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I always know how to make an entrance, but tonight is different. This art auction at Delacroix Manor is more than just an event—it’s a game, and I’m here to win. The Manor, located in Loire Valley, aka ‘Garden of France,’ where only the wealthiest and most posh snobs throw parties.

The room is awash with glittering lights, and the soft hum of whispered conversations mixes with the clink of champagne glasses. Every power player on this side of the ocean is present. The 1% rich and famous, draped in their designer finery, diamonds, and custom-made tuxedos, move through the ballroom like a sea of polished statues. Those truly born in the ‘old money’ have a certain way about them. How they move, how they hold themselves, how they breathe...

But I’m not here for the idle chatter or the overpriced hors d’oeuvres. I’m here for something much more interesting: the art.

Maximillian Blackwell’s private gallery holds something rare, something I can leverage. Rumor has it that one of his paintings is worth tens of millions, but it is locked away behind a secure door in a room that no one but the most trusted has access to. I know how to get in. I have my ways. And once I’m in, the game will be mine.

But then I see him.

My pulse stutters for a fraction of a second. I wasn’t looking for him, but I feel him before I see him. He’s there, his cold, steel-blue eyes scanning the crowd like a predator. Jackson. My father.

I can’t help the way my heart reacts. It has been months since I last saw him—since he started this never-ending chase to drag me back into his world. A place where I have no purpose. A world where my only role is to obey.

His blue eyes lock onto mine across the crowded room. That sharp, calculating gaze—those eyes that know me better than anyone. It’s like being caught in the crosshairs of a gun. But I’m not afraid anymore. Not of him.

I give him a brief, almost casual smile as if it doesn’t matter that he has been hunting me for so long. Then, I turn away, disappearing into the crowd. I want to let him think I’m running. Let him think I’m scared.

I’m not.

I slip through the throngs of wealthy and famous people, my black stilettos clicking sharply on the polished gray marble floor, weaving past them with practiced ease. But I know he’s there, his steel eyes never leaving me. I can feel his gaze like a weight, like a shadow pressing against my skin.

The back doors of the Manor come into view. I know this part well—Blackwell’s private gallery. The security is tight, but nothing I can’t handle. The thrill of it makes my blood hum, like electricity buzzing through my veins. I’m good at this—at staying one step ahead of him. And tonight, I will be no different.

I open the door slowly, careful to make no sound, and step inside. The room is darker than the rest of the mansion, lit only by the soft glow of moonlight streaming through tall windows. The paintings, each one more exquisite than the last, hang around me like silent sentinels, watching my every move.

I can’t resist but take a moment to admire the painting I came for—a painting so valuable and coveted that it can change everything.

A copper-haired archangel, at least 3 meters tall, painted with surgical precision. His glowing skin looks almost fluorescent against the gray, stormy skies behind him. He’s draped in a scarlet tapestry that sensually hides his private parts, and his eyes are painted red to depict the divine fury threatening to strike (me) from above.

He holds a flaming sword in his right hand and a thunderbolt in his left. The golden halo around his copper locks looks like a barbed wire, and his muscles are tense, every last one. He truly is majestic, and somehow, it is fitting—he does seem like he’s about to strike me down with his divinity...

Although I have no intention of taking it with me—at least not yet—I need leverage. Leverage that will keep me free. Free from him.

Then, I hear it. The faint click of footsteps in the hall, just outside the door. He has found me.

My heart doesn’t race—if anything, it steadies, calm and cold, like I have been expecting this moment. I turn, my back straight, and cross the room toward the far wall, where I know the security wire is hidden. I don’t even have to look to find it—my fingers know the way, brushing over the cool stone until I find the small, nearly invisible switch.

The door behind me unlocks with a soft tug and a faint click. My escape is secure.

I stand still for a moment, feeling the light breeze across my naked skin as I wait for the inevitable. And it comes.

“Leighton.”

I hate the way he says my name. So cold. So sure of himself. He’s always like this, so certain that I’ll come crawling back. That I will fall in line. I don’t look at the door. I don’t need to. I know what’s coming next.

