her mouth.

She nibbles softly on me, closing her eyes, losing herself. My one tit is as big as her head, and it’s fucking adorable and also ludicrously hot. 

This is something I never knew I needed.

When my orgasm fades, Mike continues railing my pussy from the back. He lightens his hold on my throat and I gasp, my face red and tear-laden. 

Mia, conversely, has stopped crying. 

I say, “I-It feels so good, Em . . .”

She teases my right nipple and nibbles on the left, biting down like I’m a chew toy.

My pussy clamps down on Mike’s cock again. He’s throbbing and huge inside me—turned on by the sight of his young stepdaughter pleasuring me, no doubt.

“You know what’s next, little pet,” he says over my shoulder.

Mia lifts her face from my tits and nods diligently. She says, “Yes, sir,” and then gets on her knees in front of me, just like she was ordered. 

Just like I would do if the roles were reversed.
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Chapter Four


Mia
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I can’t believe I’m doing this. It’s been a day of unbelievable discoveries, and it’s not even noon yet. 

My stepdaddy was playing both Georgia and I for fools. He had us both with vibrators in our pussies, and was playing us against each other!

I don’t know why he would do that, other than to humiliate and toy with us. To make us admit what we’re doing behind each other’s backs. 

I know Georgia’s secret now. My best friend, screwing my stepdad. And yet . . . as much as it startled me in the beginning . . . I can’t be too pissed, can I?

I’ve been doing the same thing with him! 

I guess it’s the sense of betrayal I feel, from her hiding it. 

But I can’t be mad at that, either? Because I’ve also been doing that. 

Hell, my super-top-secret hasn’t come out yet. Georgia and Mike still have no idea that I’ve been fucking Georgia’s dad. I’m worried what will happen when they do find out, but now I feel guiltier than ever.

Maybe Georgia will stop being my friend. 

Maybe Garret Roberts will cut it off with me. 

Maybe Mike will try to beat his ass.

Who knows? At this point, it’s anyone’s guess. 

The worst part, is I should be mad at Georgia, but here I am sucking on her huge tits like she’s ready to give me mommy’s milk, and I feel . . . good about it? Like, not turned off or angry about anything. 

No, I feel numb. Desensitized to the sex, after how much of it I’ve been getting from Mike and Garret both.

I know Mike and Georgia will eventually find out what’s happening between us. My secret will fall apart, like theirs did. I’ll have to take the fallout as it comes, because it’s too unknowable at this point. 

I feel worse than ever about hiding things from both of them, given what’s happening right now.

I’m going on my knees on the cold linoleum of the women’s restroom in The French Gourmet. The door is locked, but someone might need to use the restroom soon. It’s the middle of the day—brunch isn’t even over yet. We didn’t even finish our soups! 

And I’m staring up at the beautiful sight of my best friend getting her pussy reamed by my stepdad. Absolutely filled, his thick cock spreading her gorgeous pink pussy lips far apart as he rails into her. 

Splatters of her juices and his precum are sprinkling my face. 

I’ve come a long way in a short time from when I was desperate to get out of this bathroom.

Now . . . I’m desperate for a taste.

So I stick my tongue out. I lick Georgia’s engorged clit, and bury my face between her legs. 

Mike’s heavy ballsack swings and smacks my chin with every hard thrust from his hips. My bestie’s ass claps and smacks against his hips, and the sounds are lewd and raunchy.

The sex smells amazing. I can taste Georgia’s sweet nectar and the earthy scent of my stepdad’s balls and cock as he punishes her pussy and brings her to orgasm.

When my lips fold around Georgia’s clit, she wails. It echoes through the room, and then she’s writhing, shaking, cumming again wordlessly as Mike chokes her and dishes out another hard slam of his cock. 

He suddenly pulls his dick out of her, and a flood of Georgia’s fluids spill out with it. 

Mike thrusts his huge glistening cock through my best friend’s thick thighs, and that widened piss slit is calling to me.

I lean my head further up and in to Georgia’s dress and lick the precum off Mike’s cock.

“That’s right, my little whore. Taste your best friend on my cock—see how lovely she tastes?”

I nod, murmuring, “Yes sir,” as I lap up their juices and taste the saltiness of Mike’s slick cock. 

“Now put me back inside her,” he demands.

I nod, biting my lip. I don’t want to let this dick go. 

But I do. Begrudgingly, I lift my right hand and lodge it against Georgia’s pussy lips.

She whimpers.

“You’re ready, sir,” I say.

He thrusts, and she shakes again. Her thighs jiggle, and I can’t help but reach out and grab them with my free hand.

My other hand, my left, has been stuffed between my legs in my pussy for minutes now. I’m playing with myself, bringing myself close to orgasm, and Mike hasn’t noticed yet.

I know he’ll punish me when he does, and I’m looking forward to it. Breaking his rules like a brat, and getting the disciplining I deserve for it. 

I can’t let Georgia have all the fun! Now that we’re here, I need to keep up with my well-endowed best friend, or else she might steal Mike away from me forever. 

Can’t let that happen.

So it becomes a competition. A friendly one, no doubt, but a competition nonetheless.

I start to stand on wobbly legs, and say, “When is it my turn, daddy?”

He smiles at me over Georgia’s shoulder. “Aw, does the little girl want to play?”

“Yes, please.” I bow my head diligently.

“What does she want? Use your words.”

“I . . . I want you to shove that fat cock inside my tight little pussy, daddy. Obviously.”

Georgia looks like she’s lost on another planet. Her eyes keep rolling, but that doesn’t stop Mike from using her like a sex doll.

He’s good at that—pummeling pussies until he loses interest in them and moves onto the next one, apparently. Lord knows he’s good at it with my pussy, if he’s been keeping this secret from me for any length of time.

With an audible pop, my stepdad yanks his cock out of Georgia’s cunt and licks his lips. He stares at me like I’m his prey, and it’s exactly that look that promises me I’m going to get everything I want. 

Georgia moans when he withdraws, and she leans forward against the sink counter, still twitching from her orgasmic aftershocks. 

Mike pushes me against the wall. He lifts my right leg and steps in closer, so his sticky cock rubs against my bare belly, up to the top I’m wearing. I whimper as I stare up at him, my eyes begging for him to take me. 

I lift my skirt for him to get a look at my dripping pussy. I’m not even wearing panties, because he told me to dress comfortable, and I hoped something like this would happen before we left the house—that I’d get release, eventually, from his teasing games.

I just never expected Georgia to be involved in those games. 

Can’t think about that right now—the repercussions. Just have to give into the moment, free myself, and—

Mike feeds his cock inside my pussy. Slowly. 

It draws a low groan out of me, almost guttural and inhuman. My mouth falls open as his thick, wet cock slides inside me, stuffing me full.

There’s the feeling I’ve been searching for. The sensation I’ve been needing ever since we sat down to order our soups and salads. 

Hell, our soups are cold by now. Our salads are probably waiting and never getting eaten. The waiter might have even thought we were dine-and-dashers. 

When my eyes flit over to the door, Mike says, “Don’t worry. I’ve paid off the staff.”

“You mean . . .” I gulp.

“They know what’s going on in here? Not exactly. But I’m sure they can imagine . . . and hear.”

My cheeks flame with embarrassment.

The embarrassment only lasts seconds before my stepdad is bucking his hips, careening that big fucking dick deep inside me.

I give myself over to the pleasure, as I said I would. And it’s glorious. It rides up my spine, blooming out in all directions like a spiderweb, until I can feel my blood rushing in my freaking fingertips and toes. 

I put my hands on his shoulders for balance. He holds the bottom of my jiggling thigh, keeping my leg lifted so he can fuck me straight-on like this. 

Our eyes lock. A grin spreads across his face—devious and happy that he’s getting everything he wants from his two toys. 

Public shame. Embarrassment. Multiple orgasms. Secrets out in the open. Two writhing girls half his age begging for his cock, playing with each other, turning bi for the first time in our lives. 

