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Chapter One

Angelina
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S
 ummer was here in
 full bloom, but I didn’t have much time to enjoy it. I was a busy girl these days, which wasn’t the worst thing in the world. I had night classes at school and I tried to fit in as much time with my friends at the beach as possible, but the biggest change in my life had to do with my stepdaddy . . .

I had become Vincent’s secretary at his investment firm. His personal
 secretary.

Apparently the one he had before had gone off on maternity leave. His schedule was too busy these days to keep everything on track, and I had pretty good organizational skills, so I seemed like a natural fit.

Plus, it meant I got to spend more time with Daddy. Much
 more time. I had a feeling that was the primary reason why he hired me. Never mind that he needed a secretary, or that it would give me “real-world experience” or money to feel independent or any of that stuff.

Those were all well and good, and had been selling points Vince had laid on my mother over dinner one night, but none of them were the real reason why he wanted to hire me. Obviously.

My controlling, smoldering hot stepdad wanted to keep tabs on me. He’d seen me at the beach with my friends, getting hit on by random surfer dudes. He’d rescued me from Tori’s house party when other guys had tried to hit on me.

Vince was a jealous man, which was a total turn-on to me. I liked knowing that I was the apple of his eye. He had realized that guys my own age weren’t going to stop trying to get in my pants—I was cute, bubbly, bouncy, all the qualities horny college boys loved. And older men, clearly.

Vince’s jealousy had shown full force that day on the beach. He’d almost lost a client because I had stolen his focus so badly, piddling around in my bikini with a guy whose name I didn’t even remember schmoozing me up. Then Daddy had shown up on the sand in his suit and tie like a total angry dad, hair blowing in the wind, ready to start a fight with a kid half his age. All on my behalf.

Vince had whisked me away from Tori and Holly, who’d also been getting hit on, and taken me into the bathroom of the restaurant to relieve his frustration and tension. He had put me in his place, forcing me to suck his huge fat cock, then railed me up against the wall and made me squirt all over the floor for some poor restaurant employee to clean up afterward. At least he’d tipped three hundred on a hundred-dollar bill.

Needless to say, I had loved it. I’d left that restroom with my makeup in shambles around my cum- and spit-ridden face, probably looking like I’d just finished crying as much as getting fucked silly. That was the excuse I gave Mom later that night, anyway, telling her that some guys had bullied me at the beach and Vince had come to my rescue. Again. Ha—as if I was still getting “bullied” these days! The only man who bullied me was the one I let bully me. And now he was my boss, which made things even kinkier. 

I didn’t think mom was any the wiser to what was really going on behind her back. She didn’t know yet that I had swooped her hunky husband right out from under her and was now firmly under his thumb. I was his good little girl and he was my daddy and that’s all there was to it.

For a while, I had felt guilty, of course. Who wouldn’t? But I was young and eager to find my way. It wasn’t my fault that Mom had let Vince go so many years ago. And I’d happened to grow up right before Daddy’s eyes, flowering into a beautiful, nubile, fertile young woman.

Since starting my taboo affair with Vincent Sorenson, I had grown into myself. My confidence was at an all-time high, as evidenced by how I carried myself and how I acted these days—outside the workplace, anyway. Tori and Holly didn’t even recognize me as the same mopey girl from before, when my stupid college boyfriend Brady had broken up with me.

God, those days were long gone. Thank the Lord.

So, I really couldn’t feel too guilty. I didn’t expect this forbidden liaison with my stepdad to last forever or anything. I had no illusions that we’d get married or I’d become his hot trophy wife. I was just having fun . . . though I was deeply falling for him at the same time.

His eyes still flared to life whenever they landed on me, sending tingles down my spine and knotting me with desire that bloomed all the way to my pussy. That never got old. And I could tell by the twitching I saw between his legs every once in a while that I had the same effect on him. It was pure, wild lust. We were made to feel good with each other, our bodies perfectly compatible.

What more could a girl ask for?

* * *
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I
 T WAS MONDAY MORNING
 and I was flustered. I’d been working for Vince for a couple weeks now. Thank God for Google Calendars, or else I would have been a lost mess. 

My days were busy: mornings and afternoons at the office, nights at class, and trying to fit in as much lewd time as possible with my stepdaddy. We snuck off every so often to get a quick fuck in, but we hadn’t had any real time together in a while. Because if I was busy, it meant he
 was swamped.

Sorenson & Cafferty, Vince’s firm that he operated with his partner, Miles Cafferty, had definitely shown me a glimpse of the real world. And it was freaking hard!

I had to admit, I didn’t like having responsibilities. Now that I was making some money, Mom thought it prudent I start paying some of the bills. Dammit. So, like, I didn’t even get to spend most of the money I made on cute clothes or things I wanted.

Somehow, my mother had finessed a way to make my work benefit her. She had been opposed to me working with Vincent to begin with, because she thought it was weird. I was spending too much time with him, she’d told me in secret.

I’d replied, “So what? If he’s paying me and keeping me busy and out of trouble, what’s the problem?”

She didn’t have a good answer to that. Of course, I was getting into
 more trouble with Vince than I was without him, but she didn’t need to know that.

Being Vince’s secretary was fun . . . for a little bit. I got to wear “grown-up” clothes like thigh-high stockings and high heels and button-up shirts and business skirts that swished above my knees, and I got to do it without feeling like a slut. Also, everyone at the firm seemed to like me.

Vince’s team was small. He and Miles were the head honchos, obviously. They each had a secretary, and then they had a small team of investment consultants, tech geeks, research analysts, and a couple marketing interns who tried to learn the ropes in this fast-paced environment.

The tech geeks kept everything running smoothly on the front- and back-end: the website, office systems, and so forth. The investment consultants were in charge of the money side of things (I believed. Wasn’t exactly sure what they did, actually). The research analysts found the newest, hip companies to invest in, and sussed them out. The marketing interns cold called and helped market to the right people. Me and the other secretary, Roxanne, were like mini project managers who kept Miles and Vincent’s lives in order. And Miles and Vince, well, they acquired the clients and dealt with the accounts.

In all, it was a small but ruthlessly efficient system, and I could see why Vincent had gotten so rich. Working with him showed me a new side to him—the ruthless, authoritative side I’d already known, but he was also smart, calculating, and really
 good with money. More bonus points, in my opinion. 

I had been shoved into the whirlwind without any guidance, and the fun was starting to lose its luster. I was becoming overwhelmed, which sucked. I didn’t need
 this stress in my life, when I could’ve been out partying with my friends on the beach, getting hammered and tan. Summers in San Diego were amazing, and I was missing out on all of it.

The scarce times I got to sneak away with Vince, though, made it all worth it.

That Monday, I was filing through some papers and scratching my head at my desk. I donned a pair of glasses that not only helped me see the tiny number lines, but also made me look cute, I thought. Furrowing my brow as I studied the client info, I shifted through some papers and felt a bit confused.

“Wait, was this the Tony that Vince met last Tuesday, or the Tony he met on Friday?” I mumbled to myself, tapping my chin. Ugh.

Someone walked up to my desk and sat on the edge. “Girl, you look lost.”

I gazed over the rim of my glasses, fixing first on the big curvy ass taking up real estate on my desk. It was Roxanne, Miles’ secretary, who he’d had for years. I’d only met her last Friday, when she had returned from a two-week trip to Cabo, right before the busy part of summer hit.

She was a tall, busty blonde with a perpetual smirk on her face, like she always knew something that no one else did. The poor buttons of her blouse were hanging on for dear life. One wrong move and her big tits would ping one into my eye. Good thing I had eye protectors on at the moment, because it looked like that wrong move was fast approaching.

Roxanne was smoking hot. There was no other word for it. Not really in a classical sense, but in that slutty office-worker-from-a-porno way. I guess one thing that hadn’t changed in this day and age was the need for hot secretaries. Which I suppose was flattering, because it meant I was also on that list, but it felt sexist, too.

After meeting Roxanne before leaving work on Friday, I could tell a pecking order was going to be established. I wanted her to be my friend, because we were two of the only women at the firm, but she didn’t see eye-to-eye with me on that, it seemed. She had been here for too long and had adopted the partners’ cutthroat attitude.

Roxanne was firmly the Head Bitch at the company. I was relegated to the secondary, shy new girl.

I didn’t want to admit I was lost, but my face betrayed me. “Yeah, a little,” I told her, sighing. “Just getting two clients with the same name mixed up. You know, the usual.”