I let the silence stretch between us for a few seconds before I speak. “I must admit, Jackson, I didn’t think you’d catch up to me so quickly.”

The words come out easily, as if I were talking to a stranger. But the truth is, everything about this feels different. His presence fills the room, and his authority radiates through the room. It makes the space feel small, closing in on me as if it were just the two of us, a father and a daughter, facing off once again.

“You can’t keep running forever, Leighton,” he says, his voice dropping to a dangerous, familiar growl. “You think you can outsmart me? You’re wrong.”

I smirk, my fingers grazing the edge of a painting nearby. It isn’t the one I came for, but it is a good one. They all are. His words are just noise—empty threats. I know what he wants. He wants me back. He wants control.

“I’m not running,” I reply, turning slowly to face him. “I’m just playing the game. The same game you’ve always played. The one you taught me to be the best at.”

I take a few intentional and slow steps forward, enjoying the way his eyes follow me, the intensity of his blue gaze never leaving mine. I’m in control now.

“But you’ve forgotten something,” I continue, my voice dripping with sweet venom. “I’m better at it than you.”

His jaw clenches at that, the anger barely contained. It is almost amusing how much he hates being outmaneuvered by me. But I’m not done yet. I lean in closer, just enough to close the gap between us, but not too close to let him grab me.

“You’ve always underestimated me, Jackson. You think you know me. But you don’t.”

His eyes harden and turn from spring blue to steel blue. His jaw clenches like stone as he takes a step toward me. His hand shoots out fast as lightning, but I’m already moving. I dance just out of his reach, feeling the rush of adrenaline spike through my blood.

“You think you have me cornered,” I say, my voice dropping to a whisper as I circle him. “But I’ve always been two steps ahead.”

Jackson’s breath quickens, but he doesn’t falter. “You’re my daughter, Leighton. I know you better than anyone.”

I smile, but there is no warmth in it. “That’s where you’re wrong. You don’t know me. Not anymore.” I can feel the tension building between us, thick enough to choke on. He’s close, too close, but not close enough.

I’m not running this time. I’m not hiding. I’m standing my ground.

“You think you can keep running forever?” His voice cracks, just for a second, and in that moment, the weight of his desperation shows through. But I don’t soften. I never do. Not with him.

“No,” I say, my voice low and steady. “I’m done running.” Then, with a single, calculated move, I pull the lever hidden in the wall. A soft hiss fills the room as the hidden door opens wider.

But before I can move, his hand shoots out and catches my wrist. His grip is strong and unyielding, like an iron shackle around my petite wrist.

I look at him, really look at him. There is something in his eyes—something I haven’t seen in years. Something like regret. Or maybe it is just a deeper anger. “Not so fast,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my sweaty skin.

I stand there for a long moment, my chest tight with the fight that is about to come.

“I told you, Jackson,” I say, voice steady. “You’ve finally got me... exactly where you always wanted me.” And, in that moment, I feel both invincible and powerless at the same time. The silence between us thickens, the hum of tension palpable in the air.

I know my father better than anyone. His mind is like a steel trap, honed over years of taking down the most dangerous criminals in the world. Interpol has trained him to be relentless, to see every angle, to predict every move. He has put away the likes of diamond thieves, international smugglers, and art heists worth millions. He’s good—too good.

He taught me to think like him and to stay one step ahead, but he never counted on me using it against him. And tonight? Tonight, I’m playing my own game. Our eyes are locked in a check-mate gaze.

Suddenly, the cold metal of his steel cuffs bite into my wrists, the sharp edges pressing against my soft skin. He cuffs me behind my back. I have to admit, the situation is dangerous. I’m surrounded by priceless art almost within my reach. But there is more at stake here than just the paintings. There is my freedom. There is Jackson, relentless, demanding that I surrender—not just the art, but myself.

My father steps closer, his steel-blue eyes narrowed, analyzing me as if I were just another criminal he has to interrogate. But I’m not just a criminal. I’m his daughter, and he isn’t ready for what that means.

“You know, Leighton,” Jackson’s voice is low, almost purring, “you’ve got one hell of a streak of rebellion in you. I’d almost admire it if it weren’t so damn infuriating.” His lower lip stiffens, and I can’t help but smile. 