Yeah, I’d say my stepdad won this day.

And he’s not finished. He starts moving faster, the rhythmic roll of his hips drawing my eyes south so I can see his thick cock penetrating my small little pussy. 

He’s spreading me so wide. It’s going to make me cum just looking down at the way he’s pulverizing me. 

Then, from behind him, Georgia says, “I want to help.”

“Then take initiative, girl,” Mike says. His eyes never leave my sweaty face. 

“I’m gonna cum so fast if you keep looking at me like that, daddy,” I murmur. 

He smiles. “Good. It’s your time, Mia. Be a good stepdaughter and cum all over your stepdad’s thick fucking cock. Take me to the hilt and don’t look away.”

I do exactly as he commands. I nod. 

Then he grunts. 

I look past him and see Georgia is on her knees. Behind him. Hands spreading his cheeks, face buried in his crack—eating his ass.

My eyebrows jump.

Not quite the initiative I expected, but I got to give the girl credit for creativity. It’s not what my first thought would have been.

Then again, who knows how delectable my stepdad’s ass it. I know it’s tight and muscular, so there’s that.

Mike lets out a soft sound—the softest sound I’ve ever heard from his deep, manly face. He says, “Good girl, Georgia. Eat my fucking ass and lick my balls.”

I know he enjoys it immensely because I feel his cock throb inside me. It’s getting bigger, thicker, and impossibly huge for me. He’s of a comparable size to Garret Roberts at this point, and I’d always thought Georgia’s dad was the biggest dick I’d ever have. 

Mike is giving him a run for his money. 

But the thought of Garret makes me hesitate. On one hand, that monster cock bulging my belly and coring me out is going to make me cum in about thirty seconds. There’s no stopping the flood of lust and ecstasy that’s building in my belly and swarming south.

On the other hand . . . Garret. I miss him. That suave, beautiful man, who cares for me and fucks me like I’m the only one on the planet for him.

I’ve been having both of these men for some time now, but I’m starting to wonder if I should choose between them.

One look into Mike’s smoldering eyes, with that wicked grin splayed across his face, and I know I can’t choose. Never. 

I want both of them. So I’ll have both of them.

At least I know Georgia isn’t keeping that a secret from me—I know she’s not fucking her damn biological dad. So I have that going for me.

Mike’s hips buck faster. Georgia slurps louder, giving herself into her ministrations—taking her job seriously.

I look down and see her hand is cupped around Mike’s heavy ballsack. She’s lightly squeezing, trying to force his cum out and into me. 

“Oh fuck,” I groan. The sight is too much. Georgia’s tanned, beautiful little hand with those rings and emerald nails, squeezed around Mike’s huge nutsack. 

“Shit—shit! I’m cumming!” I breathe.

Air comes short as Mike pumps harder. He bares his teeth, growls, and reaches around me to grab my ass with both hands. He brings me onto his cock, using me, destroying my pussy, and I shake my head wildly. 

Then the ropes of hot cum shoot out of him like a torrent. He bellows, veins popping on his neck, his face turning red. 

He rams load after load inside me, pumping me full, until excess cum is leaking out of my tight pussy and he’s pulling back to look down at his conquest.

Georgia is still going to town on his asshole.

He says, “That’s enough, little slave.”

Georgia shows her face, licking her lips. “But you taste so good, master.” She looks around his body at me—at my drooling pussy. “Oh my! You pumped her full of more cum than you even do with me.”

“That’s debatable,” he says. “I fill you with plenty of cum, Georgia.”

She smiles, standing, wiping her puffy lips with her forearm. “It’s almost like a race to see who you’re going to get pregnant first.”

I blink wildly. Shake my head. “Uhhh, not on my watch!” I stare at my best friend like she’s crazy. “What the hell, Georgia. We’re twenty-two!”

Her smile widens. It’s seductive when it spreads across her beautiful face. “Isn’t it great? Got our whole lives in front of us. Our whole lives for your stepdad to fill us and ruin our pussies for other men.”

My mouth falls open. She has a brainwashed look on her face.

I’m starting to realize my bubbly best friend is much kinkier, lewder, and raunchier than I ever imagined. Even more than me . . . and that’s saying something.

OceanofPDF.com

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Five


Garret
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It’s late afternoon. I check my watch, sitting on the couch, tapping my foot impatiently.

Waiting for the call. 

These damn real estate investors are making my life hell. Don’t they know it’s the fucking weekend, and I have things to do?

I’d rather be filling my sweet girl with my cock. Rather be bouncing Mia all over me, trying to forget Crystal so I can move on with my life.

Crystal is moving out at the end of the month. Just a few more days. Then I can have Mia over whenever I want and defile her all across the house.

Fuck her over every piece of furniture that that cheating bitch Crystal bought for me.

Except I can’t, can I? Because I’ll still have Georgia in the house. And I can’t exactly have my daughter knowing that I’m plowing her best friend on the regular.

My cell phone rings.

I pick it up. “Yeah?” I nod as he speaks. “Okay. Tomorrow, then. Afternoon good for you?”

We hang up.

I rest my head back. I’m going to need to cook some dinner soon, and I’m thinking a nice risotto might be a good idea. 

Then maybe I’ll invite Mia over for dinner. 

Fuck. Can’t do that. Crystal wants to meet to finalize the divorce papers.

So fucking annoying. Of course she has to want to do it on Sunday night.

Whatever happened to workdays? Getting work done during the fucking week?

My cell phone buzzes again, and I look at it, expecting the same caller.

Except it’s not.

I smile. “Speak of the devil,” I say to no one, and then pick it up. “What’s up, troublemaker?”

Mia clears her throat. She sounds worried. “I have to see you soon, sir.”

My brow furrows. “What’s wrong?”

“N-Nothing. I just . . . I have to tell you something. And I want to see you. Please?”

I sigh. I’d love nothing more than to have Mia over right now, but I’m not going to put her through any sort of conflict with Crystal. It’s just not worth it. 

I grab my cock in my pants, feel it growing harder. “Can it wait until tomorrow?”

“Yeah. It doesn’t have to be tonight. But promise me—”

“I promise, honey. Can you give me a hint what you want to talk about?”

“Not over the phone,” she says. “Tomorrow, then.”

And with that, she hangs up.

I frown, tapping my chin, sitting back in the couch. Wondering what the hell has her all flustered. She said “nothing” was wrong, but I know that’s bullshit. I know that girl better than anyone, I like to think.

I’ll have to plan my day accordingly tomorrow, so I don’t mix business with pleasure.

Because what Mia doesn’t know—the other person I just had on the phone before her? That I was complaining about?

Well, it was her stepdad Mike.

~
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To Be Continued!
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Chapter One


Mia
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I’m starting to freak out a bit on the way over to Garret’s house. He’s my best friend Georgia’s dad. The hot, suave man with the slicked-back hair and the painfully attractive face. The huge cock swinging between his bronzed thighs. The way I call him “sir” and he calls me his little “troublemaker.”

Well, I’ve gotten into more trouble than I know what to do with this time. 

If I think about it too much, I’ll get cold feet. I know Garret Roberts will punish me for what I’ve done . . . and that’s half the reason I want to go. To see what he’ll do to me after learning about my slutty ways.

I’m a glutton for punishment, as it turns out.

It’s the day after the raucous surprise at the French Gourmet restaurant, where my stepdad Mike took me for lunch. To my shock and utter confusion, Georgia was there waiting for us. Even more shockingly, I found out halfway through our meal in the women’s restroom that my stepdaddy had stuffed both of our pussies with vibrators, and had been getting us off together during lunch. He had controlled both of us, without the other knowing. 

When the big reveal dropped, I gawked at Georgia and at the sticky mini-toy buzzing in the bathroom sink. I didn’t know my bestie nearly as well as I thought I had. I thought Georgia was bubbly, somewhat innocent, with that cherubic face and those rosy cheeks, those blond pigtails she liked to bob around. 

