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“M
 iss Hutchins, are
 you with us?” a stern voice called.

I looked up from my desk with wide eyes, my heart leaping to my throat. Glancing around, I saw that all eyes in the classroom were focused on me—heads swiveled around chairs, the knowing smirk of my friend Holly off to the side.

“Um, sorry, Professor,” I managed to croak, scratching my head. “I am now.”

Professor Miller’s grave face softened, the concerned etch of his brow flattening out. He gave me a small nod, said, “Very well,” and continued his lecture at the front of the class.

But just as quickly as he began speaking again, his words became a muddled mess in my head, like gentle squawking from a bird I really wanted to understand but couldn’t.

It wasn’t the professor’s fault I was such a jumble of nerves and emotions—he was a fine history teacher. No, the blame here lay firmly at the feet of Brady.

My boyfriend . . . or ex-boyfriend, now.

We had broken up earlier in the day amid a flurry of waving arms and god-awful words neither of us could ever take back.

Truth be told, though, I didn’t want
 to take them back. Brady was a dick. He thought he was the Total Badass of school, but really he was just a timid, good-looking fool who had finally gotten on my last nerve.

Plus, I’d been pretty sure he was cheating on me. Still couldn’t prove it, but he didn’t do a great job of denying it, either. Instead, he gaslit me like I
 was the problem in the relationship, saying shit like if I’d “been a more understanding and caring girlfriend,” I’d never have to think that way or let things get as bad as they did.

Ugh. Good riddance, Brady. I hope you and those bimbo cheerleaders hanging off your arm are a perfect miserable fit for each other.


It just sucked that I couldn’t get him out of my head. You know when you leave a heated conversation and then think of all the epic comebacks and quips the next day in the shower? That was how I felt in Professor Miller’s History 101 class.

Was I jealous that Brady seemed to be getting more attention since we’d come to college? Probably. But that didn’t excuse the fact that it felt humiliating having him shove it in my face all the time, trying to act like if I was just more like them,
 things would be better. I’d get more attention and love and all that good stuff.

Maybe I didn’t want
 more attention, Brady! Clearly not, if I’d had a near panic attack after simply being called on by Professor Miller in class.

Anyway. Brady and I had been an item since high school, and we were both now freshmen in college. Now that he was gone, I figured I was going through the grieving process of letting him go, but it was always a struggle when you knew someone so well. It’s not that we had ever had a fairytale relationship or that I thought we’d get married in Greece or something like that . . .

I just wished we could have parted amicably.

As class ended, I let out a heavy sigh and ran my hand through my long dark hair, which felt especially bouncy today. At least I had that going for me—a good hair day. I’d take my wins where I could get them.

Holly bumped my hip with hers as I left the class and headed down the hall. “Couldn’t keep your mind off the prof, huh, Angie?”

Her little hip-check would have annoyed me because of the mood I was in—couldn’t she read the room?—but her light, airy giggle made me smile instead.

When she turned her cute face up to me, her face scrunched up. Holly was a little blondie munchkin with unreasonably wide hips and a heart-shaped face that was impossible not to love. I’d known her since high school, too, and seeing worry on her face made me
 worried. 

“Oh, babe, what’s wrong?” she asked, her jovial attitude disappearing as quickly as it had come on.

I still had my fake smile plastered on my face, but I could never admit to being a great liar. I didn’t put on a façade like many of the other girls at this college.

“What do you mean?” I asked sheepishly.

She cocked her head to the side, eyes narrowing. “That’s the saddest smile I’ve ever seen, hun. You can’t bullshit a bullshitter.”

Okay, touché.

I chewed my bottom lip and looked away, tightening my backpack straps to give my hands something to do. “That obvious, huh?”

Holly nodded, her curly blonde locks bouncing on her shoulders. “What’s up?”

I puffed my cheeks up and slowly exhaled, preparing for the unsolicited life advice my bestie was about to give me, whether I liked it or not. “Brady and I broke up.”

Her jaw practically hit the floor. “The Cherished Brady Bunch?”

I creased my brow, my head whipping over. “Huh?”

“We thought you two would never
 break up! You guys were totally relationship goals.” She wrinkled her tiny nose. “Or at least we thought.”

“Who’s ‘we’?”

“Me and Tori. We had a bet going to see who would make it together out of college. Now I owe that bitch twenty bucks. So thanks.” She rolled her eyes exaggeratedly.

I frowned. “You . . . wagered on my happiness?”

“Only ‘cuz we thought you’d definitely make it!” she cried out.

“Apparently not Tori . . .” I mumbled, trailing off and facing the ground.

“Aw, honey,” Holly said, then leaned in and wrapped her arm around my wait. She perched the side of her head on my shoulder. “I’m sorry. Really. What did the jerk do?”

“Let’s just say he can go off and start a new Brady Bunch of his own, the bastard.”

She scowled. Apparently my bad mood had rubbed off on her, or she was putting on a good front for friendships’ sake. Either way, I appreciated having someone always in my corner.

I could have said, “I burned his house down and he had the audacity to break up with me,” and Holly would have replied, “Isn’t that what home insurance is there for? What an asshole.”

“I’m guessing you don’t want to get into it,” she said as we made it outside. It was a sunny afternoon in San Diego, without a cloud in the sky. I wished it was the weekend.

“Not really,” I said, donning my sunglasses that took up half my face and made me look like a fly—just how I liked it.

Seconds later, though, something must have flipped a switch inside me, because I started yammering anyway. Apparently I did
 want to talk about it.

“He was just so needy and greedy, you know?” I said, earning an emphatic guffaw from Holly, as if she actually knew what I meant.

“Reminds me of Jerome,” she said, shaking her head.

I raised a brow.

“Remember the boytoy I had for a while that we met at Tori’s house party?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, vaguely remembering said house party and said boytoy. If it had been a Tori Party ™, I surely had been plastered. “I just can’t believe people are still named Jerome.
 ”

She barked a high laugh. “Or Brady!”

“Ha!” I snickered, finding myself laughing for real
 for the first time all day. Holly could always cheer me up.

“Anyway.” She slapped a well-manicured hand at me, her hips sashaying exaggeratedly in case any boys were watching us prance out of the Humanities Building or anything.

Holly was always concerned with looking her best—definitely a more girly girl than me—but it seemed to work out in her favor. Maybe not in the relationship department, because those were typically short flings . . . but in the getting laid department? Lord Almighty. 

“Brady was soft,” she said at last, shrugging nonchalantly. “Always thought so, but could never tell it to your face because you two were still together.”

For being so short, she had a mighty fine way of demeaning others and being blunt. I attributed it to her Texan upbringing.

“But I thought you were the one who bet we would
 make it to the end of college together?” I asked suspiciously, a small smile creeping up the corner of my lips because I thought I had her. “So what does that say about me?”

“Birds of a feather,” she said with a wink.

My mouth fell open. “Holly! I’m not a softie!”

She threw her head back and cackled. “You’re sweet, Angie. The reason I gambled on you was because you were together since, when?”

“Sophomores of high school,” I drawled, shaking my head, then added with a mumble, “what a waste of time.”

“Exactly. And you’re a freshman in college now? That’s a long time! It seemed inevitable you’d get married young, have little tykes by twenty five, and call it a day.”

“Jeez, you make me sound so helpless and hopeless.”

She shrugged. “It’s a whole new day.”

We reached a part of the sidewalk that went two directions: left to the parking lot, or right to the bus stop.

I started veering right . . .

“Where ya going?” she asked.

“Um, the bus,” I replied, scratching my head.

She sighed and flapped her hand at me again. “Jesus, girl, when are you finally gonna learn to drive? Come on, I’m taking you.”

“I’m in the middle of it!” I whined, slowly venturing toward her. “And thank you.”

We made it to her beat-up Nissan Altima. I threw my backpack in the back and lurched into the passenger seat. Though Holly always looked like a million bucks, the same couldn’t be said about her car. But she had bought it from her mom—pink sheet and everything—and was a hard-working waitress paying her way through college, and I loved that about her. She didn’t complain and didn’t want any handouts.

“Maybe you can get that hunky stepdad of yours to teach you and ride you around,” she said with a delicious smirk on her face once we started driving. “I wouldn’t mind taking him for a ride if you’re not up to it.” 

My eyes bulged and my voice rose about thirty-seven octaves. “H-Holly!”

“What?!” she retorted, equally as loud. “Don’t tell me you haven’t mulled the idea around once or twice in that pretty little head of yours. You’re too pure, Angie.”

Well, the truth was, I had . . . but I didn’t want to think about that right now. And I definitely
 didn’t want Holly to know about my corrupt, inner thoughts on Vincent Sorenson—my mom’s husband.

I mean, shit, just that name alone: Vincent Sorenson. It sounded so fucking manly and—

“Want to hear my thoughts on the whole thing?” Holly asked, thankfully breaking me away from going down the rabbithole I’d been headed for.

“Nope.”

“It sounds like you need a bad boy,” she said, ignoring me completely.

I sighed and looked out the window at the bus stop as it blurred by. “I don’t think I need a boy
 at all. I’m tired of boys.”

Holly snickered and I looked over to see her waggling her eyebrows. “Oh? Gonna start batting for the other team now?” She leaned over conspiratorially. “Believe me, I’ve dabbled a couple times myself, and I have nothing against a good scissor—”

“W-What? No!” I stammered, flustered. “I just mean I need a freaking man
 !”

“That’s the spirit!”

My face was heating up, though I couldn’t tell if it was from embarrassment, lust, or anger. Or maybe all three. I rolled down my window and let the wind blow through my hair and swish over my face until I could hardly see anything in front of me.

Yes . . . I needed a man. Holly was right—kind of. I didn’t need someone blaming me for shit that was out of my control, or gaslighting me, or projecting, or portraying all those insecurities that guys my age had.

I needed a mature, commanding, powerful . . . man.

And there was one in particular that I couldn’t get out of my mind. All it had taken up was bringing up his name a single time, briefly, and my thoughts had swirled with the taboo possibilities. 

Shit.

I was back in the rabbithole.
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Chapter Two

Vincent
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I
 raked my hand through
 my shaggy hair as I climbed into my Beemer, then scratched the stubble at my cheek. It was all getting rather unkempt, but whatever. I was feeling a bit defeated and lost.

I just sat in the driver’s seat for a moment, preparing myself for the ride home . . . which I wasn’t particularly looking forward to.

Things weren’t going well with me and Jodie.

I couldn’t say when
 exactly it started happening, or when we started growing apart, only that it had. I suppose it was inevitable—marriages these days never seemed to last. It was a harsh truth of life.

But she used to be so, I dunno, fun.
 What happened to her?

I worked my ass off at my firm all day, paid all the bills, and then I came home to a nagging, sarcastic chick who didn’t even seem like she wanted to be in the same room as me, much less the same house.

When had she become such a . . . cold-hearted bitch?

I didn’t like to think of women in those terms, but there was no other way to describe Jodie Hutchins in her current form.

She had become such a control freak. Everything had to be her way or the highway. There was no compromise in our relationship anymore, and the whole thing made me feel . . . old. Not loved. And I was barely even forty! 

The truth was, I was just going through the motions these days.

Though I’d never say it out loud, I had always considered myself somewhat of an alpha male. I’d never had problems getting women, and at work I walked the walk. I wasn’t a loudmouth, arrogant asshole, but more of an assertive figure that people could look to for help.

Shit, maybe that’s the problem? I make myself sound as controlling as Jodie, and that’s no good.  

There was also the fact I hadn’t been laid in ages, which sucked. I’d been finding myself getting hornier and hornier lately, but with no one but myself to relieve the tension.

I was tired of waking up and staring down at my happy-go-lucky cock pitching a tent in my sheets, only to see the bed beside me empty and have to take care of the problem myself. Of course, I couldn’t blame my cock. It wasn’t his fault, and he didn’t know any better.

He just liked stuffing warm holes and being enveloped in that wet, tight embrace.

But even when we did fuck on rare occasions, that warm embrace
 was no longer there. It was like screwing a cold cavern. I always made her cum, but it was becoming more and more difficult for Jodie to do the same for me—to convince myself that my wife still cared about me.

And that was a serious problem.

It was definitely wearing on me how almost anti-arousing Jodie had become in my eyes.

As I drove from downtown to our little neighborhood across the way, weaving through stop-and-go traffic, all these grim thoughts played out in my head, as they had the entire week. And the week before that, ad infinitum.


Is she cheating on me?
 was a common one. Probably. But she’d be a dumbass if I ever caught her, because then she couldn’t take half my shit in the inevitable divorce.

And my half of the shit was much
 larger than her half, her being a schoolteacher and all.

Maybe our schism had something to do with that? Jodie being angry or embarrassed that I made so much more than her. But wasn’t that one of the “don’t hate the player, hate the game” situations?

It wasn’t my fault teachers got paid shit.

On top of all the marital problems we were having, there was something much deeper going on inside me that started to have me worried . . .

As I pulled my car up to our two-story, perfectly suburban house, those dark thoughts ran through my head again.

Jodie’s daughter, Angelina.

Jesus Christ
 had that girl grown up!

I tried to bury these thoughts as deep as they could go the moment I stepped through the front door of the house, because nothing good could come of it. Which meant I often spent an unreasonable amount of time marinating in my car after work, trying to muster the courage to put on a happy, innocent face for Jodie and her daughter.

And also trying to muster my hard-on from stiffening against my slacks.

Because Angelina had become something else. She’d always been a pretty girl, but now she was in college and drop-dead gorgeous.

Her long, flowing hair; the crooked smile that was so genuine and not put-on like so many other girls her age when they looked at me . . .

Her remarkably curvy body with those thick hips and thighs; her tapered waist and the round, heavy swell of her breasts . . .

Over the last few years, she had really grown into herself, to say the least.

And it was such a taboo thought—imagining the downright naughty things I’d do to that girl—that I had to stuff them down so far they couldn’t get out until the morning. It was a constant battle.

It also didn’t help that Angelina had become such a serious flirt, though I pretended to act like I was oblivious to it. She wasn’t making things easy.

Her friends were also hot, but not like the serene beauty of Angelina herself. She had something special and pure going on.

She was my little Angel . . . though she didn’t even know it, and I would never
 call her that around the house.

It wasn’t appropriate.

I snorted as I heaved myself out of my car. What does “appropriate” have to do with anything these days?


Then I shook my head and tried to forget the uncomfortable stirring happening down south, aching to spring free from its stuffy confines.

I readjusted myself as I stood in front of the doorway, then sighed and reached for my keys.

Who’s being the dumbass now, Vince?  

* * *
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D
 INNER THAT NIGHT WAS
 somewhat agonizing. Jodie had picked up some KFC on the way home, and now the chicken and mashed potatoes were cold because that had been hours ago.

I couldn’t recall the last time we’d had a proper home-cooked meal. It seemed Jodie was in a similar state of mind as me—the last throes of whatever we had going on, before we called it quits.

But the food wasn’t the problem. I didn’t actually give a shit about that.

No, the problem was that Angelina was sitting across from me at the table and I had totally forgotten to “bury” my thoughts before stepping into the house. I had walked in with a half-chub and I knew I was toast.

It was a mortal sin, and now the raging lust powering through me was enough to topple a mountain.

I kept squirming in my seat and shirting my weight, trying to hide my growing arousal.

I kept my eyes averted from hers as much as possible, though she seemed to be watching me more than usual, a peculiar, unreadable expression on her face.

Fuck. She was going to tear me apart at the seams if she kept looking at me with that mix of innocent curiosity and secret perversion—like she was actually
 seeing me for the first time, and what a fraud I was.

But for some reason, Angelina seemed to think I was some type of hero—like I had rescued her from her deadbeat dad when Jodie and I first hooked up. Which I guess I had, but I hadn’t looked at it that way.

With Jodie seated to my right, all I could do was choke down my chicken and potatoes before things got too weird.

Jodie had her head down, poking at her food, and was quiet during most of the dinner. She had a few new frown-lines near her lips because she never seemed to smile anymore. At least not around me. Maybe someone else saw those lines as laugh lines.

I felt a thud against my dress shoe under the table, and my eyes flashed wider.

“Oops, sorry Vince,” Angelina said with a half-smile, her lovely cheeks blushing.

“Stop kicking, Angie,” Jodie scolded her, then forked some more potatoes without looking at her daughter. “It’s annoying.”

Seeing Angelina’s sweet smile turn into a frown tugged at my heart. “Oh, it’s okay, honey,” I said, trying to console her with a smile of my own.

Her cheeks deepened an even darker hue.

Jodie raised her face and fixed me with a glare. “Since when do you call her ‘honey,’ Vinnie?”

A surge of anger swept through me. She knew I didn’t like being called Vinnie, and yet that was the nickname she’d chosen for me years ago. Back then, she had thought it was cute . . . now, I felt like it was more to get a rise out of me. Go figure.

“Um, always?” I said truthfully. “For years?”

What the hell was she getting at?

“Yeah, Mom,” Angelina spoke up, trying to come to my aid. “Where have you been?”

Jodie just shrugged, her shoulders tensing, and blew it off. “Whatever. I don’t remember it.”

When she went back to her food, a new thought came to me, which was more startling than anything.

Is she . . . jealous? Spiteful that her little girl has become a prettier, sweeter, happier version of her? I mean, what did she ever expect to happen when she had a daughter?

You would think a mother would be proud of things like that!

Or maybe . . . she sees something building between us—God forbid?

The last idea made my skin crawl . . . but it wasn’t entirely unpleasant. It was more of a warm sensation shooting over my skin, making me antsy and nervous.

I hid my nervousness by gorging myself on another crispy chicken leg.

After a few more tense moments, Jodie cleared her throat and spoke up again.

“I’ve got my girls’ night tomorrow, so you’ll have to figure out dinner for yourselves.”

I blinked. “Oh. Right. Where are you gals gonna go?”

Thursday Night Girls’ Night wasn’t a new thing in this household, but Jodie seemed to always want to remind me about it, as if to prove that she had friends or something.

So I tried to be cordial about it. What did I care about my mean wife going to group-nag with her harpy coworker friends? No doubt they spent half that dinner talking shit about their spouses—namely me.

Jodie got uppity at my question, flaring her nostrils and waving me off. “Oh, I don’t know. Jeez. Wherever they want.”

I lurched back slightly in my chair. It almost
 sounded like a plan that someone hadn’t fully thought through . . . because it wasn’t actually happening.


Damn, maybe she really
 is cheating on me.


But I didn’t make a fuss, or try to piss her off even more. I just shrugged. “All right, hun. Well I hope you all have fun.”

“Sure you do.”

I scratched my forehead, looked down at my empty plate, and sighed. I made sure I was presentable beneath
 the table—my wife had done a great job siphoning any lust that might have been soaring through me, with a few choice words.

Then I stood and pretended to stretch.

“All right, well I’m off to shower and then bed. Got an early morning at the firm. Miles wants to have a meeting before we see a new client in the afternoon.”

I gave them both a small wave.

“Night,” Jodie said without looking at me. She literally couldn’t care less.

But Angelina . . . why couldn’t she wipe that little cute smirk off her face? And why did her eyes seem to twinkle as she looked me over?

“Have fun, Vincent,” she said, her voice low.

Under the table, I saw her feet kicking again.


Jesus Christ!
 I thought, smiling at her and giving her another tiny wave. “Heh,” I said stupidly, then wandered toward the stairs in a daze.


“Have
 fun,” she says? The hell does that mean?


At least she either called me Vince—knowing I didn’t like Vinnie—or even better, Vincent. Calling me by my full name, coming from her perfect, full lips, made me feel powerful for some reason. 

I hurried up the stairs, knowing exactly
 what I was going to be doing in the shower.

And yes, it would be fun.

I had an inkling Angelina knew what I’d be doing, too.
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Chapter Three

Angelina
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T
 he next morning, I
 woke up hornier than a frightened porcupine. I didn’t know what the hell had gotten into me over dinner, acting so suspiciously seductive and weird to Vincent, and I hadn’t been able to gauge his response very well.

But damn was the man hot.
 He was as tall as a Redwood—which was good considering I was a pretty tall chick too—and as sturdy as a Roman pillar. I’d seen him shirtless before, walking around the house, and his pecs, broad shoulders, and the mountains-and-valleys he called abs were to die for. Literally the envy of every man half
 his age, let alone someone in their early forties!

In the past, I’d never thought twice about my shirtless stepdad, but now I couldn’t get it out of my mind . . . that chiseled jawline and five o’clock stubble, with his dark, piercing eyes and messy haircut. I wanted to rake my hands through that mop.