“I learned from the best, didn’t I?” I tilt my head, my red hair spilling over my eyes as I meet his gaze with a challenge. The smile I give him is taunting, almost daring. “Did you think I’d just roll over and play nice?”

He doesn’t flinch. Of course he doesn’t. The man has nerves of steel. “You’re a thief, Leighton,” he says, his voice taking on a chilling edge. “You’ve always been good at slipping through the cracks. But not this time. This time, I’m going to make sure you don’t escape.” His eyes flick to my cuffed hands, and I can see the wheels turning in his head.

“Strip search,” he says, his tone abrupt and authoritative. “A thief like you needs to be thoroughly checked. Art thieves are good at hiding things... especially when they think they can outsmart me.”

I raise an eyebrow, half-amused, half-challenged. “You think I’ve hidden the art pieces on me? That’s cute, Jackson.”

He doesn’t respond, his gaze already moving over me, calculating. I can feel the heat of his scrutiny, the weight of his presence in the small, vaulted room. A part of me wants to make a smart-ass remark, but something about the tension between us—the years of resentment, the unresolved emotions—holds me still. This isn’t just about the art anymore.

My father moves behind me, and before I can react, I feel his firm hands on my shoulders, a strong grip as he positions me against the cold marble pillar. His fingers brush against my back as he checks my cuffs, his breath hot against my neck.

“You’re lucky I’m not as brutal as I could be, Leighton,” he murmurs, his voice low. “But I’m done playing nice. You’ve been a headache for far too long. You’re not getting away this time.”

I force my breath to steady, even as I feel the stirrings of something deep inside me—a flicker of anticipation, mixed with the familiar rush of defiance. I’m not going to let him win. Not like this. Not ever.

He reaches around to my front, his hands gliding down my sides, and I tense, every muscle in my body coiled like a spring. His touch is deliberate, and firm, as he checks every inch of me for hidden compartments or stolen pieces of art. It’s almost clinical, but I can feel the pressure building. The way his fingertips linger for just a fraction too long against the curve of my waist, against the delicate skin of my inner thigh.

“You’ve got a lot of nerve,” he says, his voice a low growl, his fingers brushing against my thigh with excruciating slowness. “I’m going to make sure you learn that you can’t just keep getting away with it. You need to understand that.”

I bite back a laugh, despite the sharp sting of tension in my chest. “You think I care what you think?” I ask, barely containing the bite in my voice.

“You will,” he says, his hand sliding down my body, fingers tracing the outline of my zipper. His eyes flick to mine, intense, focused. “Because no one gets away from me. Not you, not anyone.”

I can feel the weight of his words, the unspoken challenge, the heat that has begun to build between us, like a slow burn. He has no idea how much I hate the way he controls everything, how he thinks he can bend me to his will. But I refuse to break for him.

Jackson’s hand moves to my wrist, tugging me around so I face him again. His grip tightens, and I can’t help but inhale sharply as his thumb presses into the pulse point at the base of my throat. The shift in his demeanor is subtle but unmistakable. He’s determined and focused. He isn’t going to let me slip away this time.

I force myself to meet his gaze, my green eyes steady, even as my heart races. “You think you’ve got me cornered, don’t you?”

A flicker of something—what? Amusement? Satisfaction?—crosses his face. He leans in, his voice soft but insistent, right against my ear. “I know you, Leighton. You’re not as clever as you think. But I’ll admit, you’ve got a hell of a way of making things interesting. Now, let’s see if you’re just as good at telling the truth.”

I clench my jaw, refusing to give in. “You’ll never break me, Jackson.”

Dad’s low, dangerous laugh makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. “I’m not trying to break you, sweetheart. I’m trying to make you see reason.” His fingers move to my side, pressing into the sensitive skin just below my ribs. “Where are the art pieces, Leighton?”

I don’t answer. I won’t answer.

Jackson sighs, the sound low and almost resigned, and for a moment, I think I see something else in his eyes—something softer. Then, just as quickly, the mask slips back into place. “You’ll tell me,” he says, his tone like steel. “One way or another.”