She smiled. “If they’re public figures, Google their names and find pictures of them. Then just memorize the head shot and the last name. Maybe put a cute nickname in your head for them. Voila. You’ll never forget another client again.”

I beamed at her. “Oh, dang, that’s a good idea! Thanks, Roxanne.”

“We hardly call any clients by their first names here, hun. There are too many Johns.”

I blushed, wondering if her innuendo was intentional or not. By the smirk and slightly raised brow on her face, I figured it was.

“Anyway,” she said, reaching down, “let me take a look.”

I passed her the papers with the vying Tonys.

“Oh. I don’t know this one—Tony Rossi—but I know Tony Rockford. He’s a young stud with way too much of daddy’s money. We’ve worked with him before. No wonder you’re getting mixed up, they both have the same initials.”

My smile turned lopsided. “Yeah, true.”

She shrugged, handing the papers back to me. “Well, just remember: Rockford is the stud, Rossi probably isn’t.”

I mean, she’d just said we hadn’t worked with Rossi before, so I don’t know why she assumed that, but I thanked her anyway.

“Me and a couple friends are heading down the street after work if you want to tag along,” she said, rising and flattening her skirt. Her ass was huge, form-fitted to that skirt. In fact, she was disproportional in all the right places: giant sweater puppies I assumed were fake, a tiny waist that tapered to a dump truck ass, strong thighs and calves. 

I tilted my head. “Down the street?”

She waved a hand at me, agitatedly. “Yeah, yeah, you know, that new bar that opened up the other week?”

“Oh! Right!” I blushed again and my face sank as I averted my gaze. Luckily she wasn’t looking at me anymore, but seemed to be eyeing the butt of a cute intern boy who was walking by, a scandalous look flashing across her face. She all but licked her lips as he passed.


Jeez, this girl seems like a huge slut.
 Not that I could judge.

“So, wanna come?” she asked.

I smiled at her and shrugged. “Um, sure. Thanks for the invite, Roxanne.”

She said, “Call me Roxy if you want, hun,” and then wandered off with her wide hips sashaying. 

I bit my lower lip nervously once she was gone. I had used my fake ID at the Green Flash when Daddy was storming me into the restroom to turn me into his fuckdoll, and for a moment I’d thought the bouncer wasn’t going to let me in.

I didn’t know if my fake would work again without him, under actual
 scrutiny. Acting like we’d been in a rush had helped our case at the time. 

Because that was something I didn’t even think Vince knew: I wasn’t twenty-one.
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Chapter Two

Vincent
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W
 ork had been rough
 the last couple of weeks, but I could finally see the light at the end of the tunnel. And it wasn’t a train.

Throwing my sweet Angel into the deep end had probably frustrated her. I knew it could get overwhelming for a young girl like her being forced to be decisive and on her game all the time, but I thought it would do her some good.

In fact, I could see the light at the end of the tunnel because of Angelina. She was starting to get the hang of things around the office and wasn’t such a worried, headless chicken anymore.

Plus, having her around the office was excellent for many other reasons than that. Yes, she was here to work, but she was also here to please her Daddy. Which she did constantly.

With her working as my secretary, I knew I could keep my pet in line. No more young ass dudes trying to get in that tight, sweet little snatch of hers. It was mine, and she knew it. She was under my supervision and under my spell.

Truth be told, I was under her spell, too. Better than any drug. 

Day in and day out, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. Since coming to work for me, anytime she passed by the cloudy glass windows of my office, my eyes zeroed in on her long legs pumping, her calves flexing from the high heels her feet were pushed into. The little skirts she wore made my cock hard at my desk, and I found myself sitting more than standing these days, so as not to alarm the other employees.

She always had a little smirk on the corner of her full, beautiful lips, or a knowing arch of her eyebrow, as if to say, “Look how good I’m doing, Daddy, being your little helper.”

She didn’t know the half of it. What she did to me. Her mother—my wife—Jodie, rarely crossed my mind at work these days. In the past, Jodie had taken up a lot of my mental storage because I always had to guess what kind of mood she’d be in when I got off. It had been exhausting.

Now, I just really didn’t care.

Angie and I came to work together and we left work together. She’d told me that her mom said we were spending too much time together, but fuck it. I didn’t want to hear about Jodie . . . I just wanted to make my little Angel feel good and loved and filled. She was my fertile young princess, eager to get ravaged and thrown around.

Sometimes on the way to work she gave me a handjob or, on one occasion, road head. Having my cock stuffing her face while I drove into the office certainly started my day off right. On that particular occasion, I’d been chipper and on fire the entire day, and I’m sure Miles and the employees thought it was weird seeing me in such a good mood so early in the morning.

But Angelina did that to me. She had power over me and could affect my mood, my horniness, my freaking work.

I wouldn’t have it any other way.

I would rather have a bad day with Angie in my life than a fantastic day without her. It was weird, thinking like that.

For the most part, I had to play it cool around the office. I couldn’t slap her ass like I so desperately wanted to, the way those business skirts hugged her curves. Mm Mm. I couldn’t take her into the restroom like I had at the Green Flash, because I wasn’t surrounded by strangers here, and any of them could walk in at any moment. Plus, the two of us going anywhere together would look supremely suspicious.

We still had to keep our forbidden affair a secret. I had a feeling we’d always have to keep it that way, but now it was turning into a little game—the suspense and secrecy and danger was half the fun!

So, at work, we had our business faces on. She shot me my schedule and directed me where I needed to go for client outings. I had a feeling that pretty soon here I’d be able to take her along for the ride when I had to meet my clients, and then we could let loose a little more in the comfort of my own car. Or wherever we ended up.

It didn’t matter if it was bending her over the hood or squeezing into her in the backseat of my BMW. We would find a way to make this work and everyone would be happy.

As long as Jodie didn’t find out. Or my coworkers.

When I’d first hired her, Miles had come into my office room—we were the only two with our own corner offices—and sat down on the couch opposite.

He said, “Who’s the new girl, Vince? She’s a cutie. Not quite on the same level as Roxy, but you know, most aren’t.”

Clearly, we had different tastes in women. Also, Miles was married, so I’m not sure he should’ve been saying his thoughts out loud. I mean, we were basically best friends, but still, you never knew who was listening.

I gave him a quirked brow. “You mean Angelina?”

His brow creased. “Sounds familiar. Looks familiar, too.”

“Angelina Hutchins.
 My wife’s daughter. You’ve met her.”

His face turned a deep shade of red as he leaned forward, eyes bulging in embarrassment and shock. “Shit, my bad. That’s
 little Angie? What the hell happened to her?!”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, when did she get so, uh, big.
 Damn, man, she really flowered into—”

“I know, Miles, she’s very beautiful. I’ve noticed.” Then I shrugged. “She needed something to do all summer to keep her out of the house, and with Sienna off on maternity leave, I thought what the hell? Let’s me keep an eye on her, too.”

He tilted his head. “An eye on her?”

My lips pursed. “She’s my stepdaughter, man. And a pretty girl in her early twenties. Do you know what kind of trouble she could get into?”

He sniffed and leaned back, nodding sagely. “Ah, yes, can’t let them grow up too fast, huh? Can’t give them the keys to the castle all at once.”

She already had the keys to my castle. And I had the keys to hers.

“So you did this for Jodie?” he asked.

“It was my idea, actually.”

“Ah, quite industrial, Vince. Are you paying her?”

I nearly guffawed. “Of course I’m paying her, fucko. What the hell?”

He raised his hands in surrender. “Sorry, sorry, just had to ask. Anyway, thanks for enlightening me. I’ll make sure to keep my eyes on my own work.” Then he winked and headed out the door, and I wasn’t sure what the hell he’d meant by that.

“You’re married,
 Miles!” I called out as the door swung shut behind him. “Married
 !”

I could hear his chuckling carrying down the hall as he strolled over to his room.

Yes, I had to keep a sharp eye on my partner. Miles was a good dude—as good as they come—but I knew he had a wandering eye. Of course, the irony of me chastising him for being married and talking about my stepdaughter like that wasn’t lost on me.

Because, after all, I was the one who got to bounce that sweet thing on my cock after business hours were over.

* * *
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T
 HAT MONDAY, I SAW
 Roxanne talking to Angelina for the first time. Miles’ sexy secretary leaned forward on the edge of Angie’s desk like she owned it, her big badonkadonk taking up nearly half the fucking table.