I suppose breaking up with Brady had opened the floodgates. Literally. Even before Holly picked me up for class, wetness was bubbling between my legs. Luckily, Vince was out of the house before I made it downstairs, so I didn’t have to blush my way through seeing him and try to explain my weird actions from the night before.

I knew all of this was a pipe dream, but damn if Vince didn’t prove to me that I needed a man instead of a “boy.” Brady was like a happy meal compared to Vincent, the full course.

“You’ve got a glow to your skin,” Holly told me as we whizzed down toward campus.

I worried my bottom lip and looked shyly toward her. “I promise I’m not pregnant.”

She snorted. “No shit, chica. But I bet you’d like to be, huh?” She finished with some more waggling of her eyebrows.

“Gah, you’re incorrigible, Hols.”

“You love it.”

She was putting me in a weird spot, because on one hand she could read me better than anyone, but on the other I didn’t want to tell her about the taboo daydreams I’d been having about my stepdad. I didn’t want Holly to know how on-the-money she really was.

I wondered how Vince thought of me. Was I still the girl going through puberty, with a cracking voice and a skip in my step to him? Or had that skip turned into a sashay, and a sway of my hips as I bounded through the house in the full bloom of womanhood?

Obviously I thought of the older man as a prize, but did he ever think about me in the same way—realizing I’d grown so much since he’d first met me—or was he still dead-set on my mom?

The thought of that made my nose wrinkle. I felt bad for Vince, in a way, because my mom was a total bitch to him. It was clear neither of them was happy in the relationship . . . and I wondered if Vince had found a way out . . . and if I could be that out.

I knew I was being silly, either way. Vincent Sorenson was a successful, handsome, likeable man who was a winner in every sense of the word. There wasn’t a woman out there he couldn’t land if he put his mind to it, and I’m sure the ladies at work fawned over him and lusted after him like the cheerleaders did to Brady at school.

How would I ever have a chance with such an Adonis? And why was I even thinking of things in such a lewd way when, hello,
 he was my freaking stepdad!

Vincent was my mother’s husband!

“I wish I could read your mind right now,” Holly said out of the blue.

I turned away from the window to look at her sternly. “Why?”

“Because I can tell there’s some crazy shit going on in there.”

Oh, if only she knew she practically was
 reading my mind. It’s crazy what goes on in someone’s head that they can never say out loud—such as the kinky taboo thoughts playing in my mind all morning.

“That’s it,” she announced as we pulled up to school.

I quirked an eyebrow at her.

“We’re getting you some dick this weekend. Clear your mind of all this stuff.”

I spluttered in surprise, eyes bulging. “H-Holly!”

She shrugged. Blunt and straightforward as always. “Tori’s throwing a rager and we’re gonna be there.”

“We are, are we?”

“We is.”

We chuckled as we got out of the car and scurried up the sidewalk toward campus. I tugged the straps of my backpack tight toward my breasts—a classic nervous tick of mine.

“What makes you think I need . . . that?” I asked.

She tilted her head and rolled her eyes. “Honey, I’ve known you for way too long. You’re never this quiet unless you’re thinking about some weird shit.”

“And what do you think I’m thinking about?”

She narrowed her eyes on me closely, as if trying to pierce through my soul and see into my brain. “If I had to venture a guess, I’d say you were thinking back on our little conversation from yesterday.”

“Which part?”

“The part about your smokin’ stepdad.”

Heat pulsed through my body, spiraling down to my pussy. “What?!”

She gave a triumphant little bark. “Yup. I’m right. It’s written all over your face, Angie.”

Shit, shit, shit.

She shrugged in that confident way she always did. “Don’t worry about it, hun. I’ve thought about screwing my stepbrothers before. But they would only be
 so lucky to get a piece of all this.” She gestured at her lovely body in a sweeping motion.

My jaw dropped. “I can’t believe you just announce stuff like that.”

“I’m not ashamed. And neither should you be.”

“Well, you’re wrong,” I said with some finality.

She wrapped an arm around my waist, then patted my shoulder like I was a house pet. “Sure I am, hun. Sure I am. I’ll see you after English, yeah?”

I nodded succinctly, still feeling embarrassed as she wandered away toward a different building.

With a sigh, I thought, How does she seem to know me even better than I know myself?


* * *
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E
 NGLISH CLASS WENT
 by in a blur. Without Holly around to stoke the flames of lust within me, I was able to make it through in one piece. The lecturer was a scratchy-voiced woman named Professor Shelly, and I couldn’t get out of there fast enough.

But once I’d made it outside of the room and was heading down the hall toward History 101, Professor Miller, and my bestie, I sort of fell apart.

Or, rather, thoughts of Vincent came swirling back with a vengeance.

I wondered what he was getting up to at this moment—in the middle of the afternoon. Was he taking a breather from his countless important client meetings? Maybe playing a game of tennis with the other bougie, upscale people of his firm? That hot body sweating and flexing like a fucking titan . . .

Maybe having drinks with a client? Hmm, perhaps the client was a hot woman in a pencil skirt and fuck-me pumps who was just waiting for the expensive steak lunch to end so she could convince Vince to rail her in the bathroom, cum her brains out, scream his name, and confirm that she loved Vincent’s fundamentals and work ethic and she would be joining the firm after all.

I stopped in the middle of the hallway and squeezed my thighs together. The pulsing heat was back, knotting at my belly and dampening my panties.


Good God, where did
 that come from? I think Holly’s been rubbing off on me . . .


As if she was a magic genie, I looked up to see Holly striding in my direction, her bag hanging loosely off one shoulder to give her big tits room to bounce as she sauntered down the hall. She had an impossibly confident smirk on her face, like she could read my horny expression and could smell the pheromones wafting off my body.

“You look like you’re about to melt into a puddle, babe,” she announced. A few students turned with peculiar looks on their faces and I blushed like a tomato.

She took my arm in hers, then led me down the hall toward Professor Miller’s room.

Good thing she was there, too, because I probably wouldn’t have been able to walk without her help, without limping or an odd waddle in my step from my soaked panties.

In class, my lewd thoughts continued, and it was all I could do to keep from the pipes bursting.

Halfway through the lecture, with Professor Miller droning on about the nitty-gritty facts of Abraham Lincoln before he became president, I couldn’t take it anymore.

This wasn’t high school, so I didn’t have to ask permission to go to the restroom, and thank God for that. Because my voice would have warbled like a scared bird’s.

This shyness and coyness . . . it wasn’t like me.

At least not when I’d been around Vincent the night before!

I got up from my seat, shot Holly a glare and scowled at her innocent smile, and left the classroom without disturbing the professor’s lecture.

I hurried down the hall to a bathroom nearby.

Before approaching, I second-guessed myself and decided to keep wandering down the hall until I found a women’s restroom that wasn’t
 so close to my History class.

It was empty inside. The overly bright white walls and phosphorescent lights gave the place an emergency room vibe and hit me square in the face, making me squint.

I scampered into a stall, slammed the door, and locked it, then pulled my pants and panties down in one swift move before sitting on the bowl. Strands of juices stretched away with my panties like stuck gum pulled from under a desk.

A whimper escaped my throat as one of my hands snuck under my shirt to cup my right breast, while my left hand snaked down between my legs, past the light bundle of fuzz.

I thumbed my clit, which was already engorged and throbbing, and jerked where I sat. My middle finger and ring finger came together and curved between my folds, pushing them apart before sinking into my wet pussy.

My mouth popped open as I played with myself, the sound wet and damp as my fingers probed and my thumb continued to roll my clit.

I squeezed my tits, fondling them through the bra, and was so focused on my work that I was lost in tunnel vision.

My fingers were getting stickier by the second. My pussy felt so loose and accepting, even though I knew it was as tight as they come. Brady didn’t have a very big dick, so he’d never been able to “mold” my snatch the way he would have liked—or thought he could.

Plus, I was young and nubile and slender. I had a cute, tiny pink pussy and I couldn’t wait to see what someone else could do to it . . .

Someone more experienced and powerful . . .

Like Vincent. God, what did his
 cock look like? I hoped it was pretty. I didn’t even care if it was big. I’d heard squeals coming from my mom’s bedroom before, so I knew he was a man who knew what he was doing in the sack.

And I couldn’t get that strong, beefy man out of my mind.

It made me even wetter. Every nerve was on fire, and it only took a few minutes for me to start to lose control.

Drool dripped out the corner of my mouth, and I slurped it up like an eager little slut.

My tongue wagged the roof of my mouth as my feet left the ground and I leaned back, lifting my legs higher and higher until my knees were almost level with my face.

My head reeled back so I was staring up at the blinding lights above. I clenched my eyes closed. My fingers moved rapidly, in and out, dipping into my core with a squelch that only made me hornier and brought me close to the edge.

My clit pulsed. My hand was soaked.

I let out a cry and then cut myself off halfway through when I realized I was in a public setting in a restroom at my college—not in my bedroom.

The taboo nature of that alone sent me over the edge.

“F-Fuck, Vince,” I whispered to myself as my orgasm wracked my body and sent shivers down my spine. I saw stars in the back of my eyelids as my eyes shot open and the intensity of the climactic wave washed over me.

“What are you doing to me . . .” I wondered, trailing off and then slumping against the back of the toilet.

I breathed heavily. I felt spent but rejuvenated at the same time, and gave myself a few minutes to gather my foggy, dazed brain before pulling my pants and panties back up.

At least I’d be able to make it through the rest of my classes now, hopefully without exploding in horny bliss.
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Chapter Four

Vincent
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M
 y morning meeting
 with Miles was a success. Miles Cafferty was a good dude, and he’d been my partner for years. I knew I could trust him.

Sorenson & Cafferty was our company name, and though it sounded like a law firm, we dealt with high-end angel investors to make sure they found the right startup companies to invest in and make a profit.

We were both pretty excited about the outcome of the meeting because we had a slew of new potential startups to show our investors. Most of them were in the tech fields, like clever apps and such, while some were in green energy, batteries, and conduits. All of this newfangled shit was a little over my head, technically speaking, but I could sell a turd to a pig farmer.

The presentation
 was where I shined. In all aspects of my life, I suppose.

I was also excited just because it was Thursday, and I knew my wife would be out of the house when I got home. That meant I’d have it all to myself, assuming Angelina went out with her friends or something . . .

Which I sort of hoped she would. Because I had some plans to relieve the building tension I’d suffered through lately, and it would be quite a scandal if Angie was anywhere near that stuff.

At work, I was an authoritative figure. Being the co-boss of my company, we had countless researchers, secretaries, and employees who looked up to me because I paid their salaries. Many of them had tried to fuck me.

But at home, I had been robbed of that authority. Jodie wasn’t good for my soul, and wasn’t allowing me to be who I really was.

I wasn’t one of those rich fuckers who went home after work and secretly ordered a dominatrix to get my cock and balls stomped on or something. It wasn’t that I was against kinks of any kind, but that stuff just wasn’t for me.

I liked to work hard and play hard. And fuck hard.

Many authoritative men liked to take on a submissive role when they were out of the workplace, I knew. But I took that dominant personality everywhere I went. It was just who I was.

So when Jodie took that away
 from me, it took away a part of my soul. My essence. Not to sound too hippie-dippie bullshitty, but it hurt to not be allowed to let my wilder side roam free.

Suffice to say, I needed to do something about my predicament.

After the meeting with Miles, we both decided it was too early for an afternoon drink, so we went and played a game of golf with a couple potential clients.

I hated golf, but all the wealthy people liked it, so I put up with it and put on my best smile while we walked the course. I was more of a “let me drive the golf cart” type of guy.

After golf, I had back-to-back meetings with two clients. I met them over drinks, because by this time it was well into the afternoon and I didn’t feel ashamed to drink a neat whiskey when it was five o’clock somewhere. I wooed them with the new business possibilities.

One of them was ready to sign on the dotted line right then and there for a new dating app. But his wiser partner said they’d think about it and stole the sale at the very end of the lunch.

Oh well. I’d have them by next week. They’d be investing mid-six-figures in no time, with hopefully another round in the seven-digit range later on.

Good shit.

All in all, Thursday was a success.

I drove home and started thinking about how I needed to bust a load and calm down. It probably wouldn’t be anything too fancy, but just the thought of it made my dick hard in my pants.

And without Jodie home, I didn’t need to hide my boner as I stepped out of the Beemer and walked into the house. It was still early enough that Angelina wouldn’t be home from classes—if she came home at all—so I had the place to myself.

I’d figure dinner out later. Maybe a TV dinner or something.

I was feeling slightly buzzed and happy as I gained the steps two at a time to get to my room.

Once inside, I closed the door and stretched my arms above my head, yawning.

I looked from my bed to the TV across the way. It was a nicely sized flatscreen and could blast porn at a ridiculous level . . . if I was that ridiculous.

It was a little sad, really, what my life had been relegated to, but beggars can’t be choosers.

I plopped down on the bed and took my phone out of my pants pocket.

Then I started scrolling through Facebook and Instagram.

I wasn’t one of those “cool” older guys, I guess, despite being heavily involved in the tech industry. I didn’t try to become best friends with kids half my age, for instance, because why the fuck would I?


But,
 I still liked to stay in the loop with friends. That’s where Facebook came in. And Instagram, well, I had found it was a wonderful place to find gorgeous women and a new set of huge tits anytime I looked.

Everyone had to make a living, right? I didn’t disparage anyone for being a sex worker or getting paid to showcase their assets on places like Instagram. I respected the hustle.

It was on Instagram that I scrolled by a few smoking hot numbers back to back. One of them wore a plunging neckline and squeezed her tits together while she stood out on the balcony of some ritzy hotel suite. She was a new-aged fashion model I followed—not one of those tall, lanky, dead-in-the-eyes runway models of old, but a voluptuous, curvy, thick-assed young thing with a knowing smirk and a world of possibility in her eyes.

The tagline under the picture read, “Would you
 let me take you on a date?”

I snorted. Who the fuck wouldn’t?

Scrolling on, I found a few more hot chicks, and I looked down over my phone to see my cock stiffening against my slacks, the outline showing as it ran down my thigh.

I readjusted my butt on the bed and got comfortable.

Then I stopped scrolling and did a double take on my phone screen.

Angelina was staring me in the face with her wide, gorgeous eyes, wearing a bikini at the beach with a couple of her friends. The girls to her left and right were both hot, but Angelina had an aura and vibe that was unbeatable.

I clenched my jaw shut as I debated continuing to scroll on . . .

But my cock jolted in my pants, stirring to life and growing heavy. The head made a noticeable bulge against my thigh.

I unzipped my pants, continuing to stare at Angelina in the picture.

God, she was beautiful. Perfect handful tits. A skinny waist and round hips with thick thighs that almost
 rubbed together but not quite.

Perfect thighs for sticking my cock between.

I felt bad about thinking of my stepdaughter in that way, but I couldn’t help it. Reaching into my pants to bring my cock out, I realized he didn’t mind, either. I was as hard as diamonds.

Angelina could have easily been one of those fashion models I’d just seen. Hell, I
 would hire her.

I gripped my cock at the base after finally yanking it free from my tight slacks, then let out a relieved sigh once it was out in the open.

I started stroking myself, unable to take my eyes off the Instagram picture of my stepdaughter.

Last night’s dinner . . . what was that all about?

I couldn’t deny jerking off in the shower thinking about Angie, and I wondered if she thought similar things about me. Would she ever masturbate with the image of her rich stepdad in the back of her mind?

Ha. As if. 

I felt my balls tighten and my cock get harder, until it was jutting up like a spear between my legs.

“God, Angelina, you’re fucking perfect,” I grunted to myself . . .




	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]




Chapter Five

Angelina
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B
 y the time I made
 it home from class, I was raring to go again and hornier than a bitch in heat. School had been sort of grueling as I had four classes on Thursdays, but it had all gone off without a hitch.

And after rubbing one out in the girl’s bathroom and taking a little mini-break for myself, the rest went by smoothly.

Holly invited me over to her place for dinner as she dropped me off, but I told her I was looking forward to having the house to myself, finally.

Well, not completely to myself . . .

Vincent’s Beemer was sitting against the curb next to the house.

I didn’t expect anything between us to happen, of course, but just being home without Mom there for a little while would be a relief.

So I told Holly thanks but no thanks, that I’d call her later, and we parted ways.

Inside the house, the lights were on but Vince wasn’t anywhere to be seen on the bottom level, which included the kitchen, a living room, dining room, and entertainment room.

Upstairs was where the bedrooms were.

My stomach growled and I realized I hadn’t eaten much. I popped over to the freezer and found a few Marie Callender’s chicken pot pies I could microwave.

Then I started upstairs to see if Vince was in his room, to ask if he wanted one. I figured he was probably hungry.

When I reached the top of the steps, I froze.

I heard a mumbled voice in my stepdad’s and mom’s room, then crept closer to the door.

It had sounded suspiciously like my name
 being called—

I furrowed my brow and listened.

Then I heard it again: “Angelina . . .” before it trailed off into unrecognizable words.

My heart thumped wildly in my chest. My head jerked back and I put a hand to my breast, my mouth making a little “o.”


Oh no,
 I thought stupidly, is he sick? Is he calling for help?


I knew in the back of my mind that I was being naïve and silly, but really . . . I wanted any excuse to barge into that room.

My curiosity was running loose.

I cleared my throat and braced myself, then opened the door without knocking, like a total brat.

I was already talking before I stepped through—

“Hey, Vince, I’m gonna cook up a pot pie. You want one? I thought I heard my—”

I halted as I turned the little corner into the room and my eyes locked on Vincent Sorenson reclined on the bed.

“. . . name.”

The last word came out as barely more than a croak. My eyes bulged, my mouth fell open.

Vince was looking at his phone, his pants halfway down his legs, with his cock in his hand . . .

And it was fucking huge
 !

Not only that, but it curved toward his belly in the most alpha male way, like a giant banana, and I knew that velvety thing could absolutely reach a G-spot and then some.

Holy fuck. I was staring at my stepdad’s fat cock with an astounded, frozen look on my face and I didn’t know what to do.

Fluids were already leaking and filling my clammy panties.

“Angie!” he cried, noticing me and doing a little shimmy to scrunch up and hide himself. But all he ended up doing was swinging that massive bitch-breaker against his own belly with an audible thwap,
 and it brought a twinkle to my eyes.

His face was flush, either with embarrassment or shame or both.

The man’s cock was too big and engorged to fit back in his pants, so he didn’t even try.

“I’m sorry!” he wailed, “I didn’t know you’d be, uh . . . home.” He sort of trailed off and inspected me peculiarly. “Angie?”

My world came snapping back to reality and I shook my head violently, clamping my mouth shut to make sure no drool came spilling out.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried, slapping a hand to my mouth. “N-No, no, it’s my fault. I should have knocked!”

I just stood there, still not sure what to do.

But he didn’t send me away.

Our eyes finally locked, and the heat flaring between us was enough to ignite my own inferno inside. It started at my belly and bloomed, and I knew I was entering dangerous territory. The most
 dangerous territory.

And the look on his face said the same thing.

It was an unspoken thing between us. It didn’t need to be more.

I didn’t know how to explain what I was about to do, but I knew I was going to do it . . . unless he reprimanded me right here and right now and sent me away.

But I knew that wasn’t coming.

I crept slowly toward the bed.

“Angie . . .” he groaned. “My Angel.”

I stopped at the edge of the bed. “Vincent.” My eyes roamed from his hard throbbing cock to the severe V slicing down from his hips, to the little bit of steel tummy showing from his pulled-up shirt . . . to his eyes.

“My daddy . . .”

He growled, dark orbs flaring like intense fire. Then he reached over and grabbed my arms, and I gave out a little yelp as he pulled me onto the bed.

He kissed me hard on the lips. The tension that had been building let out in a flood of pleasure, heat itching up my spine.

I nestled closer to him, my hands exploring his hard shoulders, to his neck, and I cupped his face. The bristles were still there, tickling my palms.

I opened my mouth and let him claim me, his tongue surging over mine, taking control of my body. He tasted minty and manly, a perfect combo.

When I opened my eyes and pulled slightly apart, my breath was coming in shallow spurts. He hugged me close again and my breasts mashed against his chest as he claimed me once more, not having had his fill.

Then his hands were roving, under my shirt, around my small waist, up my body, and I moaned in his mouth.

I was on my knees against him. My eyes flickered to the giant throbbing cock protruding between his legs, moving on its own accord like it wished to pummel me into submission.

And I would gladly let it.

Everything about this felt so wrong, but so right.

He ripped my shirt over my head and my tits bounced in the bra. I did the same with his shirt, then trailed my fingertips over the planes of his hard chest, the dips down to his sculpted abs.

He kicked his pants off as I unclasped my bra and gave him a perfect look at my pert breasts, round and heavy, my nipples pebbled into hard nubs.