I meet his eyes defiantly, determined to hold my ground. “You can’t force me, Jackson.”

A beat of silence passes, and then—just like that—his hand drops to my ass, delivering a sharp slap. “Tell me where the paintings are,” he growls, his voice thick with authority.

I gasp, my body jolting at the sudden impact. It stings, but there is something else in it—something that makes my breath catch. I swallow hard, my thoughts swirling as the room feels smaller, the pressure between us more palpable.

But I refuse to let him win. Not now, and definitely not like this!

The tension in the room is suffocating. Every breath I take feels heavier, the weight of Jackson’s presence looming over me like a dark storm. He moves around me slowly, deliberately—like a predator circling its prey. But I’m not just some helpless animal. I’m his daughter, and no matter how much he tries to force me into submission, I’m not going down without a fight.

“You’ve always been so damn stubborn,” Jackson mutters, his voice low, like the rumble of thunder just before a storm breaks. I can feel his eyes on me, sharp and calculating, reading me like a book. His hand hovers inches from my shoulder, but he doesn’t touch me, not yet.

I meet his gaze, my green eyes defiant, just like they always are. But this time, something’s different. Something about the way he’s looking at me, his gaze locked with mine, makes the air between us feel electric, thick with years of unsaid words, of unfinished business.

“I’m not scared of you, Jackson,” I say, my voice steady, though my pulse hammers in my throat. “You can try all you want, but I’m not going to give in to you.”

He chuckles, low and dangerous, like he knows something I don’t. “You think you can outsmart me? You think you’ve got control of this situation?”

I don’t respond. Instead, I shift my weight, trying to ignore the feeling of the cold marble against my skin. The vault is quiet, except for the distant hum of the air conditioning and the faint sound of my own breathing. The paintings around us—exquisite works of art, silently judging, their eyes following every movement—feel like silent witnesses to this twisted little game we are playing.

Then, without warning, Jackson’s hand shoots out, grabbing my wrist and yanking me toward him. His grip is tight, unyielding. For a split second, I see a flicker of something in his eyes—something that feels like a cross between rage and something darker, something more possessive. 

“You’ve always been a headache, Leighton,” he says, his voice tight with restraint. “And you’re going to learn that you can’t just keep running. Not from me. Not anymore.”

Before I can react, he forces me to my knees, the cold stone floor scraping against my skin. My heart stutters in my chest—not from fear, but from the power he holds over me in this moment. I’m not just in a physical position of submission. I’m in a mental one, too... so much for not letting him win.

I look up at him, my head tilted back, forcing myself to meet his gaze. “What do you want from me, Jackson?” I ask, my voice trembling only slightly. “You want the art? Fine. It’s not going anywhere. But why this? Why now?”

He doesn’t answer immediately. Instead, he takes a step back, his eyes moving over me like he’s deciding what to do next. The room is still, the quiet stretching into something suffocating. And then, with a slow, deliberate motion, Jackson unclips his black belt with a silver buckle. The sound of leather sliding through loops echoes in the otherwise silent room, and a shiver runs down my exposed spine.

The next thing I know is that his belt snaps through the air, and its crack is like a warning shot. The sound makes my breath catch, my chest tightens, my exposed nipples harden, and I feel the hair on the back of my neck stand up. I try to ignore the surge of heat that rushes through me and try to force myself to focus, but it’s impossible.

The power he holds over me in that moment—it’s not just physical. It’s psychological, too. It always had been.

“I don’t want the art, Leighton,” he says, his voice barely above a whisper, but the intensity behind it makes every word feel like a command. “I want you to stop running from me. I want you to stop pretending you are free of me.”

I feel his hand hovering just above my head, the leather belt held loosely between his fingers. For a moment, I think he might hit me, and the anticipation of it makes my stomach churn with a mix of fear and something else. Something darker.

“You’re a law-breaker,” he continues to mock me, his voice almost a growl. “And I’ve been chasing you for too long to let you slip away now. I’m not going to let you keep pretending like you can’t be controlled. Like you can outsmart me.”