I couldn’t hear what they said from my vantage in my office, but I could see Angie’s face lighting up, and then smiling, and then looking nervous.

It was good she was making friends at work, I guess, but Roxanne, well . . . Roxanne was a wild one. Foxy Roxy, we sometimes called her. Shit, she basically had a built-in porn name, and the figure to go along with it.

I needed to keep my eye on her, lest she sully the pure, innocent spirit of my babygirl.

I snorted at the thought as I stood from my desk, shaking my head. My Angel wasn’t a pure, innocent spirit—not ever since I’d corrupted her and showed her this lewd, dangerous life.

Once Roxanne left Angelina, I walked out of my office and approached my stepdaughter’s desk. I put my fists on the table and she looked up at me, eyes sparkling with lust and a little bit of confusion. She darted a look both ways to make sure no one was coming, then said in a low, conspiratorial voice, “Oh, hey there Daddy. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

I flashed her a wide smile. “Just wanted to see how you’re holding up, sweetheart.”

Like a perfect little student, she folded her hands and sat up straight in her chair. She was so damn cute. With a tiny shrug of her perfect shoulders, she said, “You know, same shit different toilet.”

I snorted. Great, she was already learning nasty-ass lingo. “Did you get that from Roxanne?”

Her face sank and she bit her lower lip, shoulders sinking slightly. The confidence seemed to whoosh out of her in an instant. “Uh, no, sorry. Was it too much? I guess I’ve been watching too many Netflix shows with a secretary trope. All the ‘boys in the office’ talk is raunchy as hell.”

“Yeah, I guess they call that ‘locker room talk,’ in some sectors. But you don’t have to be that way, honey.” I paused, scratching my cheek. “I mean, unless you want to. I won’t stop you.”

Her face brightened a bit at my flailing. “That’s sweet, Daddy. Thank you.”

“Gotta keep my Angel right,” I said.

An intern walked by holding a stack of papers that almost went up to his face. Poor kid was about to fall over, and I had no idea what all that shit was. Or even what his name is,
 I thought guiltily.

I joined him and said, “Hey, man, need some help?”

The kid’s head swiveled, eyes widening. “O-Oh, no, sir. Thank you, though, but I’ve got it. Some of the IT guys said I should bring them folders for—”

“I think they’re pulling your leg,” I said, giving him a smirk. “We never lug around that much shit in this place. Plus, they’re IT . . . the hell do they need paperwork for?”

He fixed me with a confused stare, as if just figuring out he’d been played for a fool.

I said, “Why don’t you put that stack down, go to the techies, and tell them to suck it. You can say it came from yours truly.”

His face flushed. “Ha. Really? I can say that?”

“Absolutely.” I patted him on the back. “What’s your name?”

“Clark, sir.”

I smiled and shoved my hands in my pockets. “You’re doing a good job, Clark. Keep it up.”

Then he wandered off like I’d just made his life. He was still holding the stack, though, like an idiot.

I sauntered back over to Angelina. She was trying to hide her big smile but failing, her cheeks pink. She looked adorable trying to fight the giggles.

“You’re so sweet, Daddy,” she said lowly again, biting her lip. “It made me wet just seeing you talking to that boy like that. Do you treat everyone at the office that way?”

“Some people get special treatment,” I said, then winked stupidly at her. Her giggle fit broke out, and she had to slap a hand over her mouth to stop.

Then I shrugged. “But I mean, no, not usually. Clark probably won’t last a week.”

Her face fell.

“Harsh truth of this business. If you’re letting the fucking tech nerds
 pull a fast one on you, that doesn’t bode well for your future, hun.”

“Oh. Damn. Good to know.”

“You have nothing to worry about, obviously.”

“Yeah, but I don’t want people to think I’m getting special treatment or anything.”


But you are.
 I didn’t say that. I said, “Don’t worry, no one knows our, uh, relation yet.”

She scoffed and gave me a “really?” look. “We come and leave in the same car, Vince.”

I scratched my temple. “Hmm. Shit. That’s true. Well, whatever. Miles didn’t even recognize you when you first came in.”

Her mouth fell open in surprise. “What?! But I’ve known him practically as long as you!”

“I know. Guess he hadn’t seen how you, uh, bloomed.”

She snickered.

It was true, though. I used to bring Miles over to the house all the time when Jodie and I first got together. Angelina would be running around, but she was little more than a prepubescent girl back then. Now . . . not so much.

“Don’t tell him I said that,” I ordered, taking my hands out of my pockets to point a finger at her. She didn’t need to know, but the hand in my other
 pocket hadn’t stopped rubbing up and down my cock during this whole conversation.

“Yessir,” she said, nodding diligently and giving me a tiny salute.

“Hey, I was thinking we go out for some grub after work today? You’ve been doing great here.”

She nodded eagerly, chomping at the bit, but then paused. Her face flashed with concern. “Oh, shoot. I told Roxanne I’d go to the new bar down the street with her.”

“Ah,” I said. “So that’s
 what she was doing over here. Fine, fine.”

She could tell I didn’t mean it, I think. She said, “No, it’s cool. I’m sure I can join her another time. I’d rather be with you, Daddy.”

I broke into another warm smile, loving her change of heart. “Sometimes you only get one shot with someone like Roxanne, honey. I don’t mind. She’s a staple of this office—you want to be on her good side.” Then I shook my finger at her, as if I was about to lecture her on proper office etiquette or something. “But come see me when we’re getting ready to close up shop, yeah?”

She nodded profusely. “Of course. Sir.”

I hadn’t noticed, but another employee had walked behind me, prompting her late “Sir.” I’d been too focused on the little dimples forming on her cheeks when she smiled; the way her dress shirt hugged her curves and snugly cupped her breasts. I wanted to devour my sweet Angel.

Shit, I needed to get back into the safety of my office. My cock was starting to get hard again.

After the employee was gone, I shot her one last smile before turning to leave.

I paused halfway to the door, then spun around with a knowing expression on my face. She was still watching me, probably checking out my ass while I’d walked away.

“Just one other thing, Angel.”

“Yes, Daddy?”

We were alone again, so she could call me that. For now.

“Don’t let Foxy Roxy corrupt you too badly, sweetie.”

She smirked deliciously, dimples showing again. “I just wanna make friends. And besides, I’m not a kid anymore . . . so why not?”

“Because that’s my job, sweetheart.”
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Chapter Three

Angelina
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G
 oddamn, Daddy made
 me so freaking damp. My panties were a mess and I dreaded having to stand up from my desk for any reason. For now, I was safe, but I desperately needed something,


He had seemed so calm and collected. I knew he was the freaking boss around here, but he acted like a boss.
 It was so fucking hot. Part of me wondered if he’d hired me just so I’d get to see him in his element—show off and flaunt his feathers a bit.

I couldn’t complain.

Before my panties started to stick to my panties, I needed to get into the bathroom and rub one out. It seemed like the only way I was going to find any peace at all. I needed to hook my fingers deep inside and play with myself while I imagined Daddy doing his worst to me, bending me over the fax machine or some shit.

I balked at my own lewd thoughts—yes, definitely too much Netflix. We didn’t have a fax machine in this freaking place! It was like a state of the art office with all the newest gadgets. Faxes, rolodexes, time sheets, those were all things of the past.

Despite him being in his forties, Vince was hip to the newest trends in the tech industry. It should have come as no surprise, because more than half of the money at the investment firm was tied up in tech companies, but still.

Okay, back to my lewd thoughts. I eagerly wanted to bolt up and I found myself looking left and right, making sure no one was coming down the hall. I had a pretty big space to myself where my office sat in the little room leading to Vince’s. Roxanne had her own next door, which led to Miles’, and as long as she didn’t pop her head out for any reason I could waddle my way—

The phone on my desk rang. I jolted in my seat, surprised to find it sitting there. My head came back to reality and I shook the lewdness out of it. I’d have to endure for now.

I cleared my throat so it wouldn’t sound raspy and sex-starved. “Sorenson & Cafferty, this is Angelina,” I said pleasantly as I picked up the phone.

What resulted was a twenty-minute fucking phone call with some douche named Thad who needed to know how the returns on his investment were coming along. He’d only been with us for a few months and blah, blah, blah.

It put a serious crimp in my style, and when I got off the phone I was feeling decidedly less horny than when I’d started. 

Thanks, Thad. Asswipe.

Then the phone rang again.