I grabbed his big, thick hand and rested it against my breast, then I directed his other hand to my pants, between my legs.

He cupped my pussy over my clothes and I whimpered.

“Please, touch me, Daddy,” I begged.

The light sparkled in his eyes and that hungry look overtook me. He fondled my bare tit and moved his hand to my waistband, reaching down, down, down.

I shimmied out of my pants while he worked, so I could see his hand palming my panties and revel in all the glorious things he was doing to me.

My body was on absolute fire. I needed him. So bad. Worse than I’d ever needed a man before.

He ripped my panties away and I scowled at him with a puppy-dog look, but my expression softened as I finally felt those rough fingers perusing my cunt.

I leaned into him, my forehead resting against his. I could feel his warm breath as his fingers dipped between my folds and penetrated me.

I gasped and shuddered with delight.

Then I scooted closer on my knees, wrapped my arms around his head, and finally got to run my hands through that messy mop of hair. I squeezed my arms against him and pulled his face to my tits, then felt his tongue flicker against my nipples.

It all felt so good.

Inside, his fingers curved and brought me closer to the edge as he reached my most vulnerable spot. My thighs squeezed around his sticky hand.

“Please, I need you . . . inside me . . .” I whispered into his ear, unable to take it any longer.

Without another word, he withdrew his hand and hoisted me onto his lap. My leg swung over him and then I was straddling my stepdad with his huge hard cock like a scalding iron against my ass, squeezing between my cheeks.

The surprise on my face must have been palpable, because he chuckled at my expression.

“Are you sure you want this, Angel?” he asked in a low, gravelly voice.

My pussy was slick against his pubic area and I could feel the short hairs tickling me.

I nodded profusely, resigned to short, easy words before my brain short-circuited. “Yes. Please. Now.”

His hands grabbed the backs of my thighs and lifted me slowly. I flexed my calves into a squatted position—

I couldn’t believe I was hovering over my stepdad’s throbbing cock, the precum spilling out from the fat ridge like a volcano.

“I . . . I don’t know if it’ll fit, Daddy. You’re so big,” I whined.

He winked at me. “You let me worry about that, honey.”

I smiled at him, but then my smile screwed up as a surge of pleasure and pain rocked my body—

He lowered me gently onto his cock, his head kissing my opening and spreading my folds.

Then it sank in and I was immediately overwhelmed by the sheer size and girth of it. So thick, so veiny—such an angry cock.

It was the best feeling in the world, like nothing I’d ever had before.

I let out a ragged moan as I sank deeper onto his cock, my pussy widening just for him.

Leaning forward, I bit down on his shoulder, not sure what else I could do to keep my sanity.

He pumped once into me and I gasped. My ass jiggled on top of his thighs with a slap.

Even though he took me cowgirl, which was usually a top position, I was in no shape to do anything but what he wanted. Vincent was in complete control.

I was already close to cumming just from him breaching my hole, but I didn’t want to disappoint him. Judging by the steel beam stretching my pussy, I wasn’t.

His hands settled to my hips, and I started rocking back and forth, and then up and down, trying to get into a good rhythm—trying to please my new master.
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Chapter Six

Vincent
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A
 ngelina came within
 a minute of me skewering her on my cock. Her whole body shook as my fingers sank deep into her soft, meaty thighs, and I held her up so she didn’t fall forward.

Her voice was high and ragged as she wailed her release. Watching her tilt her head back and shout at the ceiling, her tits jiggling incessantly, was heavenly.

Once she was free from the clutches of her orgasm, she came back stronger and more determined than ever.

She used her strong, muscular legs to bounce on top of my cock, her pussy now accommodated and accustomed to taking my size. She couldn’t take it all the way, but she gave it the old college try—and it was a sight to behold.

Having my stepdaughter on my cock like a goddess was a vision. She
 was a vision. My Angel.

When she had burst into the room, I didn’t know how I would react. But after seeing the lust and fear in her eyes—the panic mixed with absolute desire—I knew I had to take her as my own.

I needed to claim her.

She rejuvenated the alpha spirit inside me, in just a few short minutes. She was perfectly submissive and teasing, and it drove me forward.

I knew we would be a perfect match before my cock ever first entered her tight, clutching pussy.

And boy
 was it tight! The muscles clenched around my shaft and I was barely able to move at first. But I could have just stayed in that warm, wet pocket for eternity and died a happy man.

Now that she had regulated herself, and was happily bouncing on my cock with her hands on my shoulders, it was time I took more control—showed her what I was made of.

I needed to keep this stunning spirit coming back into my bedroom whenever Jodie was out.

Whenever her mother was gone, I’d make sure she fucked her stepdad and loved every second of it.

Our taboo relationship would be glorious—call me naïve, but it seemed perfect. In this moment, nothing could go wrong.

I hugged her body against mine, sitting up suddenly, and drew out another yelp from her.

Then I spun her around, her legs flailing for a moment, until my cock was sandwiched between her beautiful asscheeks again. But she was facing the TV now.

It wasn’t that I didn’t want to see her lovely face, because I did. But I wanted to show her what I could do, to keep her amazed.

My hands curled under her thighs and I yanked back toward me. Her legs abruptly rose, knees pressing against her large tits, and she whined in a confused way.

I lifted her like a weight and gently settled her back onto my cock. Her moan was like a warm, sugary fountain of chocolate.

My slick cockhead plunged into her and her body tightened for a moment before relaxing.

My hands ventured to the backs of her knees, where I could get the best hold, and I brought her up against me—her back against my chest.

Her body was warm and slick with sweat.

I reached up, tucked my hands behind her head like a bar and pushed down on her head, so she was forced to stare down at my cock penetrating her and stretching her young pussy.

Then I started bouncing her on my cock, her arms inadvertently pinned against her body.

She was immobile. Just like that, she was my perfect fucktoy, and I had her in a full nelson that she couldn’t get out of if she tried.

I chuckled as she cried out and moaned violently, her tits bouncing and body shaking as she let out orgasm after orgasm.

Minutes later, her pussy exploded, a cascade of juice squirting out of her and launching off the bed.

I’d made my angel squirt, but I was far from done.

She’d clearly never been in such a pretzel position before. But judging by her writhing body, and her moaning wails, she loved it.

“Oh f-f-fuck! Daddy you’re tearing me apart! Ahh I’ve never felt like this!”

Her words encouraged me to keep bouncing her on my fat dick. She wasn’t a small woman by any means, but I was a big dude and could manhandle her easily.

Her toes curled above her head—thank God she was young and lithe and athletic. Either way, she’d be sore in the morning!

My balls bounced on the bed as I got more into it.

Then I said fuck it and scooted down away from the headboard.

I went on my back and planted my feet down so I could get leverage. I had her in a pretzel above
 me now, and I started ramming into her, forcefully taking my prize and making her lose her motor functions.

My cock curved into her wet hole and dominated her.

Angie was staring up at the ceiling, legs still held close to her body. But my cock was coming in at a more horizontal angle, and I could put my full weight into the thrusts, rather than having her on my lap.

My balls slapped against her sweaty flesh and filled the room with smells of sex and cum.

She squirted again, but this time it was angled right above her and it fountained down all over her own body.

“Holy fuck! Oh shit!” she cried, her voice raised an octave.

I laughed and railed her with all my might, teaching my nubile stepdaughter that she was a perfect, fertile fuckdoll who needed to be taught a lesson.

She was mine to mold, and no one else would have her unless I said so.

Angelina’s body belonged to me.

I rolled her on her side and fucked her from behind, both of us curled in a near-fetal position.

My hands groped her tits, pinching her hard nipples until I thought they’d burst.

“I can feel you in my stomaaach!” she wailed.

My hips clapped against her fat asscheeks.

Then my heavy cum-filled nuts tightened against my taint and I knew I was close.

“I’m going to fill you to the brim, young lady,” I told her. It wasn’t a question.

“Y-Yes, please! Breed me Daddy! Make me yours!”

I was claiming her, and she was begging for it.

I thrust into her one last time, then held my cock deep inside her greedy, tight pussy, and groaned as my jizz surged through my shaft like a flood.

It exploded from my cock and smattered against her walls, blowing deep inside her, straight to her womb.

My orgasm was powerful like a fire hydrant. It drained my nuts and sent a wave of pure pleasure soaring through my body.

Then I was content . . . but I knew I wouldn’t be for long.

“Are you all right, dear?” I asked afterward, my drawn-out aggression fading away.

She nodded, and I could feel her panting against me. In this curled position, she seemed so vulnerable, and I suddenly worried that I’d done something wrong.

I mean, clearly I had . . . but it had felt so right.

Had I ruined her for other men? Had I ruined my marriage . . . more than it was already destroyed?

Then she flopped over with a sigh, facing me, and I saw the glow and bliss written on her face.

And all my worries faded as I stared into that angelic mien.

A slow smile crept up her lips. I smiled back at her and petted some wet hair away from her own forehead, still covered with sweat and the smell of her own juices.

I raised an expectant brow at her.

“Well?” I asked, waiting for her to say something.

She ran a hand over my chest and twirled a finger in my chest hair. Then she bit her bottom lip shyly.

“How long do we have until Mom comes home, Daddy?”

I smiled at her, already feeling my dick stirring to life again.

“And how quickly can you get that huge cock hard again?

“For you, my Angel? Instantly.”

~
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Chapter One

Angelina
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I
 sat in the passenger
 seat of Holly’s beat-up Nissan Altima with the peeling paintjob, watching the world whizz by out the window.

At night during the weekend, San Diego was glorious—warm temps, boardwalk strolls with lovers, packed bars with horny college kids, and the continual, rhythmic beat of the ocean nearby. I saw it all on the drive across town.

We were heading to my friend Tori’s house, where she was throwing her “rager.” I’d be the judge of that once we got there, but I knew in the past that Tori’s parties had been off the hook, so I had no reason to suspect this one would be any different.

Holly had basically had to beg me to go with her, in the end. She couldn’t believe I was being so fussy and not wanting to leave my house. I told her I just wasn’t in a party mood, but the truth was more complex: I wasn’t in the mood to be at a party with a group of my peers.


I felt like they’d be able to read the guilt and hesitance on my face. They’d be able to notice how wet I and horny I was, but not for any of them. I had no right to be so judgy before I even got to the party, but I couldn’t help it . . . I had found someone superior in every way.

And, I mean, I was a freshman in college! Most of the guys at the party would be hot and built and in the prime of their lives, at least physically. Most of them didn’t have jobs or responsibilities yet and basically had nothing to do all day except text girls, dream about girls, and (try to) fuck girls. We were all on the cusp of adult life, but with only one foot in the door. It was supposed to be a happy, joyous time.

I was happy. Don’t get me wrong. After breaking it off with Brady, my ex-boyfriend, I thought I’d never find happiness again. But that sorrow was basically out the window by the end of the first few days! I was still hormonal and jealous and angry at life, but none of that mattered anymore.

Because I’d found the one who made me happy: my stepdad, Vincent. It was so naughty and titillating it nearly made me spring a leak in Holly’s car just on the drive over to Tori’s. I couldn’t get him out of my mind, as hard as I tried.

We had only slept once together so far, a couple nights before when my mother—and his wife—had been gone from the house on Thursday Girl’s Night ™. I’d been ready to make a chicken pot pie and had gone up to his room to ask if he wanted one.

I’d walked in on him stroking his huge fat cock and had been absolutely astounded. But rather than turn and flee like I should have, my body had brought me to the edge of his bed. He had looked so manly with his chest hair and bristly beard, his shapely muscles and giant cock that I knew could do wonders to my tiny little pussy.

I had never been so forward with Vincent—or any man, really—in my life as I had that night. The night before, I’d been a little flirty over dinner, but it was because I was still confused and torn about the breakup, and wasn’t in my right state of mind . . .

And if that was the case then,
 boy was I all messed up when Vince dragged me onto the bed and plopped me down next to him and started playing with my sopping wet snatch. His fingers had felt so amazing . . . but nothing compared to the massive dick that plunged my depths as he placed me on his lap and had his way with me.

I’d ridden my stepfather like my life depended on it, calling him “Daddy” in the most perverse way. He had used his experience to bounce me on his cock and wrestle my legs into a pretzel until I’d had no choice but to succumb to his angry meat slab and watch myself getting pummeled from below. My orgasm had been earth-shattering and more powerful than anything I’d ever experienced.

I needed
 to feel that again.

Ever since then, I’d been in a daze. It was a nice daze, but I often found myself squeezing my knees together in the middle of class, trying not to dampen my panties . . . to no avail. I was a horny, hormonal mess. 

I wanted to call him Daddy again. I wanted him to keep ruining my pussy for other men. I wanted our taboo relationship to continue forever.

But for now, I had to fend off some drunk boys, all while thinking about the touch of that alpha man.

* * *
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H
 OLLY AND I WALKED
 up to Tori’s house and were already greeted with blaring music thumping outside the windows. At least two couples were making out in shadowy corners; red Solo cups were strewn about the lawn from a forgotten game of beer pong.

It was like walking into a steamy frat party—or a sorority party, I guess, since Tori was the Chief Executive Bitch.

Holly held my hand and skipped forward, forcing me to roll my eyes and follow in her giddy wake. Her big tits bounced all over and the girls threatened to bounce right out of her tight shirt and undersized bra.

She giggled as she ran into a couple people she knew near the front door. She had always been a popular girl—hmm, I wonder why, with her picturesque, Playboy body, her charming wit, and devious, seductive ways. Sarcasm off.

I was basically off to the side for the first few minutes, just scanning the front room to sus out what was going on. The music was some early-2000s rap. There was a dance floor with grinding bodies and a bunch of awkwardly dancing white people. Not all of them were white, but the overwhelming majority were, and they gave me secondhand embarrassment. 

The place was hot as the dickens and smelled like stale beer and party sweat—you know the smell and taste. It was a distinct cocktail of senses that is practically guaranteed at any college-age party across the greater United States. It simultaneously exhilarated and disgusted even the most stalwart non-partiers with the implications of sex, drugs, and rock n’ roll.

I had always been a sex, drugs, and rock n’ roll type of girl. Eighties punk and seventies rock were my thing. The blaring gangster rap at twenty decibels too many didn’t really do anything for me.

But I was decidedly in the minority here, because everyone
 was getting down and making fools of themselves.

Ugh, I was being such a Judy Attitudy and I hadn’t even talked to anyone yet.

I leaned into Holly’s side, brushed her luscious blonde hair aside, and whispered in her ear, “Lead me to the beer, please.”

She turned away from whoever was talking to her—midsentence just to prove she hadn’t been listening—and squeezed my side with a wicked grin. “That’s the spirit, girly!”

She grabbed my hand and we were off, shimmying through sweaty bodies and making our way toward the kitchen. We had to pass the dance floor to get there, and I nearly got elbowed in the head at least five times en route. Had I been drunk already, I would have ended up with a concussion, for sure, before reaching the Promised Land of a beer keg. I pitied any already-inebriated kids who showed up and had to brave that storm.

Panting once we emerged from the raucous cocoon of booze-fueled twerking, I located a couple kegs in the corner of the kitchen. Here, the vibe was a little different, but still loud: Kids sat on the kitchen counters chatting, the white tiled floor was sticky with footprints, two girls were sucking face near the fridge—which was definitely the hottest thing I’d seen yet—while a group of jocks were cheering them on and videoing their drunken exploits to make sure they’d regret it in the morning . . . you know, regular party shit.

One of the guys was yelling something about getting one of the girls to pull out her titties. It took all of ten seconds for the more dominant girl to tug the other one’s button-down shirt open and for a couple of pert, milky white breasts to bounce out freely in the phosphorescent light of the kitchen.

The hooting and hollering reached a fever pitch, boys pumping their fists in the air and begging to motorboat, titfuck, and suck the poor girl’s hard nipples.

But I couldn’t exactly call her poor, because she was eating up the attention. Her glasses were foggy from the sheer heat of the party, and she had a girl-next-door vibe as she cheered. She probably spent most of her time not
 being the center of attention, away from the popular kids, so she was living it up. Showing her nice tits was just part of the parade.

That’s when I noticed that the girl who had her pressed up against the fridge and her back to us—the “dominant” one as I’d called her—was Tori.

She squeezed the girl’s perky boobs, ran a long fingernail between her cleavage just to get those nipples to perfect, pebbled nubs, and whipped her head around as if feeling mine and Holly’s presence.

“Bitches!” she cackled, throwing her head back and lunging at Holly. Their hug was more erotic than I would have expected, but clearly Tori was already on that level. To be frank, I was surprised she’d turned away from the foggy-glasses boob-bearer, because now the boys were starting to crowd around the poor thing and make her uncomfortable. She pulled her shirt tight together, squeezing her arms in front of her so no one else got a show. Her eyebrows were arched helplessly, and I walked over, took her hand, and pulled her away from the huddle of testosterone.

“T-Thanks!” she stammered, looking up at me with a helpless glance, like she either wanted to run away with me or stick her tongue down my throat. She was short and cute, and I was tall and not fucking drunk yet. It put me in a definite power position.

“No problem,” I said, bringing her over to Holly and Tori. The two of them were gabbing like best pals, and I just desperately wanted a drink. I was getting claustrophobic being in this freaking place.

“Hey, slut, you can’t just steal my girl like that,” Tori said to me, eyebrows arching sarcastically as she glanced down between us.

I looked down and realized I was still holding foggy-glasses’ hand. I let go of it like it was diseased, raising my palms. “Oh, whoops. Sorry, I was—”

“She saved me from Jason and the creeps!” the girl squealed. She had an adorably high-pitched voice.

“Creeps?” Tori said, running a hand through her long dark hair. She was built like an athlete, with booty shorts that sank into the curves of her meaty thighs, slightly curly dark hair that went down to an ass that wouldn’t quit, and little tits that were just begging to be cupped by foggy-glasses. “You were just showing them your tits a second ago, Maddi, so are they really that creepy?”

Maddi, aka foggy-glasses boob-bearer, snorted and put her little hands on her hips. She was about Holly’s height, but with none of the accentuated curves of my bestie. “No, I was showing you
 my tits, and you ran away to talk to this . . .” She ran her eyes over Holly, who was dressed in tight pants and an even tighter shirt.

Holly tilted her head and flicked her hair over her shoulder, giving her an expectant look—expectant in the sense that she was expecting to become defensive and angry in a second’s notice. “To talk to this what,
 babe?” she snapped.

“Um, sorry,” Maddi bowed her head submissively. “I was gonna say bimbo, but I don’t even know you and that’s not nice.”

Holly paused, tension building between the four of us . . . and then she broke into a huge grin. “Oh, bitch, why didn’t you just say it? I know what I am!”

Well, that much was true.

“Give me beer!” I cried out of nowhere.

Their three heads turned to me.

“What are you, Frankenstein’s monster?” Tori asked, smirking. At least she’d gotten the reference right.

Holly raised a brow and took my hand. “Sorry, she doesn’t know how to talk like a normal person until she’s filled with booze or drugs. Excuse her.” When she tugged me close, she whispered, “The hell’s wrong with you, girl? We can’t piss off Tori like that. This is her party!”

I frowned. “Sorry. I just . . . I’m not into it.”

As we walked through the kitchen, I glimpsed Tori draping an arm over Maddi’s supple neck like she was an armchair. She said, out loud, “Let’s go upstairs, babe. I’m gonna eat your pussy like a buffet.”

Maddi squealed, her face going beet red. “Oh my gosh!”

But she wasn’t resisting. If anything, her knees looked a bit wobbly.

“Are you sure you don’t want Jason and his creeps
 to come up and watch?” Tori asked, and then their voices trailed off.

Finally at the kegs—one of them was tapped with a red cup over the faucet—I let out a sigh of relief. Holly poured me a beer and I took my first sip and smacked my lips, immediately feeling relief wash over me.

I closed my eyes, drank half the beer in about ten seconds, and handed it back to Holly to top me off.

“Damn, bitch, I’m not your waitress,” was all she said as she took it.

When I had my refilled beer in my hand, I opened my eyes and saw a studly young man swaggering toward me, saying something like, “Shit, girl, you sure can suck that shit down, huh? What else can you suck down?”

I sighed. This was going to be a long night.
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Chapter Two

Vincent
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I
 hadn’t been able
 to think straight for two days and nights. I was on Cloud Nine, and had been ever since fucking my little princess, Angelina.

Just saying her name out loud—my Angel—had my cock stiffening in my pants, which was an untenable situation in even the best of times. My tailored suits I dressed in for work were rather slim-fitting and didn’t leave much to the imagination already,
 so having a third leg snaking down my thigh wasn’t a great look.