Turned out that cherubic face was the perfect canvas for my stepdad to paint with his cum. It was fun for Mike to see if those rosy cheeks could get even redder. And those pigtails were perfect handlebars to face-fuck Georgia’s slutty little mouth.

Mike claimed both of us in the bathroom. He fucked Georgia, then he fucked me while George ate his ass. It was horribly lewd and amazing at the same time. He filled me with enough cum that it drooled out of my pussy like a river. 

The guilt came on immediately after. I wanted to cry and lament to Garret, but would he even understand? How could he? Not only was I fucking my stepdad, but so was his daughter!

Even though Garret wasn’t as cruel as my stepfather when it came to punishment and dominance, I had never really pushed his buttons before. Sure, I like to tease him, but now I worry I’ll push him over the edge when he finds out his own daughter has been fucking my stepdad. 

What a crazy, twisted, convoluted little foursome we have going on here—without anyone knowing about the other’s secrets except my stepdad, it seems. Mike still doesn’t know about me and Garret, though, so how will he react to that?

God, it’s all so crazy to think about. 

Yet I keep driving to the Roberts’ house. Before heading over, he told me Georgia was out for the afternoon, and his ex-wife—whom he’s in the middle of divorcing and kicking out of the house—is off doing her own thing. So he’s alone.

The fact he’s alone sort of terrifies me, and certainly excites me. I don’t know what I’m walking into, but I know it’s either going to be terribly bad or exceedingly special. 

Either way it goes, I have a feeling my pussy is going to feel the brunt of Garret’s wrath.

At least that’s my hope. 

By the time I get to the Roberts’ glorious house in La Jolla, my knees are shaking and my legs are wobbling. I’m wet, I notice, and try not to think too hard about it. But my mind has been going to absolutely scandalous, lascivious places, so how am I supposed to turn that off?

I knock on the door and hear, “Come in,” from the inside, across the living room.

I open the unlocked door, feeling squeamish, and poke my head in. “Hello?” 

Garret walks down a few stairs to the foyer, smiling at me and spreading his arms out wide. He’s wearing a goddamn tailor-made suit, a three-piece, and looks positively ravishing. He’s dressed to impress, while I’m dressed in a black pencil skirt that hugs my hips and ass, and a halter top that shows my flat belly. 

I’m dressed like a slut, basically. Like I want to get fucked six ways to Sunday.

I fidget in front of my belly, hands wringing together as I take in his glorious beauty. Before I had met Garret, I didn’t know men like him existed: twice my age, aging like fine wine, and with the experience to change my life. 

My stepdad, by comparison, is more brutish. He likes to punish me for the sake of it—and while he is well-muscled, well-hung, and hot as hell in his own way, no one really compares to the brilliance of Garret Roberts.

Those dark, oceanic eyes, like thunderstorms blowing over a tidal wave. The crisp cologne and dark, French face. The chiseled jaw that puts Greek sculptures to shame. The way his suit perfectly fits his body. 

He is immaculate. 

I blink up at him, mouth forming a little circle. “You look . . . good.”

He gives me a crooked smile, which only makes my belly run more rampant. “Thank you, troublemaker.”

Inside, I feel nauseous. Like I might throw up. 

But he takes me into a hug, and I inhale his piney essence, and my body calms and soothes. I nearly melt into his larger frame. 

“You said you wanted to see me,” he whispers in my ear. Then he takes me to arm’s length and tilts my chin to stare up at him. “You sounded worried. What’s got you all twisted about, love?”

Tears well in my eyes. Now that I’m here, I’m frozen to the floor. Not sure if I can say it.

Something inside me opens up, though, and tells me I have to do this. I just have to get it out in the open. 

So instead of throwing up on his nice Turkish rugs, I word-vomit instead. “Your daughter is fucking my stepdad Mike. So am I, actually. And yesterday, he fucked both of us in the restroom of the French Gourmet.” 

My eyes widen when I finish. My heart is running riot in my chest, beating against my ribcage.

For a moment, Garret is unreadable. His face is passive as he hears me—or does he even hear me?

Then those storm-clouds he calls eyes darken. A frown fixes his face, and somehow it’s even prettier than when he smiles. “Is that so?” he asks, voice low. 

It’s low with a threat. A promise.

I nod diligently, stammering. “Y-Yes. I’m sorry, sir. I needed to tell you. I . . . I don’t know who else to talk to about it.”

“Why do you need to tell me?” he asks.

The gnawing pit in my stomach widens. Deepens. “Because you’re the only one I thought who might understand! Since I’m . . . well, you and I . . .”

“Since you’re fucking you best friend’s dad, and you’ve just found out she’s fucking your dad, too.”

I nod again. There. It’s out in the open.

He lets go of my chin and turns to walk away. His body language is brooding, and I’m not sure if he’s going to kick me out of the house, hit me, or what. 

Or if he’s going to even react at all. 

When he walks away to a small table and pours himself a finger of whiskey out of a vintage glass decanter, frustration swells inside me.

“Are you going to say anything?” I ask, eyebrows arching angrily. “Do anything?”

He throws the whiskey back, smacks his lips with a hum, and looks over at me. “Of course I am. It seems you’re even more of a troublemaker than I knew, eh?”

Just like I’d thought in the car ride over here. “Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes . . . sir.”

He lets out another low hum. Then he motions me over with a crook of his finger. “Come here, love.”

I bite my lip and shuffle over to him.

He takes my hand in his, squeezes tightly, and says, “It’s going to be all right. I want you to understand that. Do you?”

“Y-Yes. You’re . . . not mad at me?”

“Oh, I’m furious. Not for what you’re doing, or what Georgia is doing. I’m mad that you kept it from me.” 

“Which part?” 

“All of it. But mostly the part about your stepdad and you.”

I gulp. “I’m so sorry, Garret.”

He raises a finger and puts it to my lips, shushing me with a tsk sound. “I’ll hear none of that.”

“Oh . . . kay? What—”

“Follow me, Mia. It’s going to be all right, like I said. But in order for us to get past this, you need to be properly punished. Disciplined. I’m sure you understand, don’t you?”

I nod diligently once more, my dark hair bouncing on my shoulders. “Yes, sir. I understand.”

And my pussy is wet from the thought of what he might do to me. Suddenly, I’m not so scared. Yes, I’m nervous, but it’s more from the thrill of expectation and anticipation.

He leads me down the hall, to the master bedroom, which is huge. Inside it’s as glamorous as the rest of the house. 

“Get on the bed,” he says, motioning me forward.

I obey him without hesitance. Once I’m at the edge of the bed, I turn and sit to face him, putting my hands in my lap. 

Then he goes into his walk-in closet and comes out with a pair of handcuffs and a ball-gag. 

My eyes bulge. 

“Lean back and get comfortable,” he orders.

I recline. Scoot back until my head is near the headboard.

Garret lifts my wrists over my head from the side of the bed. He systematically cuffs me to the top two posts, stretching my arms out like I’m going to get drawn and quartered. Then he puts the gag in my mouth and says, “So no one can hear your screams and moans,” with a sly smile.

I blink wildly. My mind is going in a million different directions. I move my arms to test the resistance and realize I’m not going anywhere. 

Not until Garret Roberts allows me to leave. 

And I have a feeling he’s going to take his time disciplining his little troublemaker for all the naughty things she’s done.
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Chapter Two


Mia
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“You’re a naughty, filthy little girl, aren’t you?” Garret growls as his huge cock sinks into my pussy. 

I mewl and nod my head over and over. I can’t speak past the ball-gag. When his cock drills inside me, I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to accommodate his size. 

My arms flex, but my wrists are restrained. I can’t move my upper half, and he’s pinning my lower half with his arms under my shins, lifting them up to his shoulders. 