I almost screamed “Fuck!” out loud.

Another long call droned on. Two more calls came in at various times—I had to put one of them on hold—and then the workday was almost over.

Though time had seemed to drag while I was taking stupid phone calls, it actually flew by. Through the large floor-to-ceiling glass window that looked out into Downtown San Diego, I could see the sun waning. In an hour or so, it would begin to kiss the horizon.

I desperately wanted to kiss someone else . . . or something
 else.

Some of the lights in the office turned off. People were clearing out for the day. As I looked over my shoulders and quickly jumped up to look into other parts of the building, I saw empty chairs and closed-down computers.

The last employee left, and Miles came out shortly after.

“Hey, Angie,” he said with a smile and a wave. He had his suit jacket slung over his shoulder like a typical Wall Street exec ready to break open the five-o’clock bottle of gin. The first button of his shirt was undone. He was a good-looking older guy, but nowhere near the same level as Vincent.

“Bye, Mr. Cafferty,” I said, squinting happily and waving him down the hall.

“Call me Miles,” he said, cupping a hand over his mouth. He winked and said, “Just don’t tell anyone else around here.”

I gave a fake laugh: “Ha ha, okay Miles.
 ”

“See you tomorrow.”

Then he was gone. I took a deep sigh of relief.

A few minutes later, the door to Miles’ wing of the office opened and Roxanne came out with her hips swaying as usual. Her heels made loud clacks on the floor as she smiled at me.

“I’m ready to blow this joint, chica. You ready? Got a few friends waiting for us down there.”

I gulped and smiled shyly at her. For some reason, my tongue wouldn’t do the thing. Eventually, when her brow furrowed at my confusion—cat had my tongue, big time—I just kept the stupid smile plastered on my face.

“Oh,” I said, flapping a hand at her nonchalantly. “You know what? I’ve got a few things to finish up here. Vin—er, Mr. Sorenson has me staying a bit late because I screwed some stuff up.”

She pouted. “Oh? Need some help?”

Her voice sounded disinterested. “Oh, no, it’s okay. Thanks though! You’re so nice, Roxanne.” I could tell she was putting on a front with me, but I wanted to like her. And, so far she’d been sweet to me, the newbie, so that was a plus. “Don’t let me hold you up,” I said. “I’ll meet up with you guys in a bit, okay?”

She flashed me a quick smile, which led me to believe she wasn’t listening because her face was glued to her phone. “Okay, hun, if that’s what you want to do. Guys are already down there, so I’ll see you soon, yeah?”

“Yup! Be there soon.”

Then she was leaving.

And then the office was closed, the lights in every part dark except for my station and the room beyond . . . the cloudy-windowed room.

Only the two of us still here.

I licked my lips.

As if reading my mind, the buzzer at my desk went off and I jolted. My nipples hardened for some reason, probably from anticipation. It wasn’t cold in here, so I figured I was just too horny for my own good.

I needed to relieve the tension.

I pressed the button the buzzer and leaned into the intercom. “Yessir?”

“Get your ass in here, Angel.”

Tingles ran along my skin, goosebumps breaking out. I smiled to myself and bit my nails, then stood.

I tried to waltz over to the door as slowly as possible, but I was an eager beaver. Plus, it was like really close, so I could only take so long to keep him waiting.

Truth was, I didn’t want to keep him waiting. Not another second. Or maybe if I do, he’ll punish me?
 Mmm, that sounded delicious.

I snickered to myself, checked over my shoulders one last time, and knocked lightly on his office door, trying to be a proper, good little helper bee. I didn’t want to walk in on him doing, ahem,
 anything untoward . . .

Daddy was waiting at his desk, his button-down undone at the top button, showing a tuft of hair poking out. The tailored suit firmly hugged his biceps and body, and he looked marvelous.

His handsome face also looked a bit exasperated . . . hungry. I knew that look better than anyone.

Business hours were over.

I stood at the door, standing coyly, kicking one heel into the other.

“Come in, Miss Hutchins,” he said, his voice deep and gravelly. “Close the door behind you.”

I nodded and walked in. Were we about to do some roleplaying? Because it sounded like it.

“It’s been a tough day at work, honey,” he said, leaning back in his seat. “I need to relieve some tension.”

“Oh no, sir.” I pouted with faux innocence. “What can I do to help?”

“Get under my desk. I have some work to finish up.”

My eyes flashed wide. I gave him a wide grin and hurried over, my heels thumping lightly on the carpeted floor. His and Miles’ rooms were the only two in the place with carpets.

It would be good for my knees.

His desk was big, so even though I was a tall girl, I could squeeze in underneath. As he pulled his chair out, I eyed his lap and saw the bulge there, pronounced and ready to be unleashed on my slutty little face.

I wanted it so badly. Juices leaked out of my pussy and moistened my panties some more, just for good measure. If I wasn’t careful, those panties would be going in the trash rather than the washer-dryer when I got home, shit.

I went on my hands and knees like a doggy, my eyes unwavering from his the entire time. Then I crawled forward and under his desk. “Like this, Daddy?”

“Just like that.”

He scooted his chair forward, and suddenly I felt locked in. It was dark and only the sliver of sunlight behind him cut across the top of his desk.

Vince’s legs splayed out to frame my body. I leaned forward and smiled at the mound resting between his legs. It pulsed, even beneath his tight slacks.

I needed to relieve all that built-up pressure . . .

My hands moved deftly, zipping down his slacks and then pulling them down just slightly. My fingers tugged a little on his waistband, and then I reached in and felt the hot, warm prize.

He adjusted himself on the chair, pulling his pants down a bit further to give his legs more room to widen.

His cock abruptly flopped out of his pants and landed right on the top of my head. I let out a little giggle—it was huge and heavy.

Going cross-eyed, I looked up and laved my tongue over the underside of his thick shaft. There was so much fucking girth, I seriously wanted it to pulverize me.


In due time, Angie,
 I told myself. I needed to have patience. Please Daddy, first, and then he’ll reward you if you do a good job.


Precum dripped out of his bulbous cockhead and plopped onto the edge of his chair. I licked it up, then moved my tongue to his tip and flicked.

His cock pulsated, the cockhead growing and bulging until the ridge was bright red.

I gasped at his hardness. Since he had me stuffed down here like a good little bitch, I assumed he didn’t want me to talk or make any noise, so he could go about his nonexistent “work.” But it was hard not to say anything to lead him on.

Maybe this is a test? The best test ever.

I dipped my head and rested his cock back on my face, feeling the weight of it. My fingers wrapped around the shaft and began stroking, while I moved my head down to lick his balls. My tongue roved over his crease, and I kissed each heavy, cum-filled orb.

Before I could lift my face away from his nutsack, Daddy’s hands shot down and forced my face down onto his balls. I snorted accidentally in surprise, my lips planting on his enormous sack and the manly stench filling my nostrils.

My eyes rolled as he smothered me with his sack. He loved to do this, and I loved it, too. I was totally a ball girl.

When he was finished with me there, he gently pulled back and petted me.

I opened my mouth and slowly took him in my warm hole. My cheeks domed as he filled them with his unreasonable girth. He tasted salty, the musk strong and powerful from a full day of work.

Daddy’s cock dripped to the back of my throat, slowly like a leaking faucet. He didn’t surge or facefuck me—not yet.

At first, he was gentle. So was I. My tongue swirled around his cock—under and over, to the side, swilling his precum and relishing the way it dripped down my greedy gullet.

I moaned as I sucked his cock, suctioning my lips and starting to rock my head back and forth. I heard him grunt, and I knew I was on the right track to victory. Any minute now, he’d take control . . .

The underside of his desk was only inches from the top of my head. Any wrong move and I’d get a nasty bump to show for my under-the-table blowjob.

As I picked up pace with my face, grinding back and forth on his cock like a seesaw, I started to get more comfortable. I moved quicker. The veins on his cock expanded and I could feel every single one pulsing in my facehole—especially that thick, zigzagging top-vein that looked like a fucking lightning bolt. So damn hot.

While I sucked my stepdaddy’s cock, I played with myself down below. I was leaking onto his nice carpet, but he’d never know . . . not unless the smell became overwhelming.

It was easy to hook my fingers up my skirt and slide them past my soaked panties. The only way he’d know I was masturbating while I throated his cock was if he heard the squelching sound of my fingers plapping my juices.

The juices were getting louder, churning like warm butter, so I knew it wasn’t out of the question he’d notice.