But I couldn’t help it. Angelina had straight up made my life better.

It was Saturday evening now, and we’d had our little affair on Thursday. Not much time had passed, and yet it felt like an eon since I’d gotten to run my rough hands over her supple flesh . . . feel those heavy tits in my hands and cup that big wide ass while I bounced her on top of me like a fuckdoll.


Jesus Christ,
 I thought, pushing my dick between my thighs so it didn’t protrude so savagely. I’m gonna get myself fired from my own business. And I’m a fucking partner!


I said bye to Miles—the other partner at our investment firm—as he closed up shop. We were always the last two to leave the building, which was partly why we were so successful. We knew how to work hard . . . and Angie had shown me how to play hard.

Before Thursday, things had been so dreary and miserable. My marriage with Angie’s mom, Jodie, was on thin ice. It had been for a while. She just seemed so defeated and angry all the time, and I had no idea why. I was starting to think it was because she was cheating on me, which somehow didn’t even piss me off. Especially now that the tables had turned, well . . . pot meet kettle.

And if our marriage had been on thin ice then,
 for fuck’s sake it was doomed if my dalliance with her daughter was ever discovered.

That sense of thrilling danger was partly what made it so hot. It was like I was living in a movie with my own soundtrack, and Angelina was the damsel in distress. She wasn’t, of course—she was quite an independent young woman with a bright future ahead—but the sentiment made me smile throughout the day.

Miles had had to snap at me a couple times—like literally snap his fingers in my face to make sure I was still on Earth—to keep me from sinking into my lewd thought pattern surrounding my stepdaughter.

But when push came to shove, and we had a client that needed to be wooed or a transaction that needed to be closed, I was there, making sure shit got done. I hadn’t skipped a beat, even if my head was in the clouds most the time since Thursday. So Miles didn’t have anything to complain about . . . except maybe seeing my boner when I stood up from a meeting.

Luckily, that hadn’t happened yet.

Somehow, and it was strange to admit, Angelina had made my marriage to her mother better
 in the few short days since our passionate lovemaking. Since I was in a chipper mood, albeit a bit fuzzy around the edges, it transferred to how I talked to other people, namely Jodie.

I had always been patient with my wife, even though she could get nasty and aggressive for seemingly no reason at all. But my good mood seemed to bloom toward her, and it had kept her off my back for the past two days.

I hoped tonight would be the same, because it was Saturday, I was tired, and I desperately didn’t want to get into some petty argument once I got home from work.

Happy wife, happy life, as they say. Being nicer to Jodie was no sweat off my back, and if it made the whole family dynamic we shared better, then great!

Ever since Thursday night, though, seeing Angelina scampering down the halls or skipping across the doors had my heart soaring. Clearly, she was on the same wavelength as I was, and it was amazing to see.

Even more amazing was her big round butt bouncing in her little workout shorts, her tanned and perfectly shaved legs on full display.

Being that hot should be a crime.

She knew how to push my buttons in the most erotic ways, without even doing much, and I knew we were veering toward a collision with fate once more. It wouldn’t be long until I had her impaled on my cock and screaming my name, “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!”

Gah. I lived for it. The thought of it alone was enough to get me through the days with a dumbass grin plastered on my face. Jerking off had never come easier. I didn’t even need pictures anymore—just my own salacious imagination and the thought of our time on my bed playing on repeat in my mind.

The things I wanted to do to her . . . the positions I wanted to put her in . . .

She was just begging to get fucked six ways to Sunday and creampied like a proper little cumslut, the way she pranced around the house. My favorite fuckdoll and my little Angel. She knew exactly what she was doing to me.

On one hand, it was agonizing to wait it out. I wanted to just bend her over the kitchen counter during dinner when we took the dishes back, while her mom watched Don Lemon on the couch. I wanted to pull her hair and grab her throat—in a safe way, of course—to make sure her orgasm was as violent and unstoppable as my own.

Driving my BMW home that night, all these things were going through my head. It was making driving a bit dangerous, because I always seemed slightly distracted.

But I couldn’t wait
 to get her alone again. I was practically counting the days until Jodie’s next girl’s night—hoping, even, that she’d go out for an hour or two and leave some time for Angie and I. But it hadn’t happened yet. Jodie was too much of a homebody these days.

Maybe I could get her working out at a gym, with the wink-wink nudge-nudge promise of good sex and a revitalized marriage? Then when Jodie was gone, I could go through with my dastardly, cum-spewing plans.

Sex with Jodie had never been a problem . . . for her, at least. She always got off, but she wasn’t as sexual of a creature as I was. That, and it was becoming harder and harder to stay up when we did it. The couplings were becoming rarer and rarer, and I needed the young spark of Angelina in my life to keep me on track and keep me happy.

Before I knew it, I made it home. I literally hadn’t thought of the stop lights or merging cars or anything during my entire drive. I had been one-track-minded, and I had only succeeded in getting home using muscle memory alone.

As I got out of the car, I reminded myself of all the good things going on: Work was going well. Money was coming in. My marriage with Jodie might
 be on the up-and-up, at least if we could stay cordial. My sex life was looking a million times better than it had last week.

I was a lucky guy. There was no doubt about that.

But it always brought a sense of sadness swelling within me when I thought that Angie and I couldn’t continue our charade forever.

The bottom line, it was morally and ethically wrong. It was taboo. Shit, it might have even been illegal in some way I didn’t know about. I mean, to be screwing my wife’s daughter
 ?! The only thing darker than that would have been screwing my own
 daughter, and that was disgusting to even think about. Thank God I didn’t have one.

If our affair was ever found out and Jodie took me to court, I’d be ridiculed and laughed at and the judge would throw the book at me. My life would be ruined if that kind of thing was ever made public. Clients would leave. Miles would either buy me out or force me to resign the partnership. Jodie would get more
 than half my shit in the marriage, probably, just so the judge could spite me.

And yet, through my fog of lust and joy, it was difficult to think that far ahead. I was ashamed to say that I wasn’t embarrassed by what I was doing.

Call me selfish, but it almost felt like I deserved
 this. I knew I didn’t, but my more diabolical brain told me that what I was doing wasn’t that bad.

I wanted to trust myself to do the “right thing” eventually, but I couldn’t. In that, I guess I was a piece of shit. It was too difficult to look to the future, and for now I needed to live in the present.

So I walked up to the front door of my house and let myself in.

Jodie was in the kitchen, the smell of marinara sauce and garlic reaching my nose.

I stared at my wife’s backside, turned away from me—her baggy sweatpants and oversized T-shirt. It hurt me to see her depressed like this, if that’s what this was. But I had to wonder, how the hell had Angelina ever come from that
 ?

If I was a better man, I would have tried consoling Jodie. Maybe gone to therapy with her.

She turned at the sound of the door opening, glancing over her shoulder. She still had life in her blue eyes, at least, and they pierced me from across the room.

“Ah, look who decided to show up,” she said, but then her frown broke into a little smirk and I knew she was joking around.

I let out a heavy sigh of relief. You never knew with her, these days, when she was being serious or not. There had been so many times that I walked in to immediate chastising and yelling. It was tough to live with.

“Sorry, Miles kept me late,” I said, setting down my briefcase near the back of the couch as I passed by.

I cradled up behind her, making sure to keep my bulge a few inches away from her backside, and ran my fingers over her shoulders to her neck. I was trying to be a good husband here, but she flinched.

“Sorry,” I said again. Why was I apologizing? I was just trying to be a bit romantic, dammit.

“No, it’s okay,” she said after a moment, her voice low. “You just startled me is all.”

She continued stirring the spaghetti sauce.

I kissed the side of her head, then lightly squeezed her shoulders. “It smells amazing,” I said.

“What,” she said in a snarky tone, “me or the sauce?”

I chuckled in her ear, watched as the goosebumps sprouted on her neck. “Both.”

She laughed, but then shook her head. “Any idea where Angelina is?”

Her daughter’s name made my cock stir, and I had to scoot back so my sudden half-chub didn’t poke her in the ass. Jesus, that was a close call.


“Holly invited her to a party at one of her friend’s houses, remember?”

Jodie sighed. “That girl. If she keeps getting drunk all the time, she’ll do terribly in college.”

I shrugged, suddenly wanting to stand up for Angie, who wasn’t here to defend herself. “Hey, I don’t know about you, but I went through the same thing. We all go through drinking phases, and look how we turned out.”

“Yeah,” she muttered, “a frumpy housewife and her hardworking husband. Fantastic.”

I frowned at the phrase. The hell? Things had been going so well. “You’re not frumpy, Jodie,” I said, taking a step back. My boner was totally gone.

“Thanks, but I don’t believe you.”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. She still
 hadn’t turned her head to look at me. Was that spaghetti sauce really that
 interesting? Was it going to bubble over that fast if she just gave her husband a kiss on the lips for a split second?

I knew Jodie was on antidepressants, but it was hard to feel sorry for her when she was feeling so sorry for herself, and really had no reason to be. We lived in a nice house, in a beautiful town, had all the amenities we could ever want . . . I didn’t want to pull the “entitled” card or the “ungrateful” one, but I needed to figure out what was going on with her.

Maybe she needed a nice vacation.

And I didn’t mean, like, killing her,
 of course. Literally a nice vacation: a spa day; a cruise to the Bahamas. Something that would reignite the light in her eyes and show her that things weren’t so bad for us.

I didn’t want to say Jodie brought this upon herself—that it was her fault Angelina and I had come together—because that was like the worst thing to ever think about someone. But she certainly didn’t make it difficult to stray . . . as shitty as it sounded.

Dammit. Just being around her was bringing me down.

My phone started jingling in my pocket, and I let out a startled hum.

Finally, I saw out the corner of my eye that Jodie looked over at me, but only once my head was bent and I was picking up my phone. The look on her face was disapproving, like she couldn’t believe someone was interrupting us on a Saturday at seven PM.

“Who’s that?” she asked in an accusatory tone. “The spaghetti’s almost ready, Vinnie.”

My shoulders tensed. I hated when she called me that, and she knew it,
 so why the fuck did she keep antagonizing me?

“It takes five minutes to boil some noodles, honey,” I said flatly. “I can make some for myself when I come back.”

“Come back where? Where the hell do you have to go?”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged, not looking forward to sudden shrieks, already walking back toward the door. “It’s Miles. So I guess I’ll find out. He wouldn’t call me unless it was important.”

“Fucking hell!” Jodie wailed as I made my exit.

Once outside, I managed to stop my heart from soaring up to my throat.

I cleared my throat and picked up the phone.

Then I said in a low voice, “Hello, my little Angel.”
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Chapter Three

Angelina
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I
 was glad I had called
 my stepdaddy to come save me. I’d had three drinks now and was starting to feel a little tipsy. I wanted to get out of Tori’s party more than ever.

Jason had been globbing onto me like a gnat. He was a hot boy, no doubt, with his buzzcut and strong physique, but I wanted nothing to do with him. And he was too drunk to get the picture.

Finally, I’d had enough.

With him trying to corner me in the kitchen, arm elevated above my head and angled over me, in that typical domineering approach drunk guys did when they were trying to be suave, I had grabbed my phone like it was ringing.

The screen was black. And like I would’ve been able to tell it was vibrating in my clutch . . . but Jason was too drunk to tell.

I pushed past him, literally, and said, “I have to take this, sorry!” and then bolted through the swimming swarm of twerkers on the dance floor and beelined for the front door.

Vincent’s smoldering voice on the other end had been a godsend. It sent shivers up my spine as he answered with, “Hello, my little Angel,” like he was a diabolical devil just imagining all the dirty things he would do to me.

I shuddered with delight, smiling into the phone and saying, “Hello, Daddy. It’s so good to hear your voice.”

“Yours too.”

I had no idea where he was or what he was doing, but I didn’t care. I had a feeling I’d be able to pull him away from whatever it was.

“I need your help, Daddy.”

“Name it.”

My smile grew wider. Even though he had thoroughly dominated me on Thursday and made me feel like his eager little slut, he also had a soft, protective side which I loved. I knew he would always be there for me.

“I’m stuck at this party and gross boys are trying to hit on me and screw me.”

“Gross boys? Ew. Sounds like you’re not having a good time, sweetie.”

“I’m not. I made the effort. Holly dragged me here, I’ve had a couple of drinks, but now I have no way of getting home . . .” I trailed off, letting his mind fill in the rest. I was sure his imagination was just as raunchy as mine.

I had seen the way Vincent had been looking at me since our fateful Thursday rendezvous. I had felt a little guilty dressing in skimpy clothes as I ran around the house since then, but what the hell? I wanted him. His hungry eyes told me he wanted me, too.

So we were on the same page. We just hadn’t been able to write the next chapter because we hadn’t gotten a chance alone.

“Sounds like you need saving,” he said, his voice gravelly.

I wanted to purr into the phone, but decided against it. There were other kids around on the lawn and it might have been weird and head-turning. “Sounds like I do.”

“Where are you?”

“At Tori’s in PB. I’ll text you the address.”

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

We hung up and I hugged the phone against my bosom. Ugh, he was so dreamy. How did Mom ever land a stud like him?

I guess I couldn’t complain, because she had brought Vincent into my life, and now he was mine. The torch was passed, the baton handed over.

Vincent Sorenson was mine.


* * *
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I
 WENT BACK INTO THE
 party after a few minutes because it was getting chilly outside and I didn’t have a jacket. Plus, I didn’t want to Irish Goodbye Holly after she had gone to such lengths to bring me here.

I didn’t think she’d be pissed. She had known I wasn’t very into it from the beginning, and I had been shooting her eye glances as Jason tried his best to woo me, as if begging her to save me.

At one point, Jason had weaseled away to refill his beer, and I’d had a moment of respite.

I recalled her saying, “He wants to dick you down, babe.”

“No shit, Sherlock.”

“Are you gonna let him?”

I crinkled my nose in disgust.

“Hm,” she answered. “Well, I don’t know what’s gotten into you—you shouldn’t let Brady bring you down like this.”

Hah! She thought my mind was still on Brady. I hadn’t thought of that jerk in days.


She said, “Well, if you don’t want to fuck him, I will,” and that had been that.

I shrugged, giving her the go-ahead, and that’s when Jason had returned and I had quickly gone to my phone.

When I went back into the party this time, there was a mellower song playing and people were slow-dancing on the main floor.

I shook my head, being a total Judge Judy, and started making my way to the kitchen to find Holly. At least it wasn’t like storming the beaches of Normandy this time around.

In the kitchen, no one I knew was present: Tori and Maddi were likely still in a bedroom upstairs, scissoring like horny cats. Holly was nowhere to be seen, and neither was Jason.

I breathed a sigh of relief. Okay, well if she’s not concerned with me leaving, I shouldn’t be too concerned with saying bye.


I decided I’d take a quick pee before Vincent picked me up, since I had time.

Making my way down the hall, I smiled at a few people and tried to play nice. I was in a better mood now that I knew I was going to be saved.

I made it to a bathroom on the lower level of the house and saw the lights were on underneath the door. I knocked, then heard a loud sniff and the door swung open.

“Oh, hey there, hottie,” a wide-eyed guy said to me, blocking most of the doorway. Three other people were crowded in the bathroom behind him, one of them bent over the counter and railing a line of coke. “Want a bump?”

I shook my head as I backpedaled, waving my hands in the air like I was a total innocent little flower. “No, no, I’m good, thanks. Know where there’s another bathroom?”

“You can use this one.”

I frowned, eyes scanning the sweaty bodies taking up all the space, including over the toilet bowl. Was this dude serious? “No thanks.”

His big ass eyes jumped around. White powder lined his nostrils in the most unattractive way possible. “Okay, well, there’s another bathroom upstairs somewhere.”

“Thank you,” I said, and was already buzzing down the hallway before he could close the door on my face.

I gained the stairs nearby, having to leapfrog over a passed out dude about midway up, and made it to the second level.

Up here, the music wasn’t as loud, and I could hear sounds coming from various directions.

Closest to me was a bedroom with a door closed. From there I heard heavy moans and the thudding sound of a headboard hitting a wall. I blushed, knowing exactly what was going on, even though both of the voices sounded female.

It seemed as if Tori might have been pegging her little friend Maddi, and I honestly wouldn’t have minded watching that play out . . .

I drifted down the hall, not really paying attention and lost in my own thoughts as my clit started to throb. Mixing the booze with the hot sounds of two women going at it was a sure way to get my blood going and the fire blazing inside.

I made it to a door that looked like a bathroom door, not bothering to check under to see if the light was on, and pushed it open, still in my slight haze.

“Ahh fuck! Deeper, dammit!” Holly cried out at the same time as I opened the door, drowning out the creak of it swinging open.

She was bent over with her arms outstretched and her hands on the toilet bowl covering. Her shirt was pulled down and her huge tits were out and swaying back and forth like a marvelous pendulum. Her pants were down to her knees, and Jason was behind her, railing into her and making her ass ripple.

I was getting a full side-view of the situation.

My stomach leaped to my throat, heart pounding. I slapped a hand over my mouth as I debated blurting something out like, “Oh shit, sorry!” but I never made it that far.

My eyes zeroed in on the sloppy fuck session and I just stood frozen in the doorway.

I’d never seen my best friend getting plowed before, but the exertion on her face told me she was somewhat having fun, but also somewhat disappointed.

Holly was such a damn slut. But hell if her sexy body writhing around wasn’t beautiful to watch—those titanic breasts swinging back and forth, taking my attention, her big nipples hard as rocks; her ass pounding back into Jason.

He had a much tighter, taut ass, concave as he flexed and fucked her wildly. The fleshy sounds of their coupling echoed out into the hall, and I was surprised neither of them had noticed the draft of wind from the opened door, or the fact that I was standing right there.

Jason had a tapered waist that was an excellent juxtaposition to Holly’s round, curvy bottom. He wasn’t going back very far to pound into her, so I had to imagine he wasn’t very big . . . and Holly’s next words confirmed it for me.

“I said deeper, Jason!” she scoffed in a hushed voice that still carried outside the restroom.

“It’s as deep as it goes!” he replied in a sad voice.

“Goddammit,” she mumbled.

A smile grew on my face as I slowly backed up. Looked like I wouldn’t be peeing before Vincent picked me up, unless I went outside in a bush. One bathroom was occupied by cokeheads, and the other by my best friend getting disappointingly fucked standing doggystyle.

There was no place for me here.

But at least I had surely made the right decision not to press on with Jason—not that it was ever an option in my mind. The drunk bastard could barely keep it up, it sounded like.

But not my Daddy . . . no, he was the very picture of virility and strength. He was a man, and this was a sad boy who was having the time of his life, and would be gloating to all his buds tomorrow how he managed to pull one of the hottest chicks in class and bang her in the bathroom.

And, if I knew Holly, after this substandard offering, she’d be all deny, deny, deny.

I closed the door just enough so it didn’t creak, not bothering to shut it all the way. Clearly they weren’t that
 concerned with getting spied on, or else they would have taken this frolicking to an empty bedroom.

Hell, maybe Holly even knew I was standing there and enjoyed the exhibitionism.

One thing was for sure—with Tori’s hot grunts and moans, combined with Holly’s huge knockers flopping around, I was getting wetter than water just standing there.

I knew what I wanted to do, and with whom, and I’d do anything to make it happen.
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Chapter Four

Vincent
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A
 ngelina emerged from
 some bushes, pulling up her panties. It was equally hot and confusing the way she scurried over while shimmying the panties up her lithe legs.

I shot her a wry look when she jumped into the passenger seat of my car. “Something you want to tell me, dear?” I asked, quirking my brows.

She smiled shyly. “Nothing to see here, don’t mind me.”

Well, that was impossible.

She leaned over the center console and pecked me on the cheek. “Hello, Daddy,” she whispered dreamily, her breath hinting of beer and cinnamon.

My resolve crumbled, just like that.

I growled low in my throat and gripped her chin as she was beginning to settle back in her seat. She let out a cute little yelp as I slanted my lips over hers and claimed her, pushing apart her full lips so my tongue could peruse her mouth.

The moan she let out reverberated all the way down my throat. It made me want to plug hers up with my cock—not for any malevolent reason, but just because the mental image was so flaming hot.

Our eyes closed as our kiss deepened, until I felt like she was putty in my hand. My fingers sketched lines across her chin and cheek then ventured further down to her soft neck. The pad of my thumb toyed with the little indentation at the base of her neck and her muscles tightened. It extrapolated to her kiss, which became more desperate and wanting.

I ran my hand through her dark chocolate hair and knew I could get lost in the kiss forever—lost in the essence of my stepdaughter.

When she was well and properly tamed, I pulled apart. She stared at me with imploring eyes, big and wide and innocent looking.