Garret Roberts didn’t even bother taking his clothes off. He simply undid his belt, yanked down his slacks, and slapped his big dick on my belly with an audible clap. 

Then he ripped my skirt off my body, deciding I wouldn’t be needing it for the rest of the day—or ever, I suppose.

I wasn’t wearing panties underneath, which made him tsk some more. That’s when the debasing started, and the degrading. 

His cock grew to an obscene size as it rested on my belly. It nearly poked up to the bottom swell of my chest once it was at its longest, hardest, and thickest. 

My eyes bulged in terror . . . and then I watched as he slowly fed that monster cock into my needy little pussy and stretched me apart.

And now my stomach is bulging. Gone are the butterflies and anxiety of telling him the dark secrets I held deep within me. 

Everything fades away as he drills me with his cock, pelting into me over and over, until his big nutsack is clapping against my ass cheeks and I’m squirming and whimpering behind my gag.

It’s hard to breathe with this thing on.

To think, a man twice my age thinks it’s appropriate to tie up, undress, and defile a college girl who’s only twenty-two years old. He’s corrupting me and I’m loving it—eager for him to do his worst. 

My hands ball into fists over my head when he slams against my ass and launches his cock deeper into me. 

My clit is throbbing painfully. I want to play with myself as I watch him relentlessly fuck me, but I can’t. 

I can’t move at all, dammit! 

Squeezing my thighs, I try to squish my raised legs against his neck and face, to make it harder for him. To tease him.

All it does it tighten my pussy on his cock, and he growls and grunts, pushing through the resistance until the pressure inside me feels like a dam that’s about to break.

He pulls out abruptly, smears my clit with his palm, rubbing vigorously, and I squirt like a broken fire hydrant. My fluids cascade into the sky, my body tightens and folds in on itself, and my legs kick wildly as he continues to finally tease my overdrawn clit through the splashes I’m making.

Then, once his arms are as wet as my pussy is, he fists his huge cock at the base and slams back inside me. 

My eyes roll, darkness closing in around me. 

Garret lifts me by my ass and gets on the bed, going on his knees from the edge. He pushes closer, rails me deeper, and keeps my bowed back off the mattress. 

My thighs close around his taut middle, wrapping around his waist.

He reaches up and tears my top off, exposing my tits, and then he rolls his hips into a mind-melting rhythm while squeezing and teasing my pebbled nipples.

If my tits were bigger—say, Georgia’s size—then they would fall back into my face from the angle that he’s fucking me in. My ass is flattened on the tops of his thighs, my legs are locked around him, and he’s fucking me with mad abandon. 

His rhythmic pace increases, and then he’s going faster, faster, faster, with his balls clapping against me like a sped-up drumbeat. 

I scream behind my gag. My eyes roll to the back of my head, and my whole body tightens as I cum my brains out, lathering his thick long cock with my creamy juices. 

The feeling is intense, and he plays with my clit again, only intensifying the situation even more.

The darkness takes hold completely, and everything goes black for a second.

When I open my eyes, the ball-gag is removed. My head is to the side and I’m drooling—

While my body shakes and trembles on the moving bed.

Because Garret is still fucking me. He didn’t care that I momentarily passed out. 

“You looked so sweet sleeping,” he said, “that I didn’t want to wake you.”

His cock lazily drills in and out of me, and I feel so full that I’m going to burst. He’s too damn big for my pussy to take, yet I’m doing my best. 

His words startle me. “That’s . . . horrible!” 

“Horribly kinky. I know.”

“You’re a bad man, Garret.”

He tilts his head. “As bad as your stepfather?” 

I blink, gawking, now that I can speak. My jaw aches from the way the gag pried my lips apart. “Twice as bad,” I say, giving him a tiny smirk.

He returns the smirk and shakes his head. “Somehow I doubt that.”

His corded arms frame my face and he leans down to kiss me. All the while, I can hardly focus on his full, kissable lips and his gorgeous face, because his horse-cock is busy beating up my guts and turning me into a mindless mess.

I cum for a second time within minutes, with his tongue lodged down my throat and batting mine away.

“You’re mine, little troublemaker. Understand? Mine to control, mine to own, mine to claim.”

I gasp. “Yes, s-s-sir.” 

“And you’re mine to ruin.”

With that, he lifts my thighs. He pushes back on them, and with my arms still locked against the headboard posts, he rolls me into a backwards somersault. 

“Oh God!” I cry as my back tweaks and I fold in on myself like a lawn chair. I’m in such a lewd position now, staring up at his huge hanging ballsack swaying over me.

He’s put me in a piledriver, and starts to do exactly that—drive into me from above. 

My legs kick wildly in the air. 

Every time he dips down and rams that stupid fat cock into me from above, he plunges my depths and brings out a tiny orgasm inside me. It’s like a lightning shock running through my body and belly, and I’m starting to spill my juices over my face, down my thighs, and—

He pulls out, abruptly again, and fingers my asshole so I’m forced to squeeze and expunge everything inside me.

I squirt again, fully upwards this time, and my liquids waterfall over us—mostly me. 

I’m drenched in my own pussy juices, body trembling.

Then he twists his body around me, turns the piledriver into a reverse position with his feet landing near my armpits, and I watch as his hefty cum-filled nuts slap my belly as he drills down into me. 

From this angle, I feel the planes and veins and ridge of his cock from a different direction, and it hits spots inside of me that I didn’t know existed. 

My legs shake and writhe. I scream from pleasure and pain. His hands clench my big ass cheeks, molding them to his liking, and he growls as he dominates me from above.

This is the kind of thing I’d expect from my stepdad—a lewd, crazy position that a woman any older or less flexible than me would probably not be able to pull off.

But I’m young and limber, and Garret knows it. He knows I’ve been a bad girl, and he’s going to punish me however he wants.

I’m watching as his cock systematically slams down into me, my body starting to fade, the blood rushing to my ears and head.

I’m going to pass out again if he doesn’t let up soon.

A third orgasm ruins me body, and then he growls like an animal and fingers my asshole while filling my pussy with his cock. 

I shake wildly, trembling involuntarily. 

“I’m cumming again, sir!” I yell.

He slaps my ass, spanking me, yelling as his dick grows, pulsates, and then dumps a huge load of cum deep into my belly. 

It oozes down into my womb and I’m aghast, mouth open as he fills me with his seed. 

Then he pulls out, and I can see my gaping pussy from here—caked in cum, dripping, and blowing open wide and then shrinking like it’s a breathing orifice. 

A loud knock sounds from further inside the house, outside the room.

My heart hiccups. 

Garret lets my body flop down onto the bed, letting go of my ass and legs. I unfold, stretching out, and I’m left a gasping, panting heap of boneless body parts. 

He claps, dusting his hands off, and swings around to face me, still standing on the bed with his dripping cock swaying in the air as it softens. He smiles down at me. “Perfect timing.”

“F-For what?”

“My business meeting.” His smile widens, growing sinister. “You’re going to be quiet during it, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Or am I going to have to put that gag back in your mouth to shut you up?”

“N-No, sir. I’ll be quiet.”

“Good girl.”

He hops off the bed, stuffs himself away, and sighs. “I’ll need to get changed after you squirted all over me. You little heathen.”

I blush furiously. “I’m sorry, sir. It felt too good. I couldn’t stop myself.”

“I know, little troublemaker.” His hand ghosts down my sweaty leg. “I’ll be back to ruin you some more, love. For now, try to rest. Because it’s not going to get any easier from here on out.”
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Chapter Three


Mike


[image: image]


Garret Roberts opens the door and I shake his hand. We exchange curt smiles. He looks good, I’ll admit, wearing a fancy suit. I’m also wearing a suit, but I prefer not to. 

His house is even nicer than mine. Just shows how much success he’s had as a third-party investor in real estate over the years. A silent partner in moves all across the city.