That’s when his hands cupped my ears and he rolled his chair forward an inch or two. It must have been the sound of my fingers toying with my pussy, my thumb rubbing my clit, and my moans, that set him off.

I gagged as he lunged forward, his cock finally shooting to the back of my throat and much, much further. It speared down my neck, bending with the angles of my neck.

I tried to loosen my muscles but it was so fast and sudden, my eyes just widened in shock and I clamped down with my throat.

His huge cock powered through, popping open my throat and destroying any chance of breathing.

Snot leaked out of my nose. Spittle screwed up the sides of my lips. I had him suctioned and yet wetness was still getting out.

My mind was going blank. He fucked my face silly, until I was starting to feel like a brain-dead slut without any agency or thoughts of my own. I was Daddy’s plaything and it was time he destroyed his toy.

I came as the air left my esophagus to be replaced by his massive dick. The erotic asphyxiation always got me going, and luckily Daddy knew when to stop and when to proceed.

He grunted angrily as his cock slamfucked my face. I could feel the bulge of my neck, and if I’d been wearing a choker it probably would have snapped from the sheer girth and violence of his throatfucking.

Finally, I had to pat his thighs and hum earnestly to make him back up and let me breathe, or I was going to pass out.

Then again, maybe that’s what he wanted. Maybe he wanted me unconscious and stuck to his cock like a freaking fleshlight . . . but that wasn’t in the cards for me. Not my playbook, nope.

I wanted to be conscious and present for everything Daddy did to me. I knew some sluts loved the idea of passing out and getting drilled while you were a goner, but not this slut.

Eventually, just when I was starting to see darkness around the edges of my vision, he backed up.

I only had a few short seconds to breathe and gasp for air, wheezing while precum and spit and snot mingled to spill out of my mouth, dripping onto the floor in front of him.

He looked down at me, and I looked up at him with red-rimmed eyes. I sniffled the tears away and smiled shyly at him, even though I knew my face was already fucked up beyond recognition.

“My sweet Angel,” he said, petting me gently.

I closed my eyes and purred.

“Time to put you in your place, Angel.”

He rolled back with his chair a few inches and pulled my head along with him, keeping his hands cupped over my ears.

I squealed and crawled along on my hands and knees as he pulled. His dominance took over full-bore, and then his cock was rocketing back into my face.

Now I was out in the open though, no longer under his desk. I supposed it didn’t matter since we were the only two left in the office—I was finally going to get the dirty filthy fuck session in Daddy’s office room that I had always dreamed of.

While he slid his butt forward on the chair, fucking my face, I met him by launching forward, until my lips nearly pressed against his pubic area.

He had firm control of my head like I was his favorite toy.

Daddy stood slowly while he fucked, grunting and grinding the whole time. His balls started to swing and then his chair was hip-checked away from him so he could really take over my facehole with both legs standing.

I snorted and gagged some more, and I would have coughed if I had the room to breathe.

“Oh my, what have we here?” a sultry voice called out.

I gasped and sucked in a bunch of precum and spit all at once, my head jolting up in shock.

The voice was decidedly not
 Vincent’s. It was female.

“Fuck,” Vince grunted, caught literally with his pants down and his huge cock skewering my poor little face pit.

I was still somewhat under the table, but my head was poking out. To think, we could have been safe just a few minutes before when I had been fully under the desk. Maybe.
 My pussy had been making some pret-ty lewd noises while I was fingering myself under there, and so had the gacking fish-sucking sounds of my throat.

I didn’t dare turn my head over my shoulders, but I didn’t need to. I knew who had caught us.

Vincent’s voice was deep and filled with unchecked ferocity as he grunted in defeat.

“Roxy.”
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Chapter Four

Vincent
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“W
 ell, well, well,”
 Roxy purred darkly, standing in the doorway and waltzing in like she owned the place. “Looks like the little kitty cat isn’t as innocent as she was playing at. And Mr. Sorenson, your own stepdaughter
 ? How lewd can you get?”

Fuck. The jig was up. My heart pounded against my chest, my balls tightened up to the base of my cock, which was still rock hard. There was no use hiding it now.

Worst of all, Roxy wasn’t just talking to me—she was talking to her phone . . . which was pointed at us.

The bitch was fucking filming us.

I had no idea how long she’d been there. After a while, my lust had taken over as I dominated Angie’s throat. I’d screwed up. Big time.

Roxy now held the strings to my future. Fuck, my life.


A video like that . . . getting into the wrong hands? Screw Jodie—that could ruin me! And poor Angel, it could ruin her and brand her before her life even had a chance to get started.

The only thing that mattered now was getting that fucking video. Was getting Roxy out of the way.

Despite my dominant tendencies, I wasn’t a violent man. I had never imagined hitting a woman, and it didn’t cross my mind now. But my muscles did flex. My blood did boil, and my veins did pop in a flash of red anger.

“What do you want?” I said flatly.

Angelina was crawling out from under my desk on her hands and knees, looking so shy and helpless. She couldn’t meet Roxy’s flashing gaze.

The woman’s nipples were hard against her shirt. She was horny. Maybe I can use that to my advantage . . .


Her eyes kept flickering down to my erect cock.

I’d always known Roxy was a slut—I’d seen her tits before when she got drunk at a work party one time. They were huge and fake and everything that Angelina wasn’t. I mean, Angelina’s were plenty big, but she was as real as they got.

Roxy clicked her phone off and tucked it away between her cleavage. “First,” she said, stifling my spiraling thoughts, “I want a raise. Obviously. It’s well past time, and I had a feeling Miles was gonna give me one soon anyway.”

“Done.”

She raised a finger and wagged it in the air. “No, no, you’re going to give me a raise beyond
 whatever Miles gives me.”

“How much do you want?”

“For my silence?” she asked, lips tilting.

The bitch was blackmailing me. And I was in no condition to refuse her. Dammit, I hated being in such a bind. She had me by the short and curlies like a vice grip.

“For the video,” I replied.

She scoffed. “One thing at a time, Vinnie.”

My blood boiled again. Jodie’s nickname for me. I fucking hated it.

Angelina finally stood on wobbly legs, but still couldn’t say anything. Her hand was to her neck, where I’d just been blasting down into her throat. Except this time it wasn’t in lust, but in fear. I wanted to reach over and hold her, bring her close, tell her everything was going to be okay.

“What else?”

She smirked. Such a sassy, cocky bitch. She was beautiful—I’d give her that. But her actions made my attraction for her die in a second flat.

“Well,” she said, pumping out her huge chest. “You want the video? Come and get it.” The phone poked out from between her tits.

“What?” I sneered.

“That’s right, Daddy-o. Show me what you can do with that huge fat cock. I’d always imagined you had a big one, but I have to say I’m impressed.” Her eyes fell on Angelina. “Good job, honey. Get yours.”

Angie just blushed bashfully and averted her gaze to the floor, hands cupping in front of her tummy. I could tell she was so embarrassed she thought she was going to die.

“Don’t talk to her like that,” I said. “In fact, don’t talk to her at all.”

Roxy raised her hands in surrender. “Hey, if you can get me moaning with that big stupid thing, you won’t hear a word out of her. I guarantee it.”

I narrowed my eyes at the slutty bimbo, with her thick thighs and giant ass, her milk jugs and her curly blonde hair sweeping past her shoulders.

My cock stiffened, lifting from half-mast. Fuck.

I turned to Angie with my furrowed brow, then arched them helplessly, silently asking her what I should do.

Ball was in her court. I’d let her decide, even though it was my own business and life on the line too. She deserved that much for getting tossed into this mess.

My Angel looked scared and conflicted. Her mucked-up face was so pretty to me, even in that state.

But then something must have clicked. Abruptly, almost shockingly, her face hardened. Her eyebrows creased together, a scowl coming to her beautiful face.

“Do it, Daddy. Show this whore what you’re made of,” she commanded.

“Whoa,” Roxy said, a bit breathlessly. “Didn’t expect that from the little one. Definitely
 not the innocent kitty cat I—”

I lunged for her before her stupid mouth could keep spilling words.

She yelped happily as I grabbed her arms and dragged her further into the room.

Roxy scampered up to me, her thighs rubbing together as she squeezed them. Her huge tits pressed against my side.

I led her to my desk, then with a one-handed sweep, cleared it of everything in a tumble and clank of computer parts and papers.

Letting her go, I tossed the bitch forward.