But I knew how innocent
 this little horny minx really was, and if the booze was anything to go by, she was ready for more.

“Was that nice, darling?” I asked.

She nodded fervently. “So nice, Daddy. I want more, though. I’ve been waiting for us to have a moment alone . . . ever since Thursday . . .”

“I know, honey. Me too.”

Her face lit up, cheeks burning red. I ran a finger over her kiss-swollen lips, playing with the bottom lip, and she gently opened her mouth and let me hook my finger inside her.

Then she closed her lips and sucked on my finger. My cock tightened in my slacks, growing along my thigh and bulging the fabric.

I ran a hand over the bump in my pants, and when she looked down she gasped, easily able to see the outline.

“Look what you’ve done to me, Angel,” I said, my voice deep.

“Oh my, sir, we have to take care of that, huh?”

“Pronto.”

She smiled again, then perched her body like a waiting dog on the seat, looking at me with desire flitting across her lips. She had to tilt her head so she didn’t hit my roof, and even that was a stretch—she was a tall girl, and this wasn’t an SUV.

A mentally scolded myself for not getting the X5 when I’d had the chance. Now that I had a great reason for an SUV, I would not make the same mistake next time I went car shopping. And the way business was going . . . it wouldn’t be too long.

“Aren’t you a good girl?” I said with a smile, petting her.

She nodded vigorously again, then let her tongue loll out of her mouth in an adorable and sexy way. What had gotten into her, to be acting like a literal bitch in heat?

Oh, right. Booze. And greedy, young horniness.

She leaned forward, we kissed again, and I took her hand to bring it toward my lap.

When her hand fell on the outline of my cock, she hummed to herself and glanced down, eyes still wide. “Oh my, I have to take responsibility for that right away, don’t I?”

“Yes you do.”

“What will you do if I don’t, Daddy?” she asked with some sassiness in her voice.

It flared my cock even harder. “I’ll have to punish you, of course. And you don’t want to force me to do that, do you, honey?”

“No, no, of course not.”

“It would be much simpler to just take care of the problem I’m having.”

I felt like we were a couple teenagers pussyfooting around. She was making me like this, and I couldn’t complain—I always felt younger around my Angel.

Her hand rubbed my cock through my clothes. It pulsed against her palm, and she let out a sharp little breath.

Still parked on the curb next to her friend’s house, I flipped a switch and my chair eased backward with a robotic hum, to give me some legroom.

I straightened my legs and she watched with bated breath. Then I unbuckled my belt and unzipped my pants, pulling them down a few inches.

“I’m sure you want to do the honors,” I said, watching her every move.

She nodded slowly, still rapt at the sight of my throbbing cock so close to her, yet under wraps . . .

She leaned forward, ass rising into the air behind her until it almost pressed against the passenger seat window. That would be a sight to see if you were just stumbling out of the party—a big fat ass plastered against the window. Too bad she’s wearing pants.


Too bad for the college boys, that is.

Her head was dangerously close to my crotch, in between my stomach and the prize that lay within her grasp.

I raised my butt off the seat so she could slowly pull down my slacks and underwear from my waistband, easing them down gently, gently—

Thwap.

My cock smacked her in the face as it launched back, the inertia of it straining against my pants becoming too much to hold back.

She gasped as the thick appendage rest against her cheek and temple. She faced it and said breathlessly, “It’s as tall as my head.”

“Taller, I reckon,” I said, curling her hair back from her face and along the curve of her ear.

She giggled. “Jesus, Daddy. You look really pent up. Look how huge your balls are.”

“I know. I’ve been saving them for you. Go ahead, lick them. Sniff my fat nuts like a squirrel, Angel.”

She lowered her face back to my cock, then nestled her nose and lips past it, between my thighs. “God, so musky and ripe, Dadd—mmph!”

I pushed her nose between the crease of my nutsack, while her lips kissed one of my balls. She struggled for a moment while getting her bearing, obviously not used to being smothered by a grown man’s sack.

Then she lightened up, the tension in her shoulders subsiding. I couldn’t see her face anymore, but I had to imagine she was in heaven.

She started licking each nut, then tried to take my entire sack in her mouth, but failed miserably. “Too big,” she whined.

I forced her face between my legs again and she let out a muffled cry. “Less talking, more worshipping.”

She nodded. I let her up. She licked between the crease and played with my nuts for a while longer.

When she turned her head to my cock, it throbbed against her wet nose. She sniffed wildly, taking in the manly scent of the underside of my shaft.

Then she licked up it, sideways like it was a corncob, and the view of her face half-hidden behind the girth of my rod would have made a lesser man cum there and then.

But I was resilient. I wanted her to pleasure me until her makeup was smudged and her mascara was running. If I’d had more space than this car, I would have been throatfucking her already. She was just too irresistible.

Angelina toyed with my hard, curving cock for a minute, then wrapped one hand around the base. Her fingertips didn’t meet in the middle. The pressure she put on my shaft forced the veins to protrude even harder, making my cock look angry and ready to explode.

But I was far from finished.

“Open your sweet mouth, darling. I’m going to control your head,” I whispered.

She nodded, doing as I said. Her lips parted, showing her pearly whites.

“Wider,” I demanded.

She opened it as far as it would go, then stuck out her tongue and looked up at me like a perfect little fleshlight.

I took her head in both hands and gently pressed down. Her immediate reflex was to resist, her head pulling back as the spongy bell of my cockhead tried to push past her lips. It was like trying to fit a square peg in a round hole—she just had a tiny mouth.

But I would work with it. I eased her down further, until her muscles relaxed and she stopped fighting it.

She coughed as her mouth sank onto my cock. My cockhead forced its way past her lips and filled her mouth like a chipmunk full of nuts. Snot shot out of her nose and she sucked it back in as I went deeper, her body writhing on the passenger’s seat even as her head was held firm and sturdy by me.

Finally, she had about half my cock in her gullet and I could feel it pushing to the back of her throat, trying to get into her esophagus. “Gah, such a tight little throat, Angel. You’re the perfect cumsheath.”

She moaned indecipherably, and I had to imagine her eyes were rolling wildly in her head. She’d never had my girth penetrating her mouth before, but she was giving it the old college try.

“You’re doing a great job, honey,” I said. “I know it’s not everyday you get such a fat member skewering your throat. You’re probably not used to more than a toothbrush shoving down there, and gag even from that, huh?”

As if on command, she gagged and her body tightened. I kept one hand firmly on the top of her head, and with the other I trailed my fingers down her back, where her shirt had hiked up to expose the small of her back and the top of her asscrack.

I plunged my fingers beneath the waistband of her tight pants and she whimpered. My fingers dipped between her crack and she spread her legs, as if to give me more access.

I wanted so badly to rip those pants off her right then and there, but didn’t have the room to do it.

Damn this sedan.

“Can you do it by yourself now, sweetie, or do you want me to keep forcing you on it?” I asked. When I gently removed my hand from the top of her head, she gave me her answer in actions rather than words.

Her head slid up my shaft, tongue sliding along the side. I rolled my head back on my shoulders as she lowered her mouth back down, gently at first.

Then she wasn’t gagging or snotting anymore, and her throat drastically unclenched, accommodating my size.

She started to blow me more vigorously, head bobbing up and down.

“Guh, girl, you got really good at this really fast,” I muttered.

Meanwhile, my straying hand reached further down her asscrack. I parted her smooth cheeks with my fingers and brushed a fingertip over her asshole.

She let out a whimper on my cock—bad mistake. Precum coated her throat and she gagged again.

I rubbed my fingers between her crack, unable to see beneath her pants but moving based on feeling alone. Her natural perspiration made my fingers sticky, and then I slid my middle finger into the tender flesh of her anus.

She cried out in a muffled snort.

I fingered her asshole and she throated my cock like a champ, her legs starting to churn and kick up and down behind her like someone with excitement that couldn’t be contained.

I reached a breaking point, seeing her writhe and buck against my hand and my cock.

“I’m sorry, Angel,” I grunted.

Abruptly, both my hands fell back on the top of her head. I thrust my hips and my cock felt like it stabbed into her brain.

The gagging came back full bore. I wasn’t letting her gently blow me now—I was taking her facehole and making it my own, coring out her insides and making her deepthroat my cock until she couldn’t handle it any longer.

I fucked my stepdaughter’s face hard, my ass bouncing on the seat, my cock sinking deep into her gullet.

She had no air to breathe and her hands gripped my thighs tightly. My balls bounced with me, smacking against the side of her face as I had my way with her and used her like nothing more than a human sextoy.

Froth built up around my hard, veiny cock from her lips.

And finally, she tapped out, smacking my thighs over and over, trying to keep herself from passing out.

I released my hands over the back of her head but swore, because I knew I’d been close.

As she jolted up for air, she let out a ragged breath.

I sighted her face and crumbled from the vision: mascara running just how I’d wanted, trailing down her cheeks. Tears mixed in. A ragged, dazed smile on her face, like I’d fucked the stupid out of her. Her eyes weren’t seeing completely clearly. She was panting like a dog.

“F-Fuck,” I groaned, and then forced her head back down.

With a muffled cry, she throated me again, and I held her head there until my cock throbbed against her tongue and throat.

I blasted my cum deep down her maw, past her gag reflex—or so I’d thought.

It came backshooting out of her nostrils and out of the seal between her lips, a huge load of creamy spunk that had nowhere else to go but down or out.

Half of it shot down into her belly. The other half coated her lips and nose and face and started to drip down onto my stomach.

I let her head back up for air and she coughed, wheezing from the effort.

“There, there, my little Angel,” I said, petting her tear-ridden cheek. “Swallow it all up. We don’t want your mother seeing what I’ve done to you.”

She nodded and made a point of gulping loudly. She looked wrecked, in such a short amount of time.

“Did you like that, honey?” I asked softly.

She nodded hard. “Yes, Daddy. So much. Anything to make you feel good.” Her voice was raspy and worn.

“Great. Did it feel good when I toyed with your asshole?”

“Oh my God. Amazing.”

“Great. Now buckle your seatbelt and sit back and rest. I’ll be sure to return the favor before we’re through.”

I left it vague like that as I stuffed my cock back in my pants. But I knew I wouldn’t be soft for long.

Shit, I was already starting to get hard, just seeing her beautiful, young face so destroyed with my jizz and her sweat and juices.

“Oh, and Angie, what do you say, hmm?”

She gulped again. “T-Thank you, Daddy.”
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Chapter Five

Angelina
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B
 y the time we made
 it back home, I was finally starting to get back to normal. My heartbeat was slowing to a gentle thud. I could still taste cock and tangy cum in the back of my throat, but I’d need mouthwash to clear that
 out.

If Daddy even let me.

He had me wrapped around his pinky finger, so tight I couldn’t get away. And I didn’t want to. I’d throated his giant cock into an explosive orgasm that rocked my entire body, and then I’d thanked him for it after.

Wow.

It had been so exhilarating though! Everything I dreamed of and more. I’d never known myself for such a subby, cum-snorting bitch! But here I was, like a snuffling truffle pig that just couldn’t wait to be bred and boned by my powerful, older stepdad.

The feeling as he’d fucked my throat, not letting me up for air . . . now I knew what erotic asphyxiation was all about. And I wanted more. Always more!

My heartbeat had thumped in rhythm to the grating sounds of his cock plunging deep into my gullet, bulging my neck until I looked like a ribbiting frog. Jesus Christ.

And playing with my asshole while he demolished my throat? That was creative! I’d never really stuck much up there other than a few fingers, but his finger had been so much thicker and rigorous, like he knew exactly where to push my buttons to get me wet.

Truth was, my panties were soaked through. If I hadn’t relieved myself in the bushes right before he’d shown up, I probably would have squirted all over my jeans.

At least this way I could sort of hide the dark stains from my mom when we got home. But I hoped to subvert that entire experience and just retreat right up to my bed. I desperately wanted Vincent to join me up there, but I knew it would never happen.

I wondered what he meant by “I’ll be sure to return the favor before we’re through.” I didn’t question him, because I knew he had both our interests at heart. He wanted to get me off just as much as I wanted to get him off.

I had acted like a coy, innocent little catgirl at first, just to see how he’d react. And I had to imagine he’d loved it, the way he’d so vigorously fucked my face.

I guessed most doms were into that sort of thing—their sub being completely at their whim. And I was that girl.

In this moment, I’d do anything for my Daddy. Hell, when I glanced over I could already see his cock growing hard in his pants again, and I licked my cum-soaked lips.

I wanted to reach over and jerk him off, but I didn’t because he was driving. And I didn’t want to anger him. I’d let him make the next move, and I’d go along with whatever he wanted because he knew best.

I had been so close to cumming my brains out as I’d almost passed out. At the last second, I had given up and literally tapped out, slapping his thighs for relief. In hindsight, I should have just stayed stuck to his cock, because my climax let up when it could have exploded into absolute bliss and stars.

We drove in quiet so I could get my breath back. My face was a total wreck, and I had no idea how I was going to explain that
 to mom.

I’d cross that bridge when I got there.

When we pulled up to our street, I let out a heavy sigh, wondering if our great night was over before it had truly began.

But then he drove the Beemer past the house, very slowly . . .

The engine died to barely more than a rumble. And when we were about a block away, he shut it off completely.

Out the rearview mirror, we could both see the house in the distance. It made my pulse spike with anticipation.

Oh, public sex was so amazing, especially with the thrill of being caught as a possibility!

“Get in the backseat, Angel,” he ordered.

“Yessir,” I said with a dumb nod. I felt like such a bimbo airhead—is this what Holly felt most of her days, when she was together with a good fuck?

I opened the door, deciding not to try and squeeze between the center console, and got out. I sprawled out across both backseats—all three of them if you included the little middle seat.

“Make yourself comfortable, honey,” Vincent said in his smoldering voice. “Because I won’t.”

My nerves crept wildly across my skin. Oh God, what had he meant by that?

A second later, I found out.

Vincent got out of the car, looked both ways, and opened the same passenger door I’d gotten into.

I was on my back, staring up at him lovingly. I had to wonder how he was going to squeeze on top of me without leaving the door open, because his sedan didn’t have a lot of room. I could already feel the belt buckles jutting up into my ribs, which wasn’t great.

He leaned over me, hovering, and then kissed my forehead. I grabbed the back of his neck with both arms, pulling him closer, and smothered his lips with mine.

Then he unbuckled my jeans and started pulling them down my legs. I had to lift my butt so he could manage to get them around my wide ass and down to my ankles.

“Don’t want to get these dirty,” he explained with a wink.

I beamed at him.

His eyes fell on my panties, all the way soaked through, which gave him a perfect view of my cameltoe and my wet pussy lips eager for pleasure.

He licked his lips, looked over the hood of the car again, and quickly lowered his pants.

I blinked rapidly at the sight of his cock tenting his underwear. God, for being an older man, he sure could get it up again fast. I guess it helped when he had someone he was incredibly interested in . . .

I yelped as he wrapped both of his large hands around my waist, lifting my effortlessly. He twisted my body around and spun me end over end, until I was on my stomach and staring at the car door opposite.

Letting out a little giggle, he quickly shut me up by falling on top of me. His weight piled on and made me oof as his hips fell across my bare ass.

Then he was pulling my panties aside, getting them out of the wedge of my asscrack.

“Oh God, Daddy, are you gonna take me like a dog? What are you gonna do to me?”

“You’ll know soon enough, dear,” he mumbled, his thoughts lost elsewhere.

His hard bulge rubbed against my sweaty crack. I let out a low moan as I heard the slick of his underwear coming down, and then it was bare skin against bare skin—massive cock against my big round butt.

He hotdogged me, and then nestled in on top of me. His weight was almost overwhelming, crushing me, but once he was sufficiently on top, I heard the thud of the car door slamming.

We had both miraculously fit into his car—and this was possibly the only position, the only way, it could have happened. I wasn’t stretched out completely, but close enough. And I knew I’d be stretched out in another way before too long.

My eyes widened as I wondered if he was going to try and impale my asshole with his oversized cock. That would hurt, and I might have to put my foot down at that one . . . but it was also the closest hole at the moment.

His shaft kept grinding and sliding over my butthole, until I started wiggling my cheeks against him. My ass was flattened like a couple of huge pancakes with him on top of me, and I wasn’t working by sight—only by feeling.

And it felt incredible.

Then I groaned as his cockhead pressed between my pussy folds and started to move forward to penetrate me.

“You ready, dear?” he asked.

I held my breath and gave a few dozen nods in rapid succession.

As his cock sank into me, I slapped a hand over my mouth to keep from wailing. My eyes rolled and my head lifted, legs kicking out behind me against the door.

He started moving fast, almost before I’d even gotten used to his girth filling me up and spreading apart my pussy walls. I tried not to clench around his shaft, but it was so hard not to—so hard to be easygoing when such a huge thing was lodged inside my snatch.

Finally, I removed my hand.

My body started bouncing and adrenaline filled me just as deeply as his cock. I couldn’t feel the seatbelt buckles any longer, only the blunt-force penetration of his cock thudding inside my hole and bringing me to the brink over and over.

My first orgasm had me rocking my body back against him. Then he reached under me and took both my tits in his hands. He squeezed and fondled, hugging my body against his, playing with my hard nipples as they dragged up and down the car seat.

I’d seen pornos of this position before. Prone boning, or speedbump fucking. It felt amazing having him buried inside me from above, and unable to see his face.

At the same time, I knew a lesser man wouldn’t have been able to do such a thing. He couldn’t go as deep as possible in this angle, and because of my fat ass, most guys would have struggled to even stick it in from here!

But Vincent was not just any man. He was a god amongst them, and the way he toyed with my body while bouncing with loud claps on top of my body just sent me into overdrive.

I moaned and wailed, no longer able to hold back.

To stop me, his fingers drifted up from my tits and found my mouth. They both hooked inside my lips, and he pulled them apart to the sides. My tongue lolled out involuntarily.

Now he had me fishhooked and completely at his mercy. I couldn’t move due to his weight; couldn’t think due to the fingers pulling my face lips; and couldn’t stop cumming due to the cock stretching my pussy lips.

It all happened so fast. He could go from zero to a hundred in an instant, and I finally spewed back against him, my warm juices flooding out of me as a second orgasm racked my body.

God, to think I’d been missing this for so many years. To think my mom had hogged this Adonis from anyone else, lapping up his cum and cock like a greedy, undeserving bitch.

But like I’d said, now it was my turn.

With our bodies sweaty and sliding easily against one another now, his cock was a relentless battering ram curving into me and shooting for my insides.

I knew he was going to cum inside me, and I didn’t even have to ask. In fact, I wanted him to. I didn’t want a child . . . or sibling? . . . but I wanted him to feel good and I was on the pill—had been since Thursday.

His cock started to grow even larger, until I could feel every inch and every vein protruding from his length as it pulverized my poor little pussy.

“Did you know it’s illegal in fifty states to have an ass this fat?” he asked in a low, strained voice. How the hell did he still sound calm and collected?

Because I was losing my mind. With my tongue lapping around aimlessly, my head bouncing just as my body did, and his fingers pulling my lips apart . . . I felt like such a used up cockwhore. I was drunk on him—on his essence, on his voice, on his dick.

I said some indecipherable, muffled words, unable to use English even if I didn’t
 have his fingers stuck in my mouth. No, I didn’t know it was illegal to have an ass this fat, but the joke only turned me on rather than make me laugh or feel any guilt.

“Girls like you have to be punished by their daddies for having such big bums, honey,” he continued. “I’m sure you u-ugh-understand.”

He was losing it. So was I.

I came a third time, more fluids dripping from my pussy. This time around, he held his body taut above me, hands moving to frame my head and release my mouth.

I gasped and clenched my hands around his veiny, ripped forearms. “Oh fuuuck, Daddy!” I wailed. “Breed your stupid little slutty girl!”

His hot, viscous cum shot into me like a fire hose, painting my insides and shooting up deep inside me. My womb felt like it had gotten drenched by a sudden rainstorm from God.

My whole body clenched and absolute euphoria washed over me.

When he was finished cumming inside me, which took eons in my own jizz-spurting brain, he just lay there for a moment.

Then a bright blue light shined overhead, in the back window. And growing closer. 

I gasped. We’d been caught. We hadn’t been careful enough.

Mom’s found us!

Unbridled fear swept through me, inching up my spine.

Even Vincent’s head shot up on a swivel. He was naked from the ass down, and so was I. There was no hiding what we’d just been up to, and the car no doubt smelled like sweat, sex, cum, and booze.

I was ready to be carted off to a black hole—wherever my mom sent me. The jig was up. Adrenaline was making a mess of my insides, even more so than Vincent’s lovely cumload.