He steps forward, the tip of his belt just inches from my face. I look up at him, defiant, despite everything. “You think you’ve won?” I spit the words heavy with resentment. “You think you can make me go back... to you?!”

His full lips curl into a cruel smile, his blue eyes never leaving mine. “We’ll see, won’t we?”

As he says that, his belt moves again, a snap too fast for me to react to, and the sharp crack of leather against my skin rings in the air. He hits me right on my ass, and it stings, but there is also another, more sinister sensation—I can feel myself becoming wet.

“Tell me where the paintings are, Leighton,” Jackson says, his voice like a storm that’s just beginning to break. “Or I’ll make you regret it.” And as the leather belt meets my skin again, I realize something. He isn’t just trying to control me. He’s trying to break me. But the more he pushes, the more I have the urge to resist.

However, the faster he hits me with his belt all over my behind and pussy, the more it stings, the wetter I become. I close my eyes firmly to stop the tears, not just from pain but from the defeat I feel from getting aroused by this kind of treatment from him. As I try to subdue the desire within, I feel him shift behind me, menacingly, and suddenly I feel him spread my legs with his own.

His harsh fingers press into my raw skin from the beating. I yelp and he chuckles. His hands go up, over my raw ass, up my spine, and then I hear a ripping sound—he splits my black dress in half, exposing my sweaty body to the cold, air-conditioned air. I shiver, and he growls above me. He grabs a fistful of my red hair in his right hand and pulls me backwards into him.

“You’re going to tell me where the art pieces you stole are, Leighton, or you are going to taste the full extent of my fury.”

I sob, but I tell him, “No,” defiantly.

“So, you’re asking for it, as always.” He growls into the back of my ear, and I feel him press firmly into my wet spot.

His belt is already off, so all he needs to do is unzip his pants, which he does, and the sound breaks me.

He turns me around and forces me on my knees. The marble is bitingly cold, and it pains my sweaty skin. “You will look at me as you do this Leighton.” I shake my head as tears roll down my face. Suddenly, his hand grips my face firmly like a steel press. I cry out and open my eyes. He’s looming over me like that archangel painting; the only thing missing is actual lightning and storm. However, he brings that all on his own, and it can be seen in his unforgiving eyes.

“Suck.” There is no room for disobedience in his tone.

I open my mouth and take his enormous cock in. As I do so, his eyes lose that steel focus for a second. At the same time, I can feel my pussy dripping wet with arousal, and I don’t know who I hate more at that moment—him or myself. But I proceed to suck because that is what I’m best at, according to him. I’m a natural-born talent for sucking cock. 

All the times he praised me for taking care of his member came rushing back, and my tears started rolling down my cheeks. But I still look at him defiantly, his gaze hardens at that, and he slaps me before he pushes my head down on his cock and makes me choke on it.

“Suck harder.” Is all he says, but I know that he means ‘this will teach you’. So I do. I don’t want to get slapped again. He’s bigger and stronger than I am. I do the thing that makes him undone. I twirl my tongue around his girth as I vacuum the tip of his glans with my throat.

His grip on the back of my head tightens, and I can hear him moan involuntarily. I start sucking faster, his grip becomes looser. I look up at him through the tears, and I see him watching me, but with something that almost resembles tenderness in his blue eyes. That makes me choke on the emotions that swell up from my gut, and he feels it as his knees shake for a moment.

He grabs the back of my entire head and forces me to take him in deeper down my throat. I choke for real this time but still look him in the eyes. I can tell that he both hates and loves that.

I can see it when he’s about to come; his blue eyes lose their usual focus and sharpness, and his pupils dilate. A couple more thrusts as I choke, and I feel his hot sperm filling up my throat and nose. My green eyes roll at the back of my head, and he growls loudly. This buys me time to unlatch my diamond bracelet and get the all-purpose key.

“Atta girl,” he says mockingly before he lifts me up. I grip the key tightly in my left palm, focusing on its position. What I don’t anticipate is him pushing me against the marble pillar and entering my silk folds.

I hiss as I adjust to his size, my juices coating us both.