Roxy gasped and bent over the desk as if by natural instinct. She was chuckling darkly, but I’d give her something to laugh about.

The slut didn’t know what she was in for.

She grabbed her phone out of her tits before it could flop out, and held it in one hand.

I lifted her skirt up to her huge, breakfast-tray ass and flicked it over her hips. Then I grabbed those hips and spanked her hard.

She cried out. “Jesus, Vinnie, aren’t you an eager—”

With a snap her panties ripped, and I pulled them away in my fist. Her pussy was leaking—hairless, perfect, tight and small.

My hard cock was pressed against her pink little lips in seconds, and I started angling myself in.

Roxy let out a low drawl as I shoved myself inside her all at once. Her pussy muscles clenched and her knees wobbled.

“Oh, f-fuck,” she moaned, and now her voice wasn’t so snooty and dark. Now she sounded like a proper bitch getting what she deserved. What she asked for.

I’m sure she’d never expected to go from predator to prey so fast. To go from filming us, to getting her pussy busted open and stretched out.

It didn’t take too much to get my cock inside her, and then I was sinking my fingers into her giant buttocks and thrusting my hips.

My whole desk made lurching sounds as I fucked Roxy over it. She started to moan in no time at all, giving herself away to the pleasure of my fat cock skewering into her.

I reached over and yanked on her hair, pulling back. This girl wanted to play the game? Welcome to the big leagues.


Her moan was cut short as her head snapped back. “Yes!” she croaked in a raspy voice, eyes facing the ceiling now. “Watch your stepdaddy fuck me stupid, kitty cat! Good God your cock is fucking massive
 !”

With a fistful of blonde hair in one hand, and a handful of ass in the other, I fucked Miles’ secretary like my life depended on it.

My ass cheeks flexed and my balls soared between my legs, careening off her ass with fleshy plops.

I sank my whole cock into the slut’s pussy—even Angie had only been able to take all of me once or twice.

Roxy’s warmth enveloped me, yet she was still tight. Her damp pussy slicked my cock and made the entry easier, and when her muscles finally unclenched, I knew she was toast.

I moved faster and faster. The steady thudding rhythm of my desk rising off two legs and then landing again was music to my ears.

I was getting into it, my cock growing harder and harder inside her, and I felt terrible but amazing at the same time. Terrible because Angie was watching with wide, shocked eyes on her poor face, but amazing because Roxy’s cunt felt glorious enveloping my cock in its wet heat.

Roxy’s tits slid along the smooth desk, nearly spilling out of her top.

I pulled back abruptly as her pussy clenched down and her thighs began to quiver, knowing I’d brought her to a quick orgasm.

“G-Good Lord, fucking hell that . . . that’s something else,” she groaned, at a loss for words.

I was far from finished.

Pushing her ass down a little further, I spread her bare cheeks and fingered her asshole. My pointer finger sank into her anus, the tight, tender muscles around her hole sucking on my digit.

“Ah!” she squeaked.

I frowned. “I’m sure a slutty bimbo like you loves taking fat cocks up the ass, huh?”

“N-Not something that big!”

“Don’t lie, Roxy,” I rasped, twiddling her asshole while my other hand moved to her soaked pussy to slap her cunt silly and rub her clit all over.

“Oh fuck. You’re a monster, Vinnie! The best fucking monster cock around!”

I snarled like an animal, my slapping hand starting to make her squirt all over my palm and through my fingers. She was leaking out and close to another climax, I could tell.

“Yes!” she cried out. “Yes, stick that huge cock in my ass!”

“What do you say, slut?”

“P-Please!”

I spit on my hand and rubbed it around my cock. I’d never fucked Angie in the ass, but we were fucking for our lives here. She knew it. I gave her a glance and she was just blank, a dazed look in her eyes.

I couldn’t tell if she was horny, frightened, shocked, or all of the above.

With my cock lubed up by my spit and Roxy’s cunt juices, I angled my body over her, hotdogging her ass for a split second before pressing my cockhead against her tight butthole.

She whined and then I rammed, shoving myself inside her asshole and drawing out a loud, moaning wail.

Her ass was tighter than her pussy, and the feeling was incredible. I was close to cumming within minutes, my hips moving on their own accord.

It felt so warm and tight and lovely, I couldn’t hold back. My balls felt heavy as they clapped into her wet pussy.

“Fuck, you’re gonna destroy my ass!” she cried. Now it sounded like she was sniveling. “I won’t walk right for days! Please, fucking hell, Daddy!”

Oh, now
 I was “Daddy?” What happened to Vinnie? It didn’t matter, I wasn’t going to remind her.

I was letting my anger take over, filling with my lust and absolutely pulverizing this poor young woman.

But she had brought this upon herself—literally asked for it. She couldn’t take it back now.

All she could do was ask me to stop, and I would.

But I knew the hot torture was too much for her. Too good. She wouldn’t ask me to stop until I’d drained every last drop of baby batter deep inside her, or sprayed it all over her face or back. One way or another, my cum was filling her.

Luckily, I had a backup move, because all this raunchy behavior made me incredibly hot for my Angel just watching.

I knew I would be able to get hard again and fuck the sweetness out of her, too.

“Cum in her ass, Daddy,” a voice beside me said.

It didn’t even sound like Angel. I turned to her, and there she was, an eager expression on her face.

My eyes lowered. She was playing with herself, two fingers sunk deep into her pussy.

“Do it,” she said, encouraging me.

“Okay, honey. As you wish.”

I rammed again, pushing Roxy higher up the desk.

Her feet left the ground, heels hooking backward at a side-angle V around my legs.

“Hey, wait—no!” Roxy cried. “I—fuck! Yes! Okay, fine!”

She was blabbering. Her brain was so scrambled from the cock lodged in her asshole that she didn’t know which way was up and down. She was mindless. Good, the bimbo bitch—let her learn the error of her ways.

I knew she’d see no “error” in this. It would only bring her back to my room time and time again, and I didn’t have any way to stop her . . .

Unless I could get my hands on that fucking phone.
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Chapter Five

Angelina
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W
 hen Daddy came in
 Roxy’s ass, it was incredible. He pumped deep, hilting his cock between her cheeks, and I held my breath as his whole body flexed. My fingers twiddled mindlessly, churning my pussy into a sopping mess.

I’d gone from a scared little girl to a co-dom in no time at all. I felt one with my stepdaddy, watching him abuse and ravish this poor woman.

Roxy was blackmailing us, though. And she wanted it—she had made her intentions known.

What more could she ask for?

Daddy’s cock shot out from her ass with a splattering sound, and then a tidal wave of jizz shot back onto his stomach, released from Roxy’s built up tension and powerful pelvic floor muscles. A white film of cum spattered across her cheeks and widened asshole.

Her anus seemed to be breathing in and out, wide and dark and cavernous. I was sure she’d never had such a big cock spreading it out and stretching her tight butthole, and now she would never be able to go back.

She had let her boss anally ream her and she had loved every second of it, cumming while she took it.

I wanted a piece now. My heart was racing. I didn’t feel scared anymore.

I thought Roxy was bluffing. She just wanted dick. She didn’t care about the stupid video.


Please, be true. It has to be true.
 I tried to convince myself, but that could wait.

As Vince stepped back to survey his damage, his conquest, I went on my knees behind him, secretly. Now that his balls weren’t swinging and wouldn’t plap me in the face with the backswing . . . and since his cock had just been jammed balls-deep in Roxy’s whorish ass . . .

I scampered up on my knees and planted my face between his ass cheeks, thinking it would be something he liked.

He flexed for a moment with a startled sound.

Then my tongue licked his asshole and he said, “A-Angel, holy shit!”

I kissed his asshole and licked his sweaty crack, feeling the tingling sensation filling me, the whore inside taking over and eager to please Daddy after being forced to spew inside this cum-dump’s gaping asshole.

My tongue darted into his rectum and he relaxed a little, a hand falling on top of my head and petting me.

I closed my eyes and ate my stepdaddy’s ass with all my ability. I was new to this, but I wanted him to be happy—to know I was still with him.

Though my eyes were dark, I looked over and saw Roxy had slunk off the table to stand in front of Vince on wobbly legs. Her thighs quivered so badly she couldn’t hold it, and then she sank to her knees like me.

I buried my face back into my Daddy’s asscrack, eating him out again.

Vince grabbed Roxy’s lank hair and yanked. She let out a squeal as she was brought forward, and then his cock was in her face. His smelly, huge, cum-covered cock, that had just been in her ass.