Then the flashlight passed over the windows, its holder letting out a slight gasp outside. Feet scurried away.

Vincent turned to look over his shoulder—he’d been hiding it the whole time so as not to incriminate himself.

As if the car we were in didn’t do that . . .

I jolted up also, my numb brain starting to come back to reality. We saw a woman hurrying off, a dog trailing behind her.

We didn’t own a dog.

I let out a huge sigh of relief. “Holy shit, Daddy. That was close.” The adrenaline made me spurt even more, and I could feel my stepdad’s nut-batter drooling out of my pussy.

“But exciting,” he said.

We both laughed.

When we finally got our pants on and seemed somewhat composed, we looked at each other and breathed deeply together, as one.

I had a feeling that little dogwalking, Nosy Nelly incident from our neighbor was going to bite us in the ass, somehow. All of our neighbors knew Vince’s car. Most of them knew his body type, and though they might not recognize his bare ass . . . she had gotten unreasonably close. The fact she had scampered away meant she knew we were up to no good.

I just had to hope she didn’t realize who had been positioned underneath
 him. That would be terrible.

Looking into his dark, brilliant eyes, I could tell all the same things were going through his mind.

When we made it home, Vincent hugged me close, wrapping a comforting arm around my shoulder.

I loved when he did that, making me feel safe and wanted and protected. I knew nothing bad would happen to me while he was around.

I just had to keep him around!

Mom was in the kitchen, an angry look on her face.

It softened when she saw me, no doubt noticing the fucked up mascara and makeup. “Oh my gosh, honey! What happened? Vincent, what the fuck happened to her?!”

He sighed, shaking his head. “She had a bad run in with some drunk boy, Jodie.” He squeezed me tight. “But I got there before things got out of hand.”

Jodie slapped a hand over her mouth. “You did? He did?” Her eyes fell on me.

“Vincent saved me, Mom. It was amazing.” I almost reached out and dragged my fingers down his chest, but realized it would be way
 too much.

“She needs her rest, honey,” Vincent said, and then he was leading me to the stairs, toward the bedroom.

Well. He’d figured that one out quickly enough.

And one thing was for certain: My Daddy had
 saved me, it was
 amazing, and I liked to think he thought the same thing about his little Angel.

~
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Angelina
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S
 ummer was coming fast
 and it was time to get my tan on. I wanted to be nice and bronzed by the time summer hit full swing in San Diego. It wasn’t because I had to impress anyone . . . I already had the one man I needed to impress under my thumb.

Well, I was probably under Daddy’s thumb more than the other way around, but I liked to think I had some measure of control over the way things went. A little darker skin wouldn’t make or break what we had going on.

Some nice tan lines, though, when he peeled off my bikini and gazed at my caramel skin and creamy beige tits . . . yeah, I knew that could get a guy going. And I wanted
 Vincent to never stray—to keep wanting me. I wanted his cock to be as hard as a steel beam every time he laid eyes on me.

God, when had I become such a slut for him? It had happened so quickly. One minute I was moping about my lame boyfriend breaking up with me at school, and then I was toying with the idea of having an older man to pamper and pound me.

Then I made that dream a reality, albeit accidentally, and the reality was even better than my fantasy. Walking in on Vincent while he was jerking off his huge cock to a picture of me was the best thing to happen in my young life. I was certain.

My stepdad was incredibly hot, confident, and nurturing. But he was also rich, powerful, and dominating. I guess he had a bit of a mean streak in him, because no man got to his level in the corporate world without being a bit ruthless.

But I loved it. He was the best of both worlds: caring but possessive. It was amazing having a guy like that yearning for me. And the fact he was an experienced older man just made things better. I didn’t need to tell him what to do in the bedroom—granted, we’d barely even made it to the bedroom, but that was half the fun. Whether it was in his car, on a piece of furniture, or in his bed, he knew how to take me, make me his, and put me in my place.

I got off on the kinky stuff, even though I was young. Maybe it was a generational thing, but I imagined I was lewder than most older people. Maybe even more than my own friends. Which was funny because I considered myself nicer and sweeter than them, too.

A saint in the streets, a devil in the sheets.

Girls like Holly and Tori talked a big game, but when push came to shove, were they satisfied where it counted? Did these college boys and frat guys really do it for them? I’d accidentally walked in on Holly getting doggy-fucked by that doofus Jason in the bathroom at Tori’s party, and she had seemed decidedly over it
 .

Poor girl.

Jason was kind of a creep, though, so I couldn’t feel too bad for him. Just before sneaking off with my bestie, he’d had me cornered in the kitchen in a desperate attempt to get in my pants.

I’d ended up getting Vincent to come rescue me from the party. I gave him road head as a reward, which turned into a vicious deepthroating, which turned into him plowing me in the back of his BMW and us almost getting caught by a neighbor walking her dog.

Ha. I say “almost” as if the neighbor had no clue what was going on. But with my moans and the shaking of the car, you’d have to be blind to not know. I just hoped she had a bad memory, or never recognized me since I’d been underneath Vincent with my face down.

The more time that dragged on, the more I thought nothing would come of it. Time healed all—even the scarring image of me getting speedbump-fucked in my stepdaddy’s car.

All that mattered was that my mom never found out. I felt a little guilty about what I was doing, but Vincent had seemed happier than ever since hooking up with me. And that happiness seemed to drip slowly into my mom—Ew, that probably could’ve been worded better in my head—which was good for everyone.

As long as she never found out, we could keep this going forever.

But I knew I was being naïve. Vincent and I were playing with fire. How long could we really keep it going before it turned into an uncontrollable wildfire that threatened to burn everything down around us?

* * *
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I
 T WAS SATURDAY AFTERNOON
 . I was in a skimpy purple bikini that was little more than a string up my ass crack and two shells to hold my tits together. Everything else was bare—by design, since I wanted the sun to hit me at all angles.

When I looked out the window from the couch and saw Holly’s three-tone Nissan puttering up to the sidewalk, I leaped off and skipped toward the door with a towel slung over my shoulder and my clutch in my hand. My flip-flops smacked joyfully on the floor as I made my way to the front door and swung it open.

“Jeez, honey,” my mom said from the dining room kitchen. She was peering over her glasses, hovered over her computer at the table.

“What’s up?” I asked, tilting my head with my hand still on the doorknob.

She chuckled to herself. “Oh, nothing. You’ve just really grown up is all. Haven’t seen my baby girl dressed in so little in quite some time.”

A flush came to my cheeks. “Yeah, it’s been awhile. And thanks? I guess?” I couldn’t tell if she disapproved of me “growing up” or not. I knew I’d always be her little baby, but I wasn’t a child anymore. Vincent was proof of that.

The thought tugged at my heart for a moment. That vague sense of wrongness flicked in the back of my head, knowing that I was screwing everything up for this family. I was going behind my mom’s back and screwing her husband, for Christ’s sake! When you really got down to it, that was some raunchy shit.

It was the kind of shit that no marriage could ever recover from . . .

I gulped and smiled shyly at her. “See you later then?”

She looked back down at her computer screen and typed away. “Sure. Just maybe think about eating a salad or something with your friends today,” she said nonchalantly.

I blinked, eyes wide and taken aback. “Excuse m—huh?”

“Your thighs are looking pretty big these days, honey. That’s all. Want to try and avoid that cellulite, right?”

I flared my nostrils in sudden anger, my hand clenching the doorknob. All my pity and feelings of remorse flew out the window in an instant. “Right. Okay,” I said in a flat voice. She wasn’t listening anymore.

And little did she know—if she paid more attention to things, it might be different—that thick thighs and a big ass were all
 the rage these days. God, the gall on that woman. I was convinced she just wanted everyone around her to be as miserable as she was.

I hurried out the door and nearly slammed it behind me, but didn’t want to send off the wrong vibe.

I jumped into Holly’s car with a bounce and shook my head, staring straight ahead.

“Uh oh,” my bestie said, frowning as she put the Nissan into gear. “Your bouncing boobs says you’re happy, but your face says otherwise. What’s wrong, chica?”

I sighed through my nose. “Nothing. My mother. As usual.”

She scoffed as we drove off. “Well, we all know how mothers can be. Don’t let it ruin your day.”

“I’m not!” I said, throwing my hands up. “She’s just so frustrating sometimes.”

“Well, if it’s anything about how you look, uh, lemme tell you . . . you’re smokin’, bitch. Like, about-to-seat-my-raggedy-seat-on-fire smokin’.”

I blushed. Holly could be really sweet when she wanted, and it filled me with warmth. More often than not she was a sarcastic, snarky bitch, and that was just as good.

I finally turned to look at her and my mouth nearly fell open. She had her curly blonde hair in two little pigtails that made her look adorable, but then her giant tits were smashed together in her skimpy yellow bikini, which matched nicely with her skin tone.

If I was any gayer, I would have bent over the center console, ripped that top down, and motorboated her right there. I’d seen those weapons of mass destruction swinging around when Jason had been railing her in the bathroom—which she still didn’t know I had witnessed—and they were seriously something to behold. Especially for such a petite girl.

Holly was already starting to show that epic bronze sheen to her skin, around her waist and tummy and arms. Clearly, she’d been hitting the beach without her bestie a bit.

“Thanks, babe,” I told her, melting back into my seat.

I was hot to trot and we were both looking like a million bucks. Holly was right: I wasn’t going to let my depressed mom ruin my day. Today would be fun.

I just didn’t know how fun, yet . . .

* * *
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H
 OLLY AND I MET UP
 with Tori at the boardwalk in Pacific Beach. The sun was glorious and high, the blue sky was cloudless, and it was about seventy-five degrees out. Perfect beach weather.

Tori met up with us on the sand, dressed in a blue bikini that made us look like some adult version of the Powerpuff Girls. Her body was reminiscent of mine much more so than Holly’s—dark hair, except hers was curly and shorter, tall, leggy, and with an hourglass figure.

I guess it sort of made Holly stand out the most among us three, since she was shorter, arguably cuter in the face, and definitely more top-heavy, which obviously all the guys loved.

Holly was the kind of girl that every bigger dude dreamed of throwing around the sack. Tori was the one who would do the tossing—and, given the chance, would probably love to do it with Holly, too, since I knew she loved both sides of the fence. 

As we set up shop on the beach, not too far from the boardwalk, my head was on a swivel. It was packed, with hot bodies all over—some guys and girls playing volleyball in the distance; a hot stud on the lifeguard tower nearby, eyes trained on the ocean; a crowded swarm of surfers out in the water. It was a picturesque San Diego summer day.

This town was a haven for these kinds of people: incredibly good-looking, fit, and flirty. The three of us actually didn’t stand out as much as I would have thought, given all the other talent swaggering around the coast.

People walked in every direction. Girls were lined up with their bums on full display, soaking in the sun. Guys pranced by like peacocks trying to display their feathers, roaming from one group of girls to the next.

I knew it would be a matter of time until the three of us were targeted, but that was par for the course.

I laid my polka dotted towel on the sand like a blanket and plopped down on my ass, leaning back with my elbows bent so I could people watch. My sunglasses covered half my face, so you didn’t really get a good idea of where I was looking. It was Ogling 101.

Not that I was looking
 for anyone. I already had what I wanted. But I had to put on appearances so Holly and Tori didn’t suspect anything . . .

Plus, there was some serious eye-candy out today. The lifeguard in his little tower was particularly steamy, with a chiseled body the color of creamed coffee and wiry muscles threading his slender frame.

“So,” Holly said, vaguely drawing my attention to the left where she was reclined. Tori was between us. Holly gave Tori a sharp smile. “How did it end up with you and that cute thing at your party the other night?”

Tori threw her head back and laughed. She looked supremely comfortable leaned back on her towel. “The girl with the glasses you mean? Rocked her world. I thought you’d be able to hear from downstairs!”

“Yeah, well . . .” Holly trailed off, a little shyly. “Maybe not from downstairs, but from the upstairs bathroom, yeah.”

“Oh, you slut! Who’d you have in there?”

“You know Jason?”

“Sure. He’s pretty hot. How was he?”

Holly frowned. “Limp dick. Couldn’t stay hard. Not impressed, babe. I give him one-and-a-half stars. Would not ride again.”

“Damn, that’s a bummer. Isn’t it always a shame when the cute ones suck ass? Or rather don’t.”

Holly laughed. My head was darting between them, eyes unblinking behind my sunglasses. I mean, I was used to raunchy talk, but . . . I guess I was rusty. I had nothing to contribute, and they seemed to be carrying on fine.

“Totally,” Holly said when she finished chuckling. “To make it worse, I’m pretty sure someone spied on us. Like, the bathroom door was ajar after he blew his load, and I’m positive
 I closed it beforehand.”

My head whipped to the right as I pretended to find something interesting to focus on. A cute girl with a fat booty bouncing around. There we go. I tried to avoid biting my bottom lip to give away my guilt.

“You were probably just drunk, babe,” Tori said. “I mean, after what you just told me, who would want to see that?”

Holly scoffed. She playfully slapped Tori on the arm. “Hey!” Then she cupped both her tits and squeezed them together. They were much too big for her little hands. “You know you’d love to see these bad mammer jammers in action.”

Tori licked her lips. “Yeah, well, can’t deny that. I swear they’ve grown in the past few months.”

“I think you’re right.”

I tuned them out for a moment, losing my focus.

“What about you, Angie? Why so quiet?”

“Huh?” I spun to face them, not sure who’d spoken or how long I’d been away in la-la land.

They both looked at me, but Tori took up the mantle. “When are you gonna find yourself another boytoy? I know
 you’re not still moping about that jerkoff Brady.”

“Pretty sure she is,” Holly muttered.

“No I’m not!” The flicker of frustration inside me bloomed. “Gah. Dammit. Maybe I’m just taking some time for myself, huh? Ever thought of that?”

“Whoa, bitch, don’t get so defensive,” Tori said, frowning. “I was just wondering, jeez.”

I flapped my hand at her, trying to play it off. After a deep breath, I said, “Sorry. I know. I’m just all wound up ‘cuz my mom said some stupid shit before I left the house.”

“Oh. Damn.” Tori shrugged. She turned away to gaze at the ocean, apparently deep in thought. “They say that after your rebellious teenage years, you start to get closer to your parents in you twenties, but I’m not seeing it.” She smirked at us. “Still can’t stand ‘em.”

Holly and I both giggled.

Then Holly peeked over my shoulder to the right. “Well, I hope you’ve taken enough time for yourself, Angie. ‘Cuz I see three swinging dicks that look like they’ll make you forget Brady real
 fast, and they’re coming in hot.”
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Chapter Two

Vincent
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I
 t was a glorious day
 to be outside in the sun. So when Ms. Michelle Bettencourt told me she wanted to meet somewhere that the sun was shining and we could keep things somewhat informal and breezy, I jumped at the opportunity.

Michelle was a potential client—Ms. Bettencourt
 , if I was being technical. I had a feeling we’d be on a first-name basis by the end of our meeting, though. Not because anything scandalous was going to happen—though after seeing a picture of her, it definitely had my mind swirling—but because I was good at my job.

After looking over the scouting report given to me by Miles, I told him to get lost for the day. In a nice way. “Don’t you have a pretty wife at home that needs to be tamed, man?” I told him. “Kick rocks. It’s a beautiful day out. Take her to a nice lunch or dinner or something.”

Mile was a humble dude and just smiled at me coyly, scratching the back of his neck as he chuckled.

“Go break that mare in and tell me all about it,” I added with a disarming smile.

Miles gave me a lopsided grin. “Well, you know that’s never going to happen.”

“And thank God for that. Now go on.”

“You sure you got this one?” he asked, tilting his head and glancing down at the file on my desk. “Don’t want to run over any details or nothing?”

“Look, man, we work too hard.” I flapped the folder in front of me. “I’ve got this one covered. A cute young millionaire that wants to spend money on an up-and-coming, promising tech startup? Like shooting fish in a barrel.”

“Your confidence never ceases to amaze me, Vince.”

“Yeah, well, maybe some of it will rub off on you and you can take it home to your wife.”

“Hey now.”

I laughed. “Just kidding.”

He sighed. “All right, man, if you say so. I’ll see you Monday?”

“Bright and early.”

And then he left the office. I watched the clouded glass door close behind him until he reached the elevator leading to the lobby of our building.

Miles Cafferty was my partner at the investing firm, and I thought of him like a brother. We’d been in this racket a long time. Whenever I dropped the slack, he was there to tighten it up, and vice versa.

Most recently, I’d been jolly and on fire at work. Getting laid again—by my young, wild stepdaughter, no less—did that too me. My wife Jodie was tucked away far in the back of my mind, a strange sense of negligent unawareness washing over me whenever I thought about her.

Jodie was either going to come around or she wasn’t. I had wasted too many years trying to bring her out of her funk, and I was starting to think she was just a miserable person in her later years. I mean, she was only forty, so it’s not like her life was over . . . but she sure acted like it was sometimes.

Meanwhile, I was banging her tight, nubile daughter. That girl, my Angel, was my everything. I’d watched her blossom into a bright, beautiful young woman, and now she was mine.

But I didn’t think I was taking advantage of her. She had come on to me . . .
 which totally sounds like what a creepy older guy would say. But it was the truth.

She was horny like nobody’s business, always toying with me and pushing my buttons until I exploded and showed her what I was made of.

Angelina brought my confidence back. She rejuvenated my life.

While Jodie had been bummed, I had too, understandably, and it had affected my work life. Until Angie entered the picture. Now I was back on top—both figuratively and in the bedroom—and was slaying at my job. I had closed three new clients this week, helping funnel nearly eight million dollars to three different companies. This last one would be the nail on the coffin of a successful-ass week.

Sorenson & Cafferty would get a nice chunk of that change from our fees. It would pay for a nice cruise for a couple of our scouts and secretaries.

Speaking of, my secretary had gone on maternity leave just this last week. I needed to find someone to fill her spot for a few months this summer until she came back.

But in the meantime, I didn’t mind doing all the work myself. That was my life right now: hard work, hard play.

I was starting to look forward to every day, which was a serious blessing: the mornings when I worked out, came into the office, and hit the meetings. The afternoons when I got to relax, and occasionally go to more meetings. And the nights when I got to meet in secret with Angelina. The only sour note right now was when Jodie entered the picture, but I could put up with it for a few hours a night. Plus, she seemed a little
 happier now that I seemed happier.

She probably thought I was cheating on her. She’d be right. But I also thought she was cheating on me, so, the pendulum swings both ways.

So far, I hadn’t been able to do everything I wanted with Angelina. Things were too skittish and scary, having to keep everything a secret. Our little nighttime rendezvous obviously couldn’t be found out or it would be disastrous.

Jodie wasn’t too much of a snoop . . . from what I could tell. But she was on her computer at all hours of the day and night, doing God only knew what, so who really knew? She could’ve been hiring a PI to scope my whereabouts at every hour of the day. Hell, she could already know about my affair and be building a case with hundreds of photos of me with her daughter!

But I doubted that was the case. I was just a little paranoid. Jodie wasn’t that savvy and she definitely
 wouldn’t be able to keep the boiling rage of a scandal like that under her skin for any amount of time. She’d be smacking me over the head with a frying pan the moment I stepped through the door at home, more likely.

I read over Ms. Bettencourt’s file one last time before heading out of the office. Truth be told, I didn’t even need to be here on Saturday, but I liked to get away from the home front. It gave me time to think . . . and daydream about when I was going to clutch my Angel against my hard body next . . .

* * *
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“Y
 ES MA’AM, I’LL BE
 there right away. See you in fifteen?”

I nodded, smiled to no one, and clicked off my cell.

Michelle Bettencourt wanted to meet at a restaurant called the Green Flash in Pacific Beach. It was right on the boardwalk so we could do some people watching after our business got taken care of. She said they had great steaks and salads and seafood—all the necessary things for a prime lunch with a client.

I expected to rack up a pricey bill for the meal, but what was three hundred dollars at lunch if it meant divvying out three million to a hot new company, and getting to keep one or two percent of that?

All in a day’s work.

I took my BMW through the car wash before heading out to the spot. Not that I expected Michelle to get a look at my car, but I liked to be prepared just in case.

The streets were bare, but the sidewalks were teeming with life: young college kids barhopping, laughing it up, moseying around Garnet Avenue—the “strip” of Pacific Beach. As you got closer to the ocean, every shopfront was either a bar, tattoo parlor, or weed store. The occasional diner or restaurant was mixed in with the big guns.

I found a parking spot about three blocks from the boardwalk, checked the file on my passenger seat one last time, and then tucked it into the glove compartment.