Today, I’m coming to him with a sale that could make a huge difference on how my year turns out. A fifteen-million-dollar property in La Jolla, and he wants in.

Besides having his daughter Georgia around to stuff with my cock, my stepdaughter’s best friend has also gifted me a business partner who has made my life easier and more profitable. So I suppose I have to thank my little slave for that.

Garret, of course, doesn’t know what I’ve been doing with his precious offspring. If he did, I’m sure our business would end and, knowing the sly motherfucker, he might even try to press legal charges of some kind against me. Not too sure about that one. But I have a feeling Garret is smarter than me, so I don’t want to test my luck.

Best to keep my lewd extracurricular activities to myself. 

Inside the house, which is even prettier than outside, I walk over to his floor-to-ceiling windows that look down on La Jolla Shores. 

“Beautiful property you have here, Garret,” I say with a grunt, crossing my large arms over my chest. He’s a smaller man than me—not short by any means, but also not huge and bulky like I am. It somewhat adds to the snakelike vibe I get when I interact with him, like he’s always one step ahead, with a secret on his silver tongue that only he knows about.

“Thank you, Mike.” His vague accent pushes through, and I hear the sound of liquid pouring.

I turn around and Garret is approaching with two small glasses of whiskey. 

“To business?” he asks, handing me one of the glasses. He’s cool and collected, and when he shoots me a sly grin, I take the offered glass and smile also.

“Not one for pleasantries, then?” I say. “I like it.”

He shrugs, and his eyes dart over to the side down a hall, which I find a bit odd. “Pleasantries can wait until after business.”

“Yeah,” I say in agreement. “Let’s make a shitload of money together, then.”

We clink glasses and drink. 

Then we talk about the property, the money involved, and how Garret envisions himself as part of this deal.

It all takes less than half an hour until we’re in agreement. 

Then Garret surprises me. We’re both sitting in an open section of the house with lavish furniture, held up by what looks like Greek columns. His foot taps on the marble floor.

“Now that we have that concluded,” he says, signing the contract I presented to him, “I have something I want to show you. A cherry on top of the deal. To sweeten it a bit, you could say.”

I cock my head to the side, raising a brow. “I’m all ears, pal.”

He closes the pen and smiles at me, tucking it away into his suit jacket. Then he stands and motions me to follow him. “Come with me, Mike.” 

I stand, stuff my hands into my pockets, and follow him. 

As we saunter down the hall where he had looked earlier, he says, “I’ll warn you, Mike. You’re either going to see this as a gift or a betrayal.”

My hackles rise, suspicion settling inside me. Should I have known about whatever this is before we signed the dotted line together?

I don’t like it when people talk like that. Saying something while saying nothing at the same time.

“Oh?” I question.

We stop at a closed door. He faces me and nods. “Yes. You’ll either want to hit me or join me, I suspect. And I’m hoping it’s the latter.” 

“Well, I guess I’ll be the judge of that.” I cross my arms over my chest again. “Let’s see what you have for me.”

He throws open the door.

The smell of sex and cum fills my nostrils. My eyes dart to the bed, where my stepdaughter is on her back, naked and spread-eagle, with her wrists tied up to the headboard. 

Mia sees me and gasps. “Oh God.” Her face pales. “Stepdaddy? What are you doing here?”

My cock stirs in my slacks seeing her naked and displayed like a sex toy. I eye Garret as anger rifles through me. With a frown, I say, “What’s this all about, Garret?”

The man shrugs that casual, nonplussed shrug. “Like I said, Mike: Either hit me or join me. Your stepdaughter has been a bad girl, and after the events she relayed to me about yesterday with you, in the restaurant . . . she came crawling to me.”

I lift one eyebrow. “She told you about that, eh?” I’m trying to keep it together—trying not to have an outburst, but I feel betrayed. I can only imagine how Mia feels, because I’m sure she didn’t expect her older lover to abandon her like this and present her to her stepdad in such a vulnerable state. 

“She did. She also told me about my daughter and you, so I feel as though we’re even.”

More anger, more suspicion. “So this is payback for me and Georgia, is it?”

Garret shakes his head. “No. This has been going on longer than I’ve known about that, I’m afraid.” 

How can he act so calm? He isn’t scared of my imposing presence at all.

And how am I acting so calm?

Maybe it’s because I always knew something like this was a possibility. And, truth be told, I’d rather Mia be getting her rocks off with an established, well-to-do man with experience than one of those jerk-off losers she goes to school with. 

“What have you done to her so far?” I ask. 

He taps his sharp chin. “Hm. Made her cum two . . . three times? Which was it, love?”

Mia gulps. “T-Three, sir.”

I scoff. “Rookie numbers.” 

Garret’s sly smile comes back to his face. “Then we’re in agreement?” 

I nod, trying out one of his customary shrugs. I can’t deny the lust that’s brooding deep inside me, seeing my poor little stepdaughter strung up like a Christmas ornament.

It truly is a gift Garret has shown me. And rather than destroying our business relationship once he learns of me and Georgia—because he already knows about it—I wonder if this might strengthen our relationship.

“Help me with the cuffs,” I say to him, and then wander into the room.

Garret leaves the door open and joins me on the other side of the bed. 

“Oh Jesus,” Mia croaks as her wrists are unbound from the posts. She eyes both of us on either side of the bed. “What are you two going to do to me?”

I run a hand over the outline of my big hard cock in my slacks. “Stuff you full of cock and cum, sweetheart. Isn’t that right, Garret?”

Her eyes widen. 

Garret nods over her shoulder. “Absolutely.”

I drop my pants unceremoniously. My cock swings out, thick and heavy. 

Then I reach out, grab Mia by the root of her dark hair, and she yelps. I bring her forward to the edge of the side of the bed, keeping her stationary in front of me while I slap my cock against her face. “You need to be punished, girl.”

“That’s what Garret’s been doing to me all day, daddy. Punishing me.”

“Good. A man after my own heart.” I chuckle and smack her face around with my thick cock. She mewls and arches her eyebrows helplessly. I have hold of her head so she can’t move.

Garret slithers up behind her, pulling his pants down. He smiles over her bare, thin shoulder at me. It’s a sinister look, and when I glance down on the bed and see his dick resting on her thigh, I’m surprised to find that he might be bigger than I am. 

Not what I expected from the smaller man, for sure. But there’s something to be said about skinny guys always being hung, and Garret Roberts is no exception. 

Or maybe it’s just that his stature makes his cock look bigger. 

I suppose I’ll find out once we’re stuffing her holes together.

I let go of Mia’s hair and pry her lips open by grabbing her chin, puckering her full lips in a moody pout, and keeping her still. My other hand fists the base of my cock and presses it against her lips. Gently, quietly, she parts them and takes me inside her mouth.

I let out a grunt as warmth surrounds my cock. Her jaw is stretched wide as the thick middle of my shaft sinks into her greedy gullet and my cockhead touches the back of her throat. 

When I meet resistance at her throat, I push harder and she gags, eyes widening. “You little whore, Mia.” 

She chokes, tears running down her cheeks. 

Then she hums as hands surround her from behind, lifting her ass. She’s small enough that either of us can hoist and move her as we wish, and now it’s Garret’s turn.

The man plops her ass down on his thighs, setting her up for a vicious reverse cowgirl. 

When Mia’s cock-filled face twists with shock, eyes getting larger and face getting redder, I know Garret has planted her on that huge cock of his. 

We spitroast my stepdaughter. Me standing at her side, staring down my nose at her as I force my cock into her mouth, and Garret lifting and dropping her on his lap, slamming into her from behind. 

Eventually, we stretch her out on her hands and knees, and make it a proper spitroast where we seesaw the girl back and forth on our cocks. It doesn’t take long for my big balls to be swinging against her chin, plopping lightly against her, while the sounds of Garret’s nuts smacking her ass ring out in the open room.