I withdrew my tongue out of Daddy’s asshole and hopped over on my knees to watch—and participate.

Roxy’s face was scrunched, her lips together as Daddy’s helmet cockhead pressed against them. She was making a face like she didn’t want it, but I knew she did.

Daddy wasn’t going to force her, though. He was going to make her decide.

I didn’t hold the same reservations.

“Come on, slut,” I said happily, “we all know you want that cock slamming into the back of your throat.”

With a suddenness that surprised even me, I put my hand on the back of her head, and then pushed her forward.

Her lips parted and Daddy’s cock surged into her mouth. She gagged, eyes widening. Vince’s huge dick was just as hard as before, and now it was doing some damage to the front end.

I eagerly pushed Roxy’s head forward every time it came back, forcing her to blow my daddy and see that she was worth nothing to him. To us.

She had come in and disturbed us, and now she needed to feel the repercussions.

Roxy started playing with herself, I noticed, so I decided to help there, too. My hand went down and flicked her clit while she prodded her fingers inside her aching wet cunt.

I slapped her pussy and she removed her digits with a quickness. A powerful geyser of squirt shot out from her and wetted the carpet and Daddy’s legs.

I chuckled and Roxy just kept getting facefucked.

Then I decided her time in the sun was over. She had been the center of attention for long enough.

Watching my stepdaddy pulverize her pussy, asshole, and throat—I was pretty sure he’d made his point. He was the boss around here, the alpha dominant male who controlled all of our lives.

He would give Roxy the raise—whether it would be on the books or off the books, it didn’t matter, as long as she got her money. But he wouldn’t be pushed around by this bitch any longer.

I had a feeling Roxy wasn’t long for the world of Sorenson & Cafferty. She would probably be retiring from the company soon with a healthy
 severance package.

Hopefully she would slink off into obscurity and find other cocks to chase.

Because this one was mine.

I gripped the back of her head tight and bared my teeth, then yanked her head off Daddy’s cock. It made a suctioning whoosh like a vacuum sucking up air as her head flew back and her eyes rolled up.

She heaved and slobbered all over those big bimbo tits of hers. I still hadn’t seen them yet, and I felt like I deserved to, so I wrestled my hands between her breasts and yanked open her top.

The buttons went pinging away and her fat knockers flopped out and then bounced to perfect circular form.

Whoever had done her tits had done a nice job. I flicked her big, hard nipples, then pinched and teased them, drawing out more desperate cries from the slut.

Then I let her go and she slumped back against the edge of the desk, her tits bouncing as she breathed rapidly. Her voice was choked, her eyes closed. “H-Holy shit, you guys are w-wild. Goddamn am I glad I f-forgot my purse in my room.” Her body was still writhing every few seconds with an aftershock of bliss that I desperately wanted to feel for myself.

I stood.

A rush of dizziness washed over me.

Daddy reached out and steadied me. “You okay, Angel? I’ve never seen you act like this.”

“Take me, Daddy,” I whispered in his ear, tears close to my eyes. “Slam that huge fucking dick inside me and make your Angel happy.”

He just grinned at me, at the dazed look in my eyes.

Then he was cupping my ass through my dress, and lifting me.

I moaned as his fingers deftly moved my skirt aside and then sank between my cheeks. He pulled my panties away and carried me a few feet over, just to show that he still could, and to get further away from Roxy.

That bitch was done. It was our time to shine now.

I was tall but lithe enough that he could lift me no problem. Roxy, probably not so much. She was voluptuous.

I wrapped my legs around Daddy and leaned my head into his hard chest.

His cock curved up and lit my insides on fire in the best way imaginable. My toes curled inside my heels, and they fell off my feet and thudded to the floor.

Within seconds I was bouncing on his hot, slick rod, feeling it pumping into me and stretching my canal. He was an absolute monster—Roxy was right about that.

Daddy could fuck one bimbo and move onto another brat all in a single session. He could cum and then cum again minutes after. He was a god among men.

And now I could barely feel myself except for the building wetness between my legs. My juices were spilling out of me. The squelching slap of his cock sliding into my pussy was the best sound I could have imagined.

I didn’t care if Roxy gave us up. Screw it. Let our taboo affair go public. It was probably just my lewd, warped mind talking, but that’s how I felt in that moment.

In fact, fuck it—bring Roxy in some more. Let’s do this whole threesome thing another time, when things were less tense.

My ass bounced, and the lovable claps of his cock drilling into me filled me with bliss.

I came—once, twice, maybe more. I lost myself in the rhythm of Daddy’s movements. His eager grunts in my ear, no longer filled with rage and hate, but with love.

“Yes, Daddy, you’re so good. So fucking good to me,” I whispered in his ear, my hands tangling into his hair.

He hugged me tighter and I could tell he wouldn’t be able to last long. Two horny girls half his age, tearing them a new one . . . I couldn’t blame him.

But that was my stepdaddy for you. He was a pleasure machine. The endurance he had would be envious to much younger men. If he hadn’t been an investment mastermind, he could’ve made it in porn, no doubt.

I came again and my legs turned into boneless, waxy things. He settled me on the edge of the desk, right over Roxy, and started pelting into me there.

His balls clapped into her forehead, and I couldn’t help but giggle at her rasping moans. She still wanted more, the slut.

Daddy wouldn’t give it to her this time. He exploded inside me with a scalding hot surge of spunk rising through my tunnel. My legs wrapped around his taut ass and urged him deeper—and I took as much of his cock as I could. I wasn’t a cavernous black hole like Roxy, but I liked to think I did a good job.

Then Roxy was scurrying out of the room on her hands and knees, not bothering to pick up her ripped panties off the floor or make herself decent at all.

Her butt bounced as she crawled, and I almost laughed again. Poor girl. Came in here expecting one thing, got something else entirely. The fuck of her life.
  

Daddy and I didn’t pay her anymore attention. We just coiled in each other’s arms.

We didn’t get the phone or the video from her, but we hadn’t actually expected to, I didn’t think.

We just had to hope it didn’t bite us in the ass down the road.

It was time to see what the future held, now that our secret was ostensibly out.


Daddy owned me, for sure. But now, someone else might have owned him, and that made the future interesting.

Whatever awaited the both of us, at least we’d have each other to face it.

~
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Chapter One

Angelina


[image: image]








I
 t was movie night
 at the Hutchins household. That’s what we called the house, because my mom was Jodie Hutchins and she basically ran the place, even though my stepdad Vincent paid for everything.

Mom told me once that after her terrible breakup with my deadbeat dad, she would never take another man’s last name again, so she reverted to her maiden name. I figured it was a good call on my part, too.

Anyway, we hadn’t done “movie night” in a looong time. Like, as long as I could remember. Shit, I hadn’t been in the same room with my mom for more than an hour in months. Only when we had dinners at night, made light and trivial conversation, did we do any catching up. She was turning into a stranger to me.

I’m sure I was turning into a stranger to her,
 too, growing up right before her eyes and becoming more distant. It was only because I felt guilty for all the shenanigans I’d been getting up to.

In the moment, when I was with Vincent, he was my world. I didn’t feel any guilt whatsoever for the taboo relationship we had going. The guilt ship had sailed long ago, and now we’d been secretly keeping our affair under wraps for a couple months. Some days, I felt like we could keep it going on forever. Others, I thought everything was going to come crashing down on us at any minute.


Those
 times, the dangerous ones, always led me to the deepest, most hardcore, earth-shattering orgasms. I guess I was sort of a daredevil in that sense. Public sex, the idea of getting caught, it turned me on like nothing else.

But movie night was too close to home. Literally.

The three of us sat around in the living room, facing the huge 70-inch flatscreen Vince had gifted Mom a few months back—a TV screen that largely went unused.

At first when I sat down on the loveseat off to the side of the couch, my heart pounded. I thought the jig was up and Mom was sitting us down for a talking-to, to tell us that we had been discovered. It was a totally reasonable response, I felt, because there were any number of ways she could have found out: the neighbor walking her dog who spotted Daddy and me fucking in his Beemer during the beginning of our gallivanting; Roxy, Vince’s partner’s secretary who had filmed us screwing in his office, and then taken part as blackmail; or just Mom snooping around like a little PI and coming to her own conclusions.

My fears were unfounded. Mom made no attempt. As she clicked through the Roku streaming channels, I thought back on the ways she could find out about me and Vince.