I flattened my suit as I walked down the street, my Tom Fords clacking pleasantly on the sidewalk. I got more than a few glances from younger women passing by, with a few lingering smiles, and I returned the smiles.

Walking up to the Green Flash, I realized I recognized the place. I’d just never known the name.

It was a quaint little beach spot with Tiki apparel and a sort of tropical vibe on the outside, tucked away just off the boardwalk. The main seating area let out to a wide expanse that actually looked onto the beach and boardwalk through a thin glass wall. Perfect.

I fussed with my cufflinks for a moment before stepping up to the ramp and giving the door guy a grin. He mad-dogged me with a nod of understanding and I waltzed in.

I recognized Michelle Bettencourt at the bar near the door, one of only three people sitting there and staring up at a TV. Her frame was enviable for a thirty-something, and I recognized her auburn hair tumbling down her back before I even saw her face.

A guy was chatting her up. He looked almost homeless in his hippie attire, and she looked like she wanted to escape.

I squeezed into the seat next to her, and said, “Ms. Bettencourt?”

She turned, a bit startled, and her eyes lingered for a moment on my face. A beat too long, if I do say so. A wide grin spread on her face as she looked down and noticed my proffered hand.

“Oh! Mr. Sorenson.”

“Please, call me Vince.”

“Okay. In that case, call me Michelle.”

Bingo. First-name basis in the first twenty seconds.

We shook hands and she turned to the fawner next to her, who was practically leaning over her shoulder and breathing down her back to scope me out. One of his eyes was big and one was tiny as he studied me with a disapproving glare, like I was some kind of awful cock-blocker.

“Ren, this is my date. I’ve got to go now,” Michelle said with a fake smile. “It was nice talking to you though!”

As we got up from our seats, I practically led her away by the hand. I heard “Ren” mutter, “Yeah, whatever, have fun with douchey mister money-bags,” and go back to his shiny blue drink.

Michelle chuckled as we scurried off to the front of the restaurant area, her body inching closely into mine. “Oh my God, thank you so much! I’m glad you weren’t late, because I wasn’t sure how much longer I was going to last.”

I shot her a smile. “Never late, ma’am. But really, ‘this is my date’?” I gave her a once-over and said, “If I wasn’t married, I’d be hard-pressed to turn that offer down.”

She made her mouth into a little “o” and slapped me on the shoulder. “Oh, Vince! Aren’t you a flirt?”

I shrugged, still smiling. “Sorry. You’re the one who said we were on a date, though.”

“And I have a feeling you won’t let me forget it.”

I winked at her.

She closed her mouth and stared at my face, her eyes twinkling.

Uh oh.

I cleared my throat and turned to the hostess. “For two, please. Outside.”

She led us down the aisle, through the main dining room which was lightly scattered with a few lunchgoers, and outside.

The sun immediately warmed my bones. Almost every table was taken, the din of conversation loud and lively with a soft hum of music playing over a PA.

Our table was small but perfect. The hostess left and a cute college-aged girl came by to get us drinks and starters.

“Go big,” I told Michelle. “We spare no expense.”

“We? Or you personally?”

I chuckled. “Both.”

“Oh. I like
 you.”

I looked down at the table, pretending to blush. It was always good to play these situations close to the chest and let your humility speak for itself. I had already kind of blown it with my whole bravado approach at the bar, but now I wanted to tone it back a bit.

I wasn’t here to try and bang Michelle in the Green Flash’s pretty bathrooms. I was here to get three million dollars out of her bank account.

* * *


[image: image]






“N
 OW THEN,” I SAID,
 dabbing my napkin to my lips before setting it back down on my lap. I took a sip of my Manhattan then placed my palms down on the table.

Lunch had been fabulous. I’d gotten Michelle nice and buttered up, and I was ready to hit her with my spiel. But in, you know, a lighthearted way that didn’t make me seem too much like a ruthless car salesman.

Outside the glass window, oodles of people walked by. It was a continuous crowd on the boardwalk, and the beach beyond was just as packed.

“Down to brass tacks, huh?” she asked, smiling slightly. She took a sip of her white wine. It was her third glass—I’d been keeping track. Her eyes still sparkled when she put them on me, but now with a little bit of tipsiness mixed in with her obvious desire.

“Yup.”

“Aw. And I was having such fun.”

“Hey, we can still have fun,” I said, giving her a slight wink. I immediately regretted it. I’d gone a bit overboard, and the Manhattans weren’t helping.

Sure enough, she leaned forward with the corners of her lips twitching. “You promise?” she asked in a conspiratorial voice.

I leaned back and chuckled, but didn’t give her a definite answer. Damn, this broad really
 does want to get banged out in the bathrooms.


Instead of answering immediately, I swung my eyes out to the window and the beach and ocean, trying to cool my jets.

And just when I was ready to face Michelle again, I double took, brows furrowing.

I squinted and blinked, just to make sure I was right.

There she was, out on the beach: my Angel. What were the odds? She was with two of her friends—all three of them looking ridiculously hot in their tiny bikinis that left nothing to the imagination.

And three young guys were circling them like sharks, descending upon them and ready to pounce.

A surge of anger and spite inched up my spine. Everything else drowned away.

“Vince, are you okay?” Michelle asked in a faraway voice.

I leaned back and sighed. “Huh? Yeah, sorry.” I shook my head. “Just thought I saw someone I recognized. Where were we?”

“You were about to hit me with your best buzzer-beater.”

“Oh, right. Well, luckily I don’t really need to sell this company you’ve looked into, because they really sell themselves.” I cleared my throat. What? That’s not what I was supposed to say.

Her eyebrow quirked, showing doubt for the first time.

Shit. I couldn’t let my lust for Angelina fuck this up. Not now.

I readjusted my swelling crotch and leaned forward slightly. I zeroed in on Michelle then pulled out my phone to pretend I was going to show her something. “I just mean, the fundamentals of this company are sound. I know the engineer working on the apps. They’re dating apps with a twist, and they plan on starting at least four of them, in different sectors, aimed at different demographics. One is a high-up elite dating service, another is—”

“I know what they plan to do with the apps, Vince. I just want to know if my money’s going to be safe, if I’m going to get a good ROI, and what the turnaround looks like.”

I nodded. She seemed all business now, and for the first time that afternoon I was slightly rattled. “Well, the turnaround looks like two years for your principal, if their angel rounds go well. I’ve talked to the founder and he doesn’t want to give up more than 20% of the company, but I told him he wasn’t going to get any funding for less than 40%.”

“Smart.”

I grunted. “He said no way in hell. He went to 30%, I went to 35%. So, that’s where we stand. If you shell out three mil—which was the initial amount, that’s where we’ll stay. But if you, say, put in a tad more . . . we could bring it up to 40%, no doubt. Maybe even higher.”

Her lips creased into a duck bill, apparently quite impressed with the work I’d already done outside this meeting. “Nice. And how much more are we talking, both on investment and ownership?”

“Well, there’s no way we’re getting 51%, if that’s what you’re wondering.”

“Damn.”

I smiled at her. I had her right back on track, right where I wanted. “But 49% and a board seat sounds pretty good, right? I guess what matters is how big of a part of this company you want to be.”

“Well, let me ask you, do you see them going the distance?”

I nodded and straightened the hems of my jacket. “I do.” I said that about every company we invested in, and I’m sure she knew that, but it helped to have confidence. I wasn’t trying to lose
 my client money, that’s for sure.

“Okay. Well, I don’t mind not
 making the decisions. I already have my hands in enough cookie jars as is.”

“Understandable. You just want the return.”

“You make it sound so heartless.”

“Hey, babe, this is business.”

She smiled shyly at me. Probably at calling her “babe.” But I needed to get her pen back on the dotted line. At this point, I would
 take her to the restrooms if need be.

“Alright, how much more do you think they’ll need to bring us up to 49%? I mean, we’re pretty far off at 35% right now.”

“Doubling down—”

“No fucking way.”

I waved my hands at her, rewinding to recover. “No, no, I was going to say that they’d
 want you to double down. But we don’t need to. Bring that three up to a four and I think we can do it.”

“Really? How?”

“I’ll feed them like baby birds. These guys are hurting for capital, like all startups, and I haven’t seen any other offers on the table. If we can get in quick, we can win this thing big. I’ll say 500K for ten more percent, to bring it to 45%. They’ll say no, back down to 40%. I’ll say let’s cut the bullshit—I’ll give you another million to bring us to 49%, and everyone will be happy. I’ll make sure they say yes.” I folded my hands on the table.

“Damn. You sound pretty confident.”

“Well, in five years when they’re making ten mil a year in profit and you’re getting 25% of that, you’ll be pretty confident, too.”

“You’re good, Vince Sorenson.”

“Thank you, Ms. Bettencourt.”

My eyes flicked over to the glass window again. One of the wiry-muscled surf bums was crouched next to Angelina now, chatting her up hard.


My rage hit new heights. All thoughts of business went by the wayside.

“Are you sure
 you don’t recognize that person out there, Vince?” Michelle asked, concern in her voice.

I sighed. “No, I do. But it can wait.”

“Judging by the look on your face, it can’t.”

I glanced over at her and saw the frown and disappointment on her face.

Shit. I was close to losing her, just on this little thing.

“Is there any way I can get you to stay here for ten minutes while I go figure it out? It’s my wife’s kid.”

The way I said it made me feel icky. I shivered slightly but saw that Michelle’s disappointment wasn’t going anywhere.

“Sorry, Vince, but I’m not the kind of woman that waits for anyone.
 It’s why I said I was so happy you weren’t a late kind of guy.”

I nodded. “I understand. Let’s finish this—”

“I think we’re finished, Vince.”

I blinked. “What?”

She stood. “Go take care of your family or whatever. You can have your secretary send over the contract.”

“Oh?” My thumping heart slowed. “You mean you’re into it?”

She rolled her eyes and donned some impressive sunglasses. “I’m ‘into it’ if you can bring me 49% for four. Anything less and we’ll have to renegotiate. I want this company.”

“Right. I understand, ma’am.”

“Don’t call me that, Vince. Please. It makes me sound old.” Her voice was flat now, with none of the spark and joy in it from earlier.

Had I offended her? I couldn’t be sure. I didn’t know her well enough.

But as she walked out and I watched her hips swaying with exaggerated ease—as if showing me what I was missing out on—I did
 know one culprit in this little fiasco well enough.

Granted, she didn’t know she was a culprit yet. But she’d find out.

This could have gone so much smoother. I’d had Michelle Bettencourt eating out of the palm of my hand, and now I wasn’t even sure she was going to sign. Anything could happen between a contract being written up and faxed over.

I had wanted to close this deal today.


Dammit, Angel. I think you need to be taught a lesson: Don’t get in the way of Daddy’s business affairs! 
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Chapter Three

Angelina
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T
 he guy lingering next
 to me was named Cal. I already didn’t like him, but I was trying to play it cool and flirty—anything to keep Holly and Tori off my back.

It’s not that I had anything against
 Cal. He seemed nice enough. But I was starting to lose interest in people my age more and more these days. They just didn’t hold my fascination like, say, my stepdad.

Cal wasn’t too much of a try-hard, and he seemed sweet enough. His other two pals were hitting on Tori and Holly and they were eating it up, laughing at all of their stupid jokes and sitting up with their arms wrapped around their knees like they were paying rapt attention.

Holly, especially, looked incredible when she had her arms wrapped around her legs, because her tits pushed against her knees and squeezed together, nearly falling out of her tiny bikini. One wrong move and the jig was up . . . tumble, fumble, bounce.

Cal and his friends Rip and Mike—three one-syllable named dudes—made no allusions how into us they were.

The young man before me was probably in his early twenties, maybe even younger than that . . . which would make him like nineteen. Rip had tried to talk up his surfing game like he was some sort of phenom, but I couldn’t be bothered. Once Rip noticed that, he’d turned his piercing blue gaze on Tori.

Now I was all alone with Cal, so to speak. He was going on about the way waves break on the coast, trying to teach me the physics of it all, trying to sound smart. But he had a typical Southern Cali surfer-boy accent and it just wasn’t working on me.

For anyone else, his charm would have been enough. He’d have them in the back of his beat-up old Toyota pickup in no time at all, on the way to his sandy studio apartment on the beach where he lived with his dog, Kelly Slater.

He had wavy blonde hair that was tinged platinum at the tips from hours in the sun, and a deeper gold down to the roots. His body was toned and lithe, and he probably would have slid between my “big thighs”—as Mom had so eloquently put it—quite nicely.

I could see the slight show of a bulge in his trunks by the way he crouched near me, hands laxly draped over his knees. I knew his stance was no accident—he wanted to draw my eye to his assets. But I could already tell his assets weren’t enough to satisfy me. Not after what I’d been working with.

He was a skinny hot boy, perfect for other hot girls who were into that physique.

“So, anyway,” he finished, “the rights have been pretty gnarly at the break here, but even better at Marine Street. We’ve been thinking about heading to La Jolla to hit ‘em up, actually, right guys?” They said nothing. He swiped some hair exaggeratedly out of his face and turned back to me with a small shrug. “Would you want to tag along?”

I blinked behind my sunglasses. “What? Where?”

“To Marine Street. Come on, girl, you drunk already?” He laughed to show he was joking. 

I started to say something, but he cut me off, saying, “Because I’ve got some Maker’s Mark back at the pad, if you want. In La Jolla. That’s where I live.”

“Yup, you’ve already told me, Cal.” Three times, actually, as if trying to prove he had money.

Again, not as much money as . . .

“So what do you say, babe? It’ll be fun. All three of you will fit in my truck.”

“Your truck has seats for . . . six?”

“No, no, I mean in the bed.”

I frowned, tilting my head. “You want us to sit in the bed of your truck, like cattle, without any seatbelts or anything?”

Tori put a hand on my arm lightly, apparently hearing what I was saying. She turned to Cal like I was a dunce. “Please forgive her, Cal. She’s a little out of touch.”

I narrowed my eyes, warning her. “I mean, it doesn’t sound too safe.”

“I drive super safe!” Cal said, clearly offended though I hadn’t meant anything by it. “We won’t go more than twenty miles an hour on the roundabouts.”

Oh yeah. I’d forgotten about the roundabouts. Not to mention it was illegal to be in the bed of a truck in California.

God, I really had turned into a whiny little housewife, but I was trying to weasel my way out of this.

“Sorry, but I’m feeling pretty pleasant soaking up the sun right here, Cal.”

Tori said, “No she’s not. We’re all going, Angie. Unless you want to sit here alone.”

I frowned at her. “Really?”

She hugged me close, tilting her head against mine. Again, acting like I was slightly off. “Isn’t she cute, Cal? Like I said, she hasn’t been laid in a while. She just went through a tough break-up.”

I scoffed, mouth dropping open. “Tori, what the fuck!”

Cal chuckled, flashing pearly white teeth behind his smooth, healthy dark skin.

“Hey!” a voice called behind us, drawing everyone’s attention but Holly’s and the boy she was talking to—either Jay or Mike, and the way Holly was leaning forward, it looked like she was about to ride his cock right here on the fucking beach.

I spun to look over my shoulder, my neck cracking from the quickness.

Vincent was marching through the sand, looking awkward in his nice dress shoes and . . . my God
 he looked fucking hot. His dress shirt was rippling against his torso, perfectly tailored to show every muscle beneath it. His slim tuxedo jacket was unbuttoned and also blowing in the breeze, along with his mop of shaggy hair, which was becoming more and more unkempt the closer he got.

Despite almost stumbling like a dork with his shoes on the beach, I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

“Um, who’s that,
 ” Tori said.

I groaned inwardly. Not because I didn’t want to leap up and charge into Vince’s arms, but because this was hitting too close to home.

Before now, our togetherness had been completely clandestine, and I desperately wanted to keep it that way.

Why was he blowing up my spot? And where the hell
 had he come from?

I was startled, to say the least.

“Damn, is that your stepdad,
 Angie?” Tori continued.

I nodded. “Um, yeah.”

“Jesus fuck. When did he get like that.
 I don’t remember him like—”

Vincent was upon us and made all the conversation cease—again, except between Holly and Jay-Mike. His presence was just too powerful, and there were no words to describe it as he loomed over me.

I could already feel myself growing wet between the legs, and I squeezed my thighs together.

“Uh, hi, Vincent!” I said innocently, my voice wavering.

Cal stood with a bit of swagger in his step. Clearly he hadn’t heard Tori and me talking about my stepdad.

“Hey, man, what’s the deal?” he asked, squaring his shoulders and stepping forward past me. His voice was angry, but it was almost laughable watching him approach my taller Daddy in only his board shorts, his chest puffed up like a little frog.

I put a hand over my mouth, cringing at what I thought was about to happen.

“Hey, man,
 ” Vince said. “The hell you think you’re doing?”

Cal shrugged. “Just talking to this pretty lady, dude. What’s it to you? Why you bothering us?”

“Because that ‘pretty lady’ is my stepdaughter, dickweed.”

Cal scoffed. “So what? She doesn’t look underage.”

Vince stepped forward until his chest almost pressed up against Cal’s. “Looks aren’t everything, pal. Doesn’t look
 underage? What if I told you she was sixteen?”

Cal spun on me, eyes wide. “Is that true?”

I shook my head, my cheeks burning brightly. “No.”

The surfer snorted and tossed his hands in the air, facing Vincent again. “The hell, weirdo. Don’t pull that kind of shit! Do you know who we—”

“I don’t give a shit, you little gnat. Angelina lives under my roof, and while that’s going on, she lives by my rules.”

Oh my gosh, his jealousy and dominance was such a turn-on. It was like I was his prize. Clearly, Tori didn’t see it that way, because she had a grimace on her face like she couldn’t believe my hot-ass stepdad was being such an angry stickler.

I had to admit, it was a bit embarrassing. But I didn’t care—it’s not like I was ever going to see Cal again.

“Angelina?” Cal said. He looked down at me again. “I thought you said your name was Angie.”

I cocked my head, furrowing my bow. “Yeah . . . which is short . . . for Angelina.” Jesus Christ, how stupid was this motherfucker. And to think I had almost
 been willing to give him a chance.

“Oh. Shit, my bad.”

“Angelina, can I speak with you a moment?” Vincent asked, turning to meet my gaze for the first time. He couldn’t see my eyes under my sunglasses, but I could see his . . . and they were piercing straight to my core, smoldering my insides.

I nodded dumbly.

“Dude, why you being such a cock-block?” Cal whined.

Even Tori spoke up. “Yeah, Mr. Hutchins—”

“It’s Mr. Sorenson.”

“Yeah, Mr. Sorenson, you are
 being a bit of a beaver dam.”

“That’s disgusting,” Vincent said with a sneer. “Angie?” he asked, turning back to me and holding out his hand.

I glanced at Tori, blushed, and took it, gingerly stepping up from my towel. I hunched over like I was a naughty girl in big trouble. Lord above, I
 hope I am.


Cal laughed in disbelief. “Jesus, man, it’s not the 1950s anymore. Give the girl a break.”

Vince jammed a finger near Cal’s face and made the surfer fall back a step. “One more time, Spicoli: My house, my rules.”

“She’s not in your house right now . . .” Cal muttered, trailing off as I started to walk away with Vincent. “Gah. Whatever. How about you two? Marine Street?”

I heard Tori say, “Sure. But we’re not leaving without Angie first.”

I stopped and turned. My voice lilted as I waved at her and called out, “N-No, no, it’s fine, Tori. You two have fun. Just go on without me.”

Tori pouted. Holly finally seemed to realize something was going on, but she didn’t seem bothered. She was about to get some hot dick and no one was going to step in between that, even her bestie. 

“Poor girl,” Tori mumbled, then shrugged. “All right, babe. We’ll see you later then? Good luck?”

I nodded and then spun around to follow Vincent off the beach.

“How’d I do?” Vincent asked in a low voice once we reached the boardwalk.

I bit my bottom lip. “Um, other than embarrassing me, you sure laid it on pretty thick. Used about every stern trope and dad-ism in the book.”

He made a sound in his throat. “Yeah, well, there’s a reason for that, you little minx.”

My body shuddered as he called me that name. So simple, but so effective. His thick fingers wrapped around my arm—probably just in case my friends were watching, to make it look like I was in trouble.

But his possessiveness hit me in all the right places and my clit throbbed.

“Oh, and what’s the reason, Daddy?” I whispered, leaning into him. My voice was coming out thicker than before.

“You might have cost me forty thousand dollars just now. That’s what.”

My throat tightened. “Oh, shit.” I gulped as the seriousness of that statement took over . . . but then it fell away to more lustiness. “It sounds like you want to punish me really, really bad, Daddy.”

“You’re damn right, Angel. You deserve it. And you’ll like it.”