“You naughty minx, you are so wet I slid right into you.” He whispers in my ear, and I tighten around his girth. He swallows a primal growl, and his chest vibrates with it. I shiver from it all. He grabs my breasts and kneads them like dough. I cry out because they are my weak spot, and he knows that all too well.

His rhythm becomes faster and faster as he pounds me into the hard, cold marble column. He turns me around while still deep inside me and makes me face him. As he’s taller than me, he grabs my jaw and forces me to look at him. He growls that deep, authoritative bass of his, sniffs my neck behind my ear and my hair, licks my jaw, and forces his tongue right into my small mouth.

I wriggle and moan beneath his weight, but he mercilessly pounds into me, all the while holding my jaw in place with one hand, and gripping me tightly behind the waist with the other.

I feel him grip me tighter, and his breathing becomes erratic. He’s fighting to last a little bit longer, but I’m gripping him with my inner walls, because he’s right... I’m a minx, and I have more than a couple of tricks up my proverbial sleeve.

“I’m going to fill you up, you sultry thief!” He whispers through his clenched teeth into my mouth. He pushes his thick tongue deeper down my throat and thrusts himself into me one last time.

As he does, I cum harder than ever before in my life, and I manage to unlock the steel cuffs that are rubbing against the cold marble behind my back. This is it. It’s time I disappear again. I got what I came for...

He lets me down, and I waste no second... Despite deer legs, I bolt through the hidden door to my right that I’d released earlier, slide beneath the two of the tallest paintings, and slip into a dark, stone corridor, carrying my heels and my ripped dress in my arms.

I don’t turn back to see if he’s on my tail. I just ran for my life, and all the while, his hot cum drips down my legs.

I run for a good 5 or 6 minutes and make sure he isn’t following behind me. I finally reach the end of the narrow tunnel and emerge into the starry night.

A sudden light blinds me for a second, and just as I think I escaped him—he’s there, standing tall and smug, fearsome and poised, as if he didn’t just cum in me 5 minutes ago with trembling knees. Not a hair out of place. Tie and belt tightened, crisp shirt tucked into his pants. 

A venomous smirk blossoms on his firm face. “Well, well, well, Leighton... aren’t you a minx caught in a bear trap?” he says as he approaches me with a pair of plastic cuffs that I can’t unlock with an all-purpose key.

I let my clothes and heels drop to the ground, and I cross my arms under my naked breasts. I see his blue gaze trail down to my pink nipples, but his expression turns darker instead of lighter.

“Your game is over, Leighton, and you are mine again,” he says as he takes off his tuxedo jacket and puts it over my nakedness. But not before he makes sure my wrists are firmly tied with the plastic retainer.

He leads me by my shoulders towards his black BMW and whispers in my ear, “It’s a shame. I enjoyed this game of hide-and-seek, especially the punishment part.”

I smirk because I know I won’t be behind bars for long. And it won’t be long before I let him catch and punish me again.
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	          A Filthy Foursome With Dad and Older Brother After Performing

          
        
          
	          Threesome With Dad and A Model At His Studio

          
        
          
	          Dad And Others Leave A Mess In My Pussy 12 Story Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dad is a Brutal Monster Bundle

          
        
          
	          Hunted by Dad Then Raped and Bred as Punishment

          
        
          
	          Raped By Dad for Upsetting Mom At a Halloween Party

          
        
          
	          Dad Whips and Rapes Me To Teach Me a Lesson

          
        
          
	          Dad Punishes Me For Stalking Him To A Sex Club

          
        
          
	          Dad Hunts and Breeds Both My Virgin Holes on Halloween

          
        
          
	          Dad Reads My Filthy Diary Then Stretches My Holes

          
        
          
	          Dad Drugs, Fists Then Rapes Me At The Park

          
        
          
	          Dad’s Surprise Appearance While Live-Streaming For My OF Fans

          
        
          
	          Dad and Older Brother Correct My Attitude in Their Secret Sex Dungeon.