She moans, grunts, and makes inhuman sounds. She cums around our cocks, and I smile down at her, keeping her face still the whole time so I can face-fuck her into submission.

Garret was right: This is going to make things much easier and more rewarding between us. 

Over Mia’s stuffed body, I say, “I’m glad you showed me this present, Garret. Glad you didn’t hide it from me.”

He smiles as he rams into her from behind. “I figured I couldn’t hide it from you forever, so what’s the point of trying? Might as well roll the dice.”

“It was a good roll.” I smile, and we continue to Eiffel Tower my stepdaughter until she loses herself to the rhythm of our movements. 

Then I hear a door open and close outside the room. 

With arched brows, I stare over at Garret. 

A voice calls out: “Hello? Dad?”

I know that voice just as well as Garret does. 

It’s Georgia. 

Garret’s face screws up, concern etching itself on his handsome features. For the first time, he doesn’t look so suave and cool as a cucumber. He looks a bit worried.

“Shall I take care of this?” I ask, tilting my head.

He gives me a curt nod.

I pull my cock out of Mia’s mouth and she gags and retches, coughing. 

Then I turn to move to the door, but I’m too late.

A thud as a purse drops to the floor. 

Georgia’s already standing in the doorway, watching us double-team her best friend with wide, fearful eyes.
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Chapter Four


Georgia
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I’m mortified at what I stumble upon. 

I’m also horribly turned-on.

My best friend getting gangbanged by my dad and the man I’ve been sleeping with—Mia’s stepdad. The same man who fucked me and Mia in the restaurant bathroom yesterday.

But it’s seeing my dad involved in all of this madness that gets my emotions tumbling. I feel a stab of betrayal, and I yell out at Mia, “Oh my God! What the hell, Mia?!”

She turns over to face me. Naked, tits swinging, sweat coating her body. My dad pumping into her from behind, slapping her huge ass against his narrow waist.

My dad smiles at me. “Aren’t you going to say hello to your dear old dad, first?” 

He’s always snarky with me, but now is not the time. He’s balls-deep in my bestie, and I don’t know what to think. How to react.

When Mike pulls his cock out of Mia’s mouth to let her speak and cough, he also smiles at me. “Hello, little slave.”

My dad furrows his brow at that. “Slave?”

I blush like a cherry-red tomato. My stomach is fluttering, my pussy is dripping, and I feel like my body is betraying me. 

I ignore both of the men to focus on Mia and her pinched face, racked with pleasure and a wild expression. Her eyes keep rolling, like she can’t contain herself—and certainly can’t be having a full-blown conversation with me while my dad’s cock is shoved inside her tight pussy.

I see why a second later, when Dad pulls back. 

His dick is fucking enormous. 

I gawk, shaking my head, trying to get the “ew” factor out of my mind. I’ve never seen my dad naked before, and I’ve never wanted to. Unlike Mia and her relationship with Mike, I am not Garret’s stepdaughter. I’m his actual daughter, and there’s nothing that is going to make me want that monster he’s packing. 

I feel a bit jealous, though, admittedly. The darkest part of me feels like Mia is getting a better end of the bargain here. Hell, she’s getting to have two of her three holes filled by these men, and I’ll never get that. 

“Why are you doing this?” I ask her, close to tears. My voice cracks. “I-Is it to get back at me because of your stepdad and me?”

Mia shakes her head adamantly. “No, George! I’ve never—hngh—never thought that. This has been going on for a long time now.”

Dad says, “She snuck back into the house after you left for movie night, sweetie.” He flares his nostrils and rams into her. “Isn’t she just the worst little slut?”

Oh my God. I’m going to lose my mind. 

“Well, to be fair,” Mike says, lifting a finger, “Georgia came to my house to fuck me. So your little daughter isn’t so innocent, is she?”

Garret laughs. “I never said she was innocent. Not after what Mia told me about your scandalous activities with one another.”

I slap a hand to my mouth to keep it from falling open. “You told him about that?!” I yell at Mia.

She moans, cries out from pleasure, and nods. “I h-had to! I didn’t know what to feel or think!”

Kind of like me right now.

My body is telling me to join this foray of filth and depravity. Seeing Mike’s huge curved cock jutting out and dripping with precum and Mia’s spit doesn’t help. It’s glistening, calling to me.  

But my mind tells me to flee. To get away from this, try to block it off, and never think about it again. 

I shake my head, on the verge of a nervous breakdown. “I can’t do this,” I say, and then I retreat down the hall.

Footsteps pound after me. 

“Hold on, now,” Mike says. “Stop.”

When I look over my shoulder, obeying the command, he’s naked from the waist-down and his cock is swinging in the air, still hard. 

I squeal as he reaches me, putting hands on my shoulders to twist me around. 

His finger comes up and swipes an errant tear, which stops my sniffling. It’s the most commendable, kind thing he’s ever done for me—this man who makes me feel like a slave, a whore, and has me thanking him for it every night.

He looks into my face, as if finally seeing that I’m just a person with feelings and emotions. More than just his sex toy. 

“No one is expecting you to ride your dad’s cock, Georgia,” he says softly. 

I blink wildly. “Good. Because that’s never going to happen.”

His fingers gently rub my shoulders. I start to calm down, mellowing out. Even as Mia’s moans and Garret’s grunts echo through the house and bounce off the walls.

“But I am expecting you to ride mine,” he finishes, “after finding us like that.”

“I . . . I didn’t mean to!” My pussy tightens. I can tell it’s wet and slippery, and whenever Mike Stokes talks to me like that—like he owns me—my lizard brain tells me to obey. That I’m not worth more than the cock he has to give me. 

“Still,” he says, face softening. “You know what you have to do, little slave. Don’t you?”

Staring up into his handsome face, with a bead of sweat trickling down his bald pate, I nod. Of course I know what I have to do. It’s what I want to do, deep inside, but didn’t have the courage to figure out until he came running after me.

Running after me. Showing me that he cares. That he wants me to be part of this lascivious affair. 

“Your best friend needs you in there,” Mike says. “My stepdaughter needs you. She didn’t betray your trust. That’s on both of you.”

I understand. “R-Right.” 

He reaches down and takes my hand in his. Squeezes softly. “That’s a good girl.”

Then he guides my hand to his stiff cock. Wraps my fingers around his thick length. 

I stare down at him growing bigger, and feel a sense of control and power as I realize I’m doing this to him—that I’m making him feel so good. 

He’s sticky, warm, and I need that pillar of cockmeat inside me. There’s no two ways about it: I’m obsessed with Mia’s stepdad. 

So I let Mike tear me out of my clothes. Standing there as I stroke him. Then I let him palm my huge tits, fondling me and pressing into me, making me his. 

I let him turn me around and slam me against the wall, my cheek pressed down on the cold surface as he pumps my ass out, squares my legs into a sturdy foundation, and shoves his cock inside me. 

I mewl and gasp when he enters me, perhaps harder and thicker than I’ve ever felt him.

My pussy clamps down around his cock and he growls. “That’s what I’m talking about, little girl. My tight, sweet little slave.” 

“Yes, master!” 

He fucks me right there in the hallway. Pumping hard, letting my moans carry through the corridor on the air so that they meld with Mia’s.

No, they compete with Mia’s, both of us seeing who can get louder.

Mike holds my face against the wall, squishing my cheek. He keeps me stationary as he fucks me standing from behind. With every vicious thrust of his big dick, my curves jiggle and my ass ripples. 

How did this happen? I wonder. How did I succumb to him so fast? Within minutes?! 

It’s because I finally let my body win out. I drowned out my logical mind and decided to take a risk. 

If Mike Stokes wants me, who am I to disobey? He deserves to ruin my body. 

He confirms my thoughts seconds later, growling as he cups my huge swinging tits from around my body. “With a curvy body and fat tits like this, you were made to be fucked, Georgia. Understand? You were made for pleasure.” 

“I-I understand, master!”