Hell yeah I would.
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Chapter Four

Vincent
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I
 stormed back into
 the Green Flash holding Angel’s hand, tugging her along behind me. When I got up the ramp to the mad-dogging door guy, he said, “Wait, is she twenty-one?”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “Of course she fucking is.” Was she? Or was she twenty? Shit.

“Do you have an ID?” he asked, somewhat timidly—which was surprising. Maybe it was the anger etched on my face.

I mean, I was trying to play a pretty believable “pissed off dad,” but Angie was right, I was laying it on pretty thick. In my chest, my heart soared to be with her and hold her close. Down in my slacks, it was a different story, with a whole other type of storm brewing. My balls ached for release, tight against my thighs.

“Y-Yeah, it’s in my clutch somewhere . . .” Angelina said, then fumbled through her tiny purse. She presented her ID.

The bouncer glanced at it, scratched the back of his head, and said, “All right, well, just . . .”

I was already brushing by him. It seemed he noticed this was a “family affair” and wasn’t going to pry too much.

“Where are you taking me, Daddy?” Angelina whispered in my ear.

The hairs on the back of my neck sprang. I hadn’t thought that far ahead, but her throaty voice in my ear was enough to drive me wild.

I walked through the inside dining area.

The cute college-aged waitress who had helped me and Michelle was taking a tray out to a table, and she stood in front of me. “Hey, sir!” she said in a cheery voice. “I knew you’d be back, so I didn’t make a big deal, but, uh . . .”

“Yes?” I grumbled, tilting my head, already losing my patience.

“You forgot to pay your bill,” she said in a low voice while leaning forward, like it was a deadly sin to say it out loud.

My angry mode died instantly. I blinked at her. “Shit.” Then I reached into my pocket with my free hand, found my wallet, and sifted through it. I found three hundred-dollar-bills and folded them, then tucked them into her shirt pocket, making sure I didn’t touch her boob or anything. “Will that suffice?”

“Holy crap,” she muttered, eyes wide. “The bill was only like a hundred bucks, sir.”

“Keep the change,” I said, then patted her on the shoulder and walked by her, taking Angelina with me.

“Thank you so much!” I heard her call out, but I was already gone, taking a sharp left down a corridor that led to the bathrooms.

We made it to the men’s restroom and I opened it, saw that it was empty. I looked left down the hall to make sure no one was coming.

Then I dashed into the restroom and took Angelina with me, letting her go and flinging her away as I closed the door and locked it.

When I turned to her, I saw her nipples were hard in her tiny bikini. My cock pulsed against my thigh.

“Where do you want me, Daddy?” she asked in a sultry tone.

God, when had she grown up so much? She looked perfect with her curvy waist and wide hips, that fat jiggling ass that bounced with every step she took. She was practically naked, and now I could see her nipples through her bikini.

“On your knees, sweetheart,” I ordered.

She frowned and looked down. The tiles were spick-and-span clean, but I understood her trepidation.

I reached over, grabbed a handful of paper towels from the pulley rack, and handed them to her.

Then Angie was laying them down and gingerly lowering to her knees. It looked uncomfortable.

Good.

I stood over her and unbuckled my belt.

“Oh gosh, Daddy, you really are
 angry,” she said in a playful tone, staring up at me with her big doe eyes. She fluttered her lashes a few time and stuck her tongue out.

I grunted and unzipped my pants, then pulled them down to my knees. She reached out for my underwear on instinct, but I slapped her hands away and she gave a little yelp.

As I peeled my underwear down, my cock rocketed out and smacked against her chin.

“Holy shit,” she muttered, eyes wide and the fakeness she’d been playing gone from them. “You’re giant today.”

“I’m giant everyday, right?”

“Yeah, that’s true. But it seems this little incident has got you even more revved up than usual.”

“Yes, well, it’s not every day I see some riffraff little shit hitting on my Angel.”

She smiled up at me.

My cock grew harder, the veins protruding along the shaft.

“W-What . . . how did you find me, anyway?” she asked hesitantly.

“I was in a work meeting outside here.”

“Oh. What a coincidence.”

“No kidding. Now I think you’ve yapped enough, don’t you think?”

She nodded like a good little kitten, then pursed her lips and pantomimed zipping them shut.

But I wanted them open. Just not with words coming out . . .

I grabbed my cock by the base and held it over her face. Then I grabbed the back of her head and forced her forward.

My cock was longer than her entire head, and nearly as fat as her face. This would be fun.

Being free from the public and the confines of my pants, my balls slackened and dangled lower from their tight position.

I stuffed Angel’s face into my hefty nutsack, and she let out little muffled sounds.

Smiling, I rubbed the underside of my cock over her face, making sure she got a good whiff of the musky aroma.

Her eyes rolled back as my balls covered her mouth and chin, up to her nose.

When her eyes returned to their normal place, they looked cross-eyed at my cock like a good, stupid little slut.

I lifted my cock, still gripping the back of her head, and then slammed my shaft down on her face.

Thwack.

She mewled.

I did it again. And again, cockslapping her until the sounds were fleshy, dull thuds.

She looked dazed when I was done, and that’s when I angled her head just right and positioned my curved banana cock down to her full lips.

I pressed hard and she was forced to open her mouth, and then my cock was sliding inside her mouth and warming up my shaft with her wet saliva.

She gagged and writhed for a moment, but I didn’t let go.

I could tell she couldn’t breathe because the muscles of her throat tightened against my cock, creating the perfect little fuckhole.

But she knew the drill.

After a moment, her muscles relaxed and she breathed through her nose—just barely—as I sank more of my meat down her greedy little gullet.

Tears trickled down her cheeks, unable to hold them back. She blinked her watery eyes and I gazed down at her with an adoring look, loving the expression on my Angel’s face when her face was stuffed full of cock.

Then I thrust and she snotted all over my shaft.

I chuckled and thrust again. Her head tilted back and my cock sank deeper. It bent at an angle to get into her esophagus, and then she was in trouble because it felt so damn amazing.

I started fucking her face fast, grabbing fistfuls of hair at the back of her head with both my hands.

My cheeks clenched. She reached out and wrapped her arms around my butt and grabbed my ass to clutch at them for dear life—to stay stable.

I made sure she wasn’t going anywhere as I facefucked her. My balls started swinging as I got into a rhythm, and then they were clapping against her chin.

The sound was magical, echoing through the small restroom.

Angie’s pretty face became mucked up—running tears, snot, mascara, the works.

It only made me harder inside her warm facehole.

I used her like a fleshlight, as I was wont to do when I was with her, and I could feel the tingling, barest flick of her teeth against my shaft.

It lit a fire inside me.

I fucked her face harder, making sure she was deepthroating as much of my fat member as she could, until almost the entire slab was enveloped by her mouth.

“You’ve become such a good cocksucker in such a short time, sweetie,” I told her.

She only mumbled something unintelligible—probably thanking me.

I kept her face skewered on my cock as long as she could hold out without passing out. I didn’t want her going unconscious on my cock, because I had other plans for her.

And she knew it.

I already knew this was going to be a multiple-cum session. Not many guys could launch a load and then quickly spew another one, but I was special in that regard. Virile and prolific.

Work hard, play harder.

But playtime was over, and now Angie’s face-sounds were becoming desperate. My cock was too much for her little maw, and the saliva was frothing around her lips, her jaw fixed incredibly wide.

With a powerful final push, I forced my dick hard into her, until it felt like I was fucking her brain. She was my perfect cumslut, my cock-drunk, wild little stepdaughter.

A geyser of jizz shot into her throat, but she couldn’t contain it all. She snotted again, except this time my spunk leaked out of her nose and when I pulled back she coughed and retched, hardly able to keep it in.

“I-I’m glad I didn’t have that s-salad,” she muttered to herself when she finally gained control of her labored breathing.

Her face was a total wreck, just how I liked it, but she seemed okay. She took deep breaths even as my cum drooled down her chin.

I wiped away the errant cum-drool with a finger and then stuck it in her mouth.

She sucked on my finger.

“What was that, Angel?” I asked.

She just shook her head, closing her eyes as she tasted my creamy jizz and fell into bliss.

I reached down and gently pulled her up by her shoulders.

She wobbled for a moment, still dazed.

I looked down between her legs and saw the brown paper towels were soiled dark right in the middle.

“Uh oh, dear, it looks like you’ve made a mess,” I said.

She pouted at me as I held her chin and made sure she was steady.

“Are you gonna punish me for that, too, Daddy?” she rasped.

“Afraid so, Angel. Afraid so.”
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Chapter Five

Angelina
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V
 ince pressed me hard
 up against the wall of the bathroom, tits-first. I planted my palms on the cold wall and waited with bated breath, my heart thundering in my chest.

Somehow, my bikini top had come undone. It had fallen to the floor and now my boobs were free, pancaking against the wall even as Daddy put a hand on the back of my head and forced my cheek against it.

I felt like I was assuming the position for a violent cavity search or something, but I couldn’t keep my desire from showing. I kept whimpering and mewling like a freaking animal, just waiting for him.

What the hell was taking so long? Didn’t he know I was soaked through like fucking Water World?

I shook my ass for him, my cheeks bouncing and jiggling, knowing how it would set him off.

And then I felt his thick, throbbing cock against my ass crack, with my spit still lubing it up. He rubbed his meatslab against my cheeks, spreading them out, and a knot of lust surged through me, ending right at my pussy with a little drool of lady juices.

“Jesus Christ, Daddy, you feel so big against my butt. I can feel you gliding over my asshole . . .”

“Oh, can you?” he asked. Then he slid my bikini bottoms aside, hooking a finger in my thong and then pulling them tight against my right cheek. When his cock returned to my crack, I could feel my spit and his warmth kissing my hole. “How about now?”

“F-Fuck,” I muttered, my knees going wobbly.

He slapped my cheeks a few times with his hard cock. I’d never know how an older man like him could get it up so quickly after pumping such a fat load of cum down into my tummy. Like, what the fuck? He hadn’t even seemed to get soft at all!

Vince was a god of a man, and I lived for it.

“What do you say, sweetheart?”

“P-Please, Daddy,” I begged, whimpering again. “Shove that giant cock log inside me and make me your bitch. Make me moan like a stupid little slut.”

He chuckled darkly. “That’s good, but that’s not all I’m looking for.”

I racked my brain for the right words, but it was all fuzzy. He’d literally fucked my face stupid, and I could hardly think past my burgeoning lust.

Then I remembered.

“I . . . I’m sorry for being such a bad brat,” I whined. “I swear I’ll never do it again.” What lies. “Just please, punish me however you see fit. I promise I won’t scream.”

“Oh, I’ll make you scream, honey,” he said, his voice suddenly close to my ear. My body shuddered with delight. “I’ll make you scream my name when I creampie you and you’re spewing juices all over my fat cock.”

“Yes! Do it! Plea—”

My voice cut off when his cock suddenly jerked to my pussy lips and wrenched them apart. My eyes bulged in my head as he slid into my wet, tight cunt—easily because of my spit on his dick and how slick I was.

Nothing that big should have ever fit inside me so easily, but that just showed how much of a slut for him I was.

His tremendous dick curved so perfectly that it hit my G-spot in the first few seconds, touching the nerve bundle and sending me into overdrive.

My legs quivered, knees knocking together as I pumped my ass out for him to take hold and control me.

His hands grabbed my waist and he tugged back even as he surged forward. I heard my fat ass smack against his flat stomach, but the power of his cock drilling into me is what I really felt—

So big, so manly, so dominating.

I tried to widen my legs but it was no use. My knees would stay together until further notice, or until I—

“Fuuuck!” I drawled, unable to say anything else. I came hard, suddenly and violently, and fluids spurted all around his cock and covered him. “I-I’m so sorry, Daddy. I had another accident.”

He just chuckled. He didn’t even care anymore—my stepdaddy was having the time of his life putting his little bratty princess in her place.

And so was I.

Vince’s cock drove into me over and over, and the standing doggystyle was becoming too much for me to handle.

I think he noticed, because a moment later his hands gripped both of my cheeks hard, embedding into my jiggling flesh.

He heaved forward with a grunt, and at the same time I clutched at the smooth, dry wall, which was becoming wet from my clammy hands.

Somehow, Daddy managed to lift me without fully lifting me with his own arms. My feet went off the ground and my hands went higher on the wall, but he only had hold of my ass cheeks.

He was using my weight against me, balancing my cheeks on the tops of his thighs while he railed into me.

It was such a lewd, unspeakable position, and I couldn’t get enough of it.

He was carry-fucking me without doing any of the heavy lifting—using the wall as a balance for my body.

He managed to drive his cock deep, deep inside me this way, and I was already on the verge of another monstrous orgasm. His cock throbbed in my canal and I thought he was close, too.

“Jesus—Jesus Christ!” I wailed, unable to control myself.

When I spewed this time, it was a veritable flood. I squirted down and out, all over his legs and the floor, with my heavy droplets plopping on the ground with audible sprinkle-falls like a freaking shower faucet.

My eyes rolled back and my tongue fell out. I licked the wall—ew—because I couldn’t control myself. I just needed something
 to lick, and he wasn’t anywhere near me to do it.

Vince seemed to be able to read my mind. It was amazing. As soon as I thought about licking—or maybe as soon as he saw that I was licking the wall like a braindead cat—he withdrew his cock from my pulsating cunt.

More fluids trickled out and I immediately let out a disappointed sound.

But no sooner had I complained than he whipped me around to face him. He hugged me close and I embraced him, wrapping my arms around his broad back as my tits squeezed against his pecs. My tight nipples rubbed against his dress shirt and filled me with a new sense of bliss.

His hands reached back and clutched my ass cheeks again. Then he was lifting me once more, effortlessly, this
 time using his own powerful biceps. I could see the muscles scorching through his clothes, fighting against the fabric of his tailored suit.

Without needing to look, Daddy plugged my gaping hole with his fat cockhead, stopping the flow of liquids and filling me to the brim.

His dick pushed my canal wide open and I thought he was going to hit my fucking cervix he reached so deep.

With his giant dick hilted, our bellies flush together, Vince squeezed my asscheeks hard and I went off my tiptoes and lifted my legs.

I knew he had a firm foundation now, what with his cock impaling my insides and punching my guts. I felt like if he let go of me with his hands, his titanium dick would keep me aloft.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, letting my calves bounce off his tight, flexing butt cheeks.

He was so cute and hot when he was like this, just pounding away, making us both feel incredible.

With one hand I reached down and rubbed my clit, slapping it and playing with it until another gout of wetness was sunflowering around his oversized third leg.

He grunted in my ear and I moaned in his.

His balls swung up to meet my flesh with echoing, pounding thuds.

“So . . . sooo gooood!” I wailed. “Please, Daddy, make me cum again.”

“Your wish is my c-command, honey!” he growled in my ear, and I stopped playing with myself to prepare for the finale.

My hands went up to his face, unseeing and unfeeling, with one of them raking through his curly mop and the other pinching at his cheeks.

He leaned into me and trailed kisses down my neck, which was almost enough to make my squirt again. My erogenous zones were all on fire, all at once.

And I knew it was coming—he knew what would set me off—

My earlobe went into his wet mouth and he nibbled.

That was it.

I came. Hard. Harder than the other billion times I’d cum in the past twenty minutes.

How has no one knocked on the door yet?

Where the fuck are we?

Are we still on Earth?

All these random, superfluous thoughts ran through my head as I came my brains out, just as he’d promised.

He roared in my ear and tucked his chin against my shoulder and neck. I hugged him close, still lifted like a toy.

Vince’s powerful cock throbbed inside me a final time, veins pushing out as he churned inside me. His balls tightened up against me, resting perfectly against my puckering little asshole.

I squeezed his entire body tight—arms against his chest and back, legs against his butt and thighs, latching on like a spider monkey.

Then he climaxed inside me, not bothering to ask if I was on the pill or safe or anything—he didn’t care. It wasn’t his problem.

And he was right. My problems weren’t his.

He was my Daddy, and I was made to serve. The best part about it was he wasn’t a mean Daddy, even though he tried to act like it sometimes.

Unless I asked, I didn’t think he’d tie me up and spank me and make me feel pain . . .

But I definitely wanted it now. It was the next phase of my plan—the next chapter of our story.

“Cumming, dear,” he said deeply, but it was already too late. He was already halfway through his firehose explosion—so warm and creamy and sticky—pumping his seed deep inside my womb until I felt full like I’d just had lunch.

I could smell the sweet tang of booze on his breath, but it didn’t bother me. He was still powerful and virile and was an absolute breeder if he wanted to be.

Was that what he wanted? Did Daddy want to give me a sister or brother?

Oh my God. The thought unnerved me.

I felt boneless when he gingerly placed me on my feet. I couldn’t keep myself from squirting again, all over my legs like an untamed animal—like I’d never be able to control myself again.

“Oh dear, we really need to work on that,” he said.

I slid down against the wall, plopping down on my sore butt. It felt bruised from his clutching and all the cockslaps.

“You . . . you don’t like it when I squirt everywhere, Daddy?” I stared up at him with my big, dewy eyes, pouting.

He ruffled my hair and smiled at me. “No, honey. I love it. Forget I said anything.”

A knock finally came at the door. “Hello?” said a stern male voice. “Everything okay in there?”

Vince was stuffing his softening cock away, and I made sure to watch the entire thing because I didn’t want that masterful appendage to go away. It hardly fit in his pants, and it just made me wet all over again.

I was truly addicted to his fat cock and his controlling attitude.

Jesus, what am I going to do?

“Yes, yes, we—I’ll
 be just a minute,” Vince said nonchalantly. His voice was mellow and cool now, after he’d blown two enormous loads into his stepdaughter.

It made me feel special.

Feet trailed away outside the room.

Good, they weren’t staying to wait and see what was going on. Maybe I could still sneak out of here without notice—without losing my dignity. If not, so be it—we’d just never return to this restaurant. No biggie.

I looked at the wet floor, my eyes wide. All of the cum splotches and squirt spots were my doing. “Oh my,” I whispered. “How are we gonna clean this up?”

Vince snorted. “I paid the waitress three-hundred on a hundred-dollar tab, honey. She’ll figure it out.” He winked at me. Then he helped me up as I gathered my bikini. I started wiping off my sticky legs, but I was still clammy and sweaty, and I had no towel to wipe myself off with.


Fuck, my towel!
 I’d forgotten it on the beach.

Oh well.

Vince took some more paper towels from the rack and started wiping me down. 

What a sweet master.

When I was finally cleaned up—my face the exception, but my smudged makeup would just look like I’d been crying—Vince cracked the door open.

He poked his head out all ninja-like. “Coast is clear.”

I looped my arm in his and he smiled at me.

As he led me down the hall, straightening his dress jacket, I still felt wobbly. Little aftershocks of orgasmic bliss were rifling through me, but Vince led me out of the restaurant with a quickness. 

Then we were out in the open air and I felt free.

I hugged up against his broad chest, nuzzling my chin against him. “That was amazing, Daddy. Thank you for punishing me.”

“Like I said, you deserved it.”

“And like you also said, I liked it.”

He chuckled.

We were silent for a moment as he led me to his BMW. I had a feeling that the forty-thousand dollars he’d talked about was the furthest thing on his mind right now.

Then he said, “You know, I’ve been thinking. There’s a vacancy at my job right now—my secretary just took maternity leave.”

I blinked up at him with wide eyes. “You mean you’d . . . want me around your office?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

My heart soared. What a nice gesture. “But what about my classes?”

“Oh, this wouldn’t start until summer. But it’s right around the corner, so I thought I’d ask now. Interested? You’d get good pay, time away from your mom at home, and—”

“And best of all,” I interjected, “I’d get to be around my lovely Daddy more.”

“Exactly.”

My mind whirled with the possibilities.

Minutes before, I had asked myself, Jesus, what am I going to do?


Well. Now I knew.

~
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 HOT COLLEGE ATHLETE
 falls for her dorky stepbrother when she discovers the ridiculous heat he’s packing between his legs!
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 HIS YOUNG HOT COLLEGE
 athlete has had enough of her boyfriend, and now she wants her cute classmate or her macho, dominant professor:
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T
 HIS MOTHER CAN’T STOP
 watching her family having sex, even though she knows it’s taboo. Especially when it comes to her hung son, all the rules get thrown aside:


The Taboo Voyeur: Books 1-3


~


[image: image]






The Author



B
 ELLA 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!

OEBPS/Image00002.gif





OEBPS/Image00003.gif





OEBPS/Image00000.gif





OEBPS/Image00001.gif
..“"’..





OEBPS/Image00007.jpg





OEBPS/Image00004.gif





OEBPS/Image00005.jpg