          
        
          
	          Professor Dad Gapes My Asshole For Being a Brat

          
        
          
	          Dad is a Brutal Monster 10 Story Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      From Sub to Love Series

          
        
          
	          Bratty By Nature Novel (Book 1)

          
        
          
	          Bound by the Bodyguard (Book 2)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Getting Freaky And Sticky With My Brother(s) Collection

          
        
          
	          Annual Check-Up With My Doctor Brothers Gets Sticky

          
        
          
	          Suckled and Holes Filled by My Brothers Before Christmas

          
        
          
	          Serviced by my Triplet Brothers During Our Father’s Wedding

          
        
          
	          Pounded in the Dirty Alleyway for Daring to Stand Up to My Thug Brother

          
        
          
	          My Twin Brother Stretches My Ass While Stuck In The Same Hotel Room on a Family Vacation

          
        
          
	          My Grinch Brother Fills My Pussy In My Office

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Keeping it in the Family Incest Collections (Bundles)

          
        
          
	          Begging Dad To Fuck My Aching Holes: A 3 Short Story Bundle

          
        
          
	          Taboo Fucking My Brother: A 3 Short Story Bundle

          
        
          
	          My Brother’s Willing Fucktoy: A 4 Short Story Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mafia Princess Free-Use Cunt Serial

          
        
          
	          My Brother Brutally Fucks Me As Punishment

          
        
          
	          Baiting My Brother With My Bestfriend

          
        
          
	          Halloween Gangbang With My Brother, Bestie and Cuck Fiancé

          
        
          
	          Dad and Older Brother Rape and Break Me For Messing With Cartel Business

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Making Dad Feral For My Holes Bundle

          
        
          
	          Baiting Special Agent Dad To Hunt and Rail Me At An Art Auction

          
        
          
	          Governor Dad Stalks and Punishes Me For Missing a Fundraiser

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      My Mafia Dad Brutally Takes My Virginity Bundle

          
        
          
	          My Mafia Dad Hunts and Rapes Me in the Woods to Prove a Point

          
        
          
	          Raped and Broken for Disrespecting my Mafia Dad

          
        
          
	          My Mafia Dad Destroys My Holes For Messing With Mob Business

          
        
          
	          My Mafia Dad Brutally Takes My Virginity After I Failed My Mission

          
        
          
	          My Mafia Dad Takes My Virginity Bundle #1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pussy Inspections While My Daughter Sleeps: A Somnophilia Collection

          
        
          
	          My Daughter Squirts On Me While She Sleeps

          
        
          
	          Breeding My Daughter While She Sleeps

          
        
          
	          My Sleepwalking Daughter Milks My Cock

          
        
          
	          My Daughter Begs Me To Fuck When She’s Asleep

          
        
          
	          Inspecting My Sleeping Daughter's Pussy After She Fucks The Gardener

          
        
          
	          Gifting My Sleeping Daughter My Cock To Celebrate Her Graduation In The Maldives

          
        
          
	          Balls-Deep In My Drunk Daughter's Holes

          
        
          
	          Rutting Into My Drugged-Up Daughter’s Holes While On Tour

          
        
          
	          My Daughter Takes A Sleeping Pill So I Can Fuck Her Guilt-Free on Christmas Day

          
        
          
	          Pussy Inspections While My Daughter Sleeps: A Somnophilia Collection #1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Santa’s Naughty Incest Village Serial

          
        
          
	          Dad and My Older Brother Abuse My Holes After A Disagreement

          
        
          
	          Uncle Drew Breeds My Cunt in a Christmas-Themed Haunted House

          
        
          
	          My Son Breeds and Dominates Me at a Christmas-Themed Masquerade Ball

          
        
          
	          A Family Foursome With My Twin Sister Turns Into Messy Christmas-Themed Thanksgiving

          
        
          
	          Bound and Gagged At A Christmas Gangbang With My Husband and His Family

          
        
          
	          Making My Sisters Compete For My Cum After A Busy Christmas Day

          
        
          
	          Santa’s Naughty Incest Village Serial (Stories 1–6) COMPLETE

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Daddy’s Curvy Princess:  Erotica Short Stories Anthology

          
        
          
	          Naughty BDSM Hardcore StepDaddy Short Story MEGA BUNDLE

          
        
          
	          Kinky Hardcore MEGA Bundle Erotica Short Stories (21-Pack)

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at T. A. BEAU’s site.
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