The time with Roxy, woo boy, that had been something. In the few weeks since, I had kept my head down at work and debated just quitting the secretary job Daddy had given me to keep me close. But he had told me that it would look suspicious just up and quitting like that, so I was forced to work beside Roxy every day.

She didn’t ask me to go out to any more meet-ups with her friends down the street, to say the least. Let’s just say she wasn’t as cordial as when I’d first met her. She also hadn’t globbed onto Vince like I thought she would, to try and steal him from me.

Roxy was probably embarrassed, too, now that I thought of it. Hindsight was a cruel mistress, and she had to think back on that night in the office in a bittersweet way. She had gotten fucked six ways to Sunday. It had made me jealous and wetter than hell, watching her throat Daddy’s cock and then taking his rod deep in her asshole. She had gone from smug to helpless in a matter of minutes—from holding all the cards to being unable to hold her bladder and squirting all over the room. It had been something to witness, watching Vince take on such a dominant, alpha position to fucking the living daylights out of that big-titted, fat-assed secretary.

I didn’t want to say Roxy deserved
 the karma, but she had literally asked for it and definitely enjoyed it, all before squirming out of the room on her hands and knees, tits flopping and ass jiggling and still covered with Daddy’s creamy cum leaking down her crack. She had fled like a scared squirrel, with only her phone in her hand to remind us that she still held some power. Her dignity, however, had been totally shot.

The days following, while I was freaking out at work, I ended up coming to Vince and that’s when he talked me out of quitting. He also called us both in later that evening, and asked Roxy in a deadpan, serious voice: “Are we going to have a problem, Roxy?”

The bimbo had gulped and shook her head. “No problem here, boss.” Then she sashayed out, but there was a little less swing to her hips than usual. She was getting a hefty raise from her extortion, so she wanted to tread lightly. The alternative was getting fired . . . which wasn’t in her best interest. Even if
 she took that video to someone and tried to ruin Vince’s life, he was still a partner of the firm and she was an underling. I’m sure she had to wonder: “Is screwing up my boss’ life worth the torture I’ll put him through? Probably not. I like money. I think I’ll keep doing what I’m doing, and take home those six figures with a smile on my face.”

Thinking back on that night made me wet before our movie even started. I wasn’t even sure what we were watching until the HBO logo played for a second.

My eyes kept darting over to Mom and Vince. They both sat on the couch together and looked way
 too comfortable for my taste.

Granted, they were married. Sure. But Mom had no idea that her little angel had been getting her tight little pussy stuffed by her strong, studly husband for weeks now. Every time I glanced over at them and saw the blue reflection of the TV on my mom’s face, I imagined her husband’s big fat cock wedging its way down my throat. 

And the more I looked over, the worse the thoughts became. Since I knew Vince’s dick so intimately, I imagined it being shoved in Mom’s
 face, and the facial expressions of defeat she would make before getting railed into oblivion.

Ew. Ew, ew, ew!

I gulped and turned back to the TV. I had no idea what the fuck was going on, as distracted as I felt, but suddenly there was a ridiculously hot redhead showing her perfect tits to the lead actor and I couldn’t help but squirm in my loveseat.

My thighs rubbed together. What the fuck are we watching?
 I wondered, but didn’t want to ask. Whatever it was, there was tons of nudity. I mean, it made sense, seeing as that it was an HBO movie . . . but still . . . Mom was sitting just a few feet away. I remembered when I was a kid and there’d be boobs on the screen, she would cover my eyes with her hand, like most moms did.

Now those memories only brought up guilt and much lewder memories. I guess the shielding of my eyes and “earmuffs” stage of my life was over.

I was almost twenty-one years old, so that made sense. My birthday was also coming up, and I wondered if Vincent knew about it. I’d known him since I was little, so I’m sure he had
 to know, even if only subconsciously. Mom would no doubt remind him on the day, if he forgot.

About halfway through the movie, I loosened my legs a little and felt dampness soaking my panties. And it wasn’t the full-frontal nudity of whatever we were watching that was setting me off.

It was that sense of danger, raring its ugly head at the worst time. In this
 instance, I wanted to stuff it down and forget about it. Mom was way too close to me, and even closer to Vince.

Their thighs were touching.

I looked out the corner of my eye without moving my head, to be as discreet as possible.

Then I saw Mom slyly rub her hand down Daddy’s thigh, trying to do it so I wouldn’t see. But I had nowhere to look except over there.

My jealousy shot to new heights. A red curtain of rage and lust settled over my vision and I thought I would go crazy.

Her hand lingered for much too long, and Daddy didn’t do anything to dissuade her—like push off her freaking hand.

I took a deep breath to try and calm myself. They’re married,
 I had to remind myself. This is what married people do when they . . . get in the mood.


Wait. Is Mom in the freaking mood right now?! After not trying to have sex with Daddy in eons?

I was freaking out. I needed to leave before I made a fool of myself. Shit, I needed to change my panties more than anything, because even though the “dangerous” feeling was unwanted this time, it still had the same torrid effect on my body.

Knots of desire spread from my tummy all through my extremities, pooling in my core and slicking my pussy.

I cleared my throat but pretended it was a cough, and faced the TV straight on. Mom’s eyes shot over, but Vince just continued staring deadpan at the TV. I could only imagine
 what was going through his
 head!

My heart thumped so loudly I thought Mom and Daddy would be able to hear it. I reclined in my seat, trying to take a “comfortable” position, but I felt more uncomfortable than I had all night.

When I glanced over next, I witnessed the tips of Mom’s fingers moving like a spider down his leg and then . . . inward. She touched between his legs, ever so gently, and the throb of Vince’s bulge through his pants startled me.

“Honey,” Mom said in a low, thick voice. She didn’t sound like herself.

I shot up from the seat, tearing my eyes away from her fondling, meandering hand, thinking I’d been caught peeping red-handed. “Y-Yeah?”

“I think your stepfather and I need a little privacy. Isn’t that right, Vince?”

Shit. She hadn’t even called him Vinnie—the nickname she knew he hated; what she called him to get a rise out of him. I knew this was for real.

“Um, yeah, I think so,” Vincent said, still not facing me. He was trying to play it cool, but his words stung my heart. My stomach dropped to my feet, despair ripping through me.

He was giving in. He was letting Mom have her way with him.

I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. What else could he do? It would be a bit
 suspicious if he just said “no” to her, right? They were freaking married for Christ’s sake.

“What do you mean?” I said stupidly.

Mom’s eyes turned to me, and they flashed with something I didn’t recognize and didn’t want to recognize. “I think you should go upstairs now. I mean, are you super invested in this movie?”

I frowned. I wanted to protest, but at the same time she was giving me an out and I knew I had to take it. I was tired of squirming in my seat. “No . . . not invested. I’ve kind of lost the plot.”

In more ways than one.

She smiled thinly at me and said no more.

If she thought I would be happy to see what was transpiring before my poor eyes, she was sorely mistaken. This image would be burned
 onto my retinas for as long as I lived—I was almost certain of it.

I gave her a tiny smile back, then skipped up from the seat. “Okay,” I said, trying to force my voice to be normal. “I’m kinda tired anyway, so I’ll see you guys in the morning, all right? I’m gonna hit the hay.”

“All right, good night, honey,” Mom said, but didn’t bother looking at me anymore. She had more important things on her mind . . . like my
 big fat Daddy dick.

Goddammit.

“Night, Angel . . . ina,” Vince croaked, barely able to finish my name without sticking to my nickname.

I rushed out past the couch behind them, up the stairs, and into my room, nearly slamming the door behind me.

Tears were biting at the corners of my eyes as I flopped down on my bed face-first. My heart started to slow to its normal rhythm, but then picked right back up.

The bed was warm. The linens scruffed nicely against my skin. I only wore booty shorts and a t-shirt, so a lot of leg and arm was exposed.

My nipples pebbled against the sheet cover. I groaned and ground my hips into the bed, which only ignited my passion even more.

Without further ado, my hands crashed down between my legs and I stuffed them into the front of my shorts. I lifted my ass a little to get a better angle, then felt my wet folds making my fingertips sticky.

Three fingers of my right hand slid inside my pussy, squeezing together to vie for space in my little snatch. God, how I wished those three fingers were Daddy’s tremendous cock bearing into me, filling me up and making my eyes roll to the back of my head.

My left hand pulled my shorts down to the curve of