I cum on his cock, clench down, and he pulls out to let me writhe and jiggle in peace. 

Then he’s back inside me, penetrating deep, trying to destroy my guts. “But you know I can’t let Mia and Garret win this, right?”

“You’re so competitive, sir.”

“I know. And I also know you don’t want to let them have all the fun, do you?”

I shake my head adamantly. The wet squelching of his cock surging into my pussy sounds out through the house, bouncing off the walls and the windows.

“Then let’s go pay those two fuckers a visit, shall we, my little slave?”

“Yes, master. Please!”

With that, Mike’s stacked muscles flex. He grunts as he puts his hands beneath my thick thighs and hoists me off the ground. All while his cock stays wedged inside me.

I yell out in bliss when his dick dips and curves with the movements of my body. My feet leave the ground and dangle, carry-fucked. I put them against the wall to push against him as he thrusts up into me from below.  

With a gasp, I lose myself and cum. Fluids spill out of me, coating his cock, giving him more room to slide deep inside. 

Finally, Mike starts to move. He walks down the hall with me planted on his cock, carrying me. Each bounce of his feet on the hard floor makes his dick jolt inside me, and I let out little sounds of content as we make our way back to the room.

“Look who I found,” Mike chuckles as we enter the room. 

I put my hands over my face to hide my embarrassment.

“Oh my, Georgia,” Dad purrs, tsking like I’ve disappointed him. “You’re as much of a slut as your little friend here, planting yourself on him like that.” 

Mike brings me to the bed, and with a heave and a groan, he plops me forward on the edge of it. My knees hit the carpeted floor and I wince, with my elbows on the bed. 

I’m staring across at Mia now, her face pinched with worry and ecstasy. 

She smiles at me, “H-Hi.”

“Hi,” I say, blushing dark as crimson. 

Mike pushes me onto the bed and I surge forward, lifted once more. I let out a little noise when his heavy balls clap against my cheeks and he starts to buck his hips and fuck the feeling out of me. 

I’m inches from Mia’s face now. 

Then, to my utter shock, Mia says, “You know I love you, right?”

While she’s getting fucked. Talking like she’s high, or drunk, or just filled with bliss from my dad behind her.

“Aw, isn’t that cute,” Mike says behind me. He spanks my fat ass, and I know it’s going to leave a handprint. “What do you say to that, girl?”

“I . . . I love you too, Mia,” I say, blushing. 

“Then do something about it, sweetheart,” Garret says. “Show your love to each other.”

Our bodies jiggle from the men behind us, dominating us, making us theirs. But my eyes get lost in Mia’s dark orbs, and she licks her lips, and they suddenly look so kissable and perfect.

“I don’t want to be mad at you,” I croak. A stab of pure pleasure zings through my body, and I’m nearing a climax. 

“I don’t either,” she says, and then makes a suggestion. “Let’s cum together?”

I nod—shy and timid. The same girl she’s always known. Except now my fat tits are hanging down right in front of her, and she’s watching them pendulously swing while her stepfather takes his frustrations out on my tight pussy. 

We’re both naked. Both young and full of life. 

I lean forward and kiss her. 

My eyes close once hers do. Our lips rumble, smearing around from the shaking of our bodies. 

My hand closes around hers, and we lift ourselves from our doggystyle positions until we’re on our knees. 

The men are still fucking us, but now we’re holding hands, palms entwined, fingers threaded together as we make out for the dominant older men in our lives.

No, not for them. For us. 

“I’m gonna cum,” I say in a soft voice, a whisper only she can hear.

“Do it,” she says, and then kisses my lips. “I’ll cum with you. Together.” She smiles. 

It’s so lewd and sweet, it hurts. So ridiculous and over-the-top, I’m not even sure if this is real life or if I’m just dreaming this surreal experience. 

But the orgasm is very real. It’s intense, and Mike groans behind me as he stuffs my pussy full of cock. 

On the other side, I watch as Mia’s face twists. Her O-face is beautiful, eyes screwing up, face pinching as utter pleasure envelops her and she loses herself to a mind-numbing, body-shaking orgasm. 

We cum together, and I slam my lips over hers again. We moan and vibrate and gyrate at the same time, and the men say nothing while we cum—they simply watch us give into the pleasure and become one with one another. 

Best friends again, except now with an entirely lewd, new future ahead of us.
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Chapter Five


Mia
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I never planned to kiss my best friend, especially after spilling our secrets like I did. But she just looked so . . . kissable. Voluptuous, with her curvy body swaying and moving in front of me, our faces inches apart.

It seemed like the right thing to do at the time.

Our friendship isn’t ruined. If anything, we’ve reached a new pinnacle—a new state of intimacy that neither of us could have ever expected.

Now, I’m cumming my brains out with my tongue swirling with Georgia’s. She tastes like peaches and the ocean. She’s beautiful, heavy tits swinging forward with every thrust from my stepdad behind her.

We’ve created a connected foursome, cock to pussy and mouth to mouth. None of us will be the same after this, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I can feel th energy and pressure swirling between us like a physical thing. 

My hands cup Georgia’s massive tits and my fingers dig in, disappearing into the softness of them. I pinch her big hard nipples and she lets out a little moan in my mouth. It’s adorable and sexy, lighting a fire inside me.

Meanwhile, her dad pummels my pussy from behind and dominates me. I’m jiggling just as much as she is, even if my body doesn’t have the same enviable wobble that hers does. 

The two hard men behind us let us both move forward on the bed, to explore one another. This has become something that even they can’t stop, and I don’t think they want to, judging by the hardness of Garret’s cock inside me.

I’m smaller than Georgia is, which is why I was so shocked to see Mike carry her in on his cock like she weighed nothing at all. Just shows his strength above anything else, those ripped muscles bulging with veins and power.

My size allows me to scoot in underneath her, so her tits plop down on my head. I crawl and roll upside down, forcing Garret’s cock out of my cunt for a moment. 

He growls in frustration, but then sees what I’m doing.

Underneath my best friend, I flick my tongue over her engorged clit. She cries out and tenses, body jiggling all over me. My stepdad’s balls smack into my forehead, and I reach up blindly to grope Georgia’s hanging breasts.

Together, my stepdad and I make her unravel. Her fluids spill on my face as I give into my dirtiest desires and eat her out while her pussy is stuffed full of my stepdad’s cock. 

“Oh fuck, oh God! I’m cumming again!” she screams, and she falls forward . . . 

Right onto my pussy. 

Oh shit, I think aimlessly as her mouth folds over my pussy lips and she starts returning the favor and eating me out. I’m sixty-nining my best friend! 

I squeeze my thighs around her face and force her lower, making her tongue dive into my pussy. She clamps her cunt down on Mike’s pummeling dick and oozes out cum and juices. She tastes incredible, and the feeling at my core is like a fluttering feather. 

One wrong move and I’ll explode all over her. She may not be a squirter like me, but she’s plenty wet. And she’s about to find out something about her best friend in the most obscene way. 

“I can’t hold it!” I yell. 

Her body shakes from the force of Mike’s thrusts. He grunts and growls, saying, “I’m going to fill you so full of cum you’ll feel like bursting, Georgia.”

“No!” I yell. “I want your cum, stepdaddy!”

“You can both have it, little slut.”

My voice is muffled with Georgia’s ass and pussy planted on my face. She’s face-sitting me, making it so I can hardly breathe underneath her. Grinding her hips in a reflexive way, even as she stuffs her face full of my cunt. 

We both cum at the same time, writhing and squirming, letting loose. 

Except when I explode, I really explode, and the force of my ejaculation paints her and splashes her in a clear waterfall. 

She lets out a yelp of surprise, laughing at the same time, and plays with my pussy with the heel of her palm until I’m finished erupting. Meanwhile, her trembling stops. 

Then we’re both heaving, ruined messes.

But Mike and Garret aren’t done.

Georgia’s dad yanks me down the edge of the bed by my legs. “I’m tired of watching my daughter get all the pleasure. You’re mine.”

He lifts me up, my boneless body easily pliable in his strong arms. He might not be as big and muscled as Mike, but he’s no slouch. His body tautens and I hug him as my legs and body leave the bed and circle around his waist. 

Then he plants my pussy on his huge cock, and I let out a breathless moan. “Too . . . much,” I croak, about to lose consciousness again. My pussy is too tender, but Garret doesn’t care. He’s hellbent on making sure I’m overloaded with pleasure. 

“Get over here, Mike,” Garret orders my stepdad, and to my surprise, he listens. 

With a grunt, Mike pulls his cock out of Georgia’s inert body. She’s facedown, ass up, and when he yanks out of her she plops to the side to watch what’s going on with me. 

Garret’s hands fumble around blindly underneath me, spreading my fat, wobbly ass cheeks, baring my winking asshole for my stepdad. “Stuff your cock in that little hole,” he orders.

“Right,” Mike says with another grunt. “Great idea, partner.”

My eyes widen as my stepdad’s bulbous cockhead kisses the tight bundle of nerves of my asshole, while Garret keeps me spread wide open. “Wait, oh fuck. You’re too big to stick that thing in my little asshole, daddy.” I tighten my grip around Garret’s body, hugging him fiercely. 

Mike laughs behind me. “No I’m not, Mia. If Garret can fit, so can I.”

“But he’s in my pussy! You’re talking about my ahhhh!” 

My voice ends on a wail as my stepdaddy shoves his cock into my rear and stretches me wide. I can feel both of their giant cocks now, only kept separate by the thin bit of membrane separating my pussy and asshole.

They have me filled, gaped, and stuffed. 

Then they start moving me on top of them. Working together, as business partners and sex partners. They dive in and out of my pussy and ass, making way for the other in tandem. 

It’s like they’ve one this before. Were made for this.

Meanwhile, my thoughts become brainless. My words become garbled. I’m shaking and cumming and spilling all over them—leaking from every orifice.

I’ve never felt so stuffed and full.

The two bastards bounce me on their cocks for a full ten minutes before I start to lose track of everything around me. 

To my side, I see Georgia on the bed, fingering herself madly as she watches, moaning with a slack jaw. 

“You can take it, bestie!” she yells, acting like my cheerleader.

All I can do is shout and scream and moan. “Ahhh! Fuuuck!” 

I’m rising and falling, ascending and descending. The world blurs around me, and they’re only moving faster and faster. I can’t take it any longer. My insides are completely ruined, beaten up, and molded to their cocks. I won’t be able to walk or sit right for a week, and I’m not sure my pussy and ass will ever be the same after this raucous fuck session.

I only came here to spill my guts to Garret. 

Now they’re pounding my guts into absolute submission, and it’s the greatest feeling in the world. I cum for a fifth, sixth, seventh time, until I’m climaxing so much and so hard I lose count. 

I’m a broken toy at that point.

I’m in a constant state of bliss as they grunt and manhandle me like I’m their personal sex doll. Neither of them seems to mind that their balls are smacking into each other with the upswings, bending their knees and destroying my holes. 

Georgia jumps up from the bed, abruptly. 

I yelp when she squeezes into the melee, from behind Mike. She doesn’t want to get too close to her own dad, which I totally understand . . . but even this is absurdly taboo and questionable. 

She starts playing with my nipples and kisses me, batting her arms around the two men holding me. 

My eyes roll wildly. I lose consciousness from the sheer bliss, drooling out both sides of my mouth. 

Georgia dominates me just like the men, and she finally moves down to slap and finger my aching clit and create more friction than ever—her fingers mere inches from her dad’s enormous cock pelting up into me. 

I shake and writhe, and the darkness takes hold.

Then SLAP—

I burst awake with another intense orgasm as Georgia slaps me across the face. “No passing out on us, Mia!” 

She sounds cute and excited, watching her best friend getting ganged like this. 

Finally, once my arms fall from Garret’s shoulders and my head lulls back against Mike’s chest, I can’t take it anymore. I lose all control of my insides and spray everywhere with a low, guttural groan of defeat. 

Then I pass out on their cocks again, my brain shutting off from the overload of adrenaline and feel-good chemicals. I’ve short-circuited, and I’m not sure how long it takes for me to come back online this time.

What wakes me is the deluge of warmth that spreads through my body. At first I think it’s the wettest dream I’ve ever had . . . 

But then my eyes blink open, half-lidded, and I groan and moan as the two men surrounding me growl like animals. 

I look down and see my belly distended, bulging from the size of their cocks hammering into me. 

Georgia is on her knees now, behind Mike, eating his ass like a good little doggy on all fours. Just like she did to him yesterday while he fucked me and filled me with cum.

It seems Georgia has no problem being a supporting cast member of this little orgy of ours, so long as she gets to cum too. But she’s had nothing close to what I’m feeling.

I’m numb. Destroyed. 

And that’s when I realize what the warmth is—rope after rope of thick cum oozing into both of my holes, my stepdad and my bestie’s dad filling me to the brim. 

Their cocks hilt inside me, planting deep, and fill me with their spunk until it’s flooding out of my gaped asshole and pussy. My belly and womb feel full to bursting. 

Then they gently lower me onto the bed, and I shake and tremble with the final mind-blowing orgasms of the afternoon. 

I hear Mike and Garret’s voices above me, and open my goopy eyes to see them shaking hands at the foot of the bed.

“I think this partnership will work out great,” my stepdad says, nodding. Their cocks are still out, inches apart, still long and thick despite being softer now and flaccid. They’re glistening and dripping cum and lady-juices.  

Garret says, “Agreed, Mr. Stokes.”

Georgia comes over to the bed and hugs me, flinging her soft, voluptuous body on top of mine. 

We make a sweaty, cum-smearing cuddle puddle and watch the men. Once my mind starts to realize what’s happening and I come back online, I take a deep, ragged breath.

I agree with Garret and my stepdad: This is an excellent arrangement. I croak, “W-What about . . . us?”

They look over at us, huddled and naked on the bed, sweaty and cum-filled.

Garret says, “Why, you’re what makes the partnership worth it, little troublemaker. As long as I get to keep filling your holes, I’m happy.”

“Same with me and your daughter, Garret,” Mike says, shrugging. To me, he adds, “I can certainly find time to double-team you with your new daddy, little girl.”

Their words fill me with warmth and love. Almost as much warmth and love as is still trickling out of me. 

I smile before beginning to drift off.

I’m so glad to call Georgia my best friend, and these two dominating men my daddies. 

They’re right: This foursome is going to be amazing. I’m so happy I took charge and was brave enough to spill my secrets to them, to get us all on the same page.

Because look at us now: Blissed out on cloud nine, and with a kinky, forbidden future that no one else can take away from us. 

~
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The End...

of Part 2 of “The Daddy Chronicles!”

~
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Stay tuned for the next steamy, erotic arc of this series, and join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com for the quickest updates on new releases, sales (I have them every month), and free giveaways.

~
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For now, enjoy these other series similar to this one:

~
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Keeping It in the Family: 

CASSIDY’S STEPBROTHER left home five years ago, when she was young. But now she’s of age, Decker is returning, and he’s changed in all the right ways. She has to be careful with her sinfully hot stepbrother, though, because her mom, Gloria, always has a lewd look in her eyes for the young man...

~
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My Unassuming Stepbrother: 

KAILEY WANTS TO FIND out what the big deal is about her stepbrother - how he gets all these gorgeous women, and how she can join the club...

~
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Step Stories:

MADISON GOLD IS BLOSSOMING in all the right places, and she wants a hot boy. Luckily for her, the hottest one around is in her house: stepbrother Dominic Brandt, who puts the “dom” in dominant. 


The Author

Bella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there.  

If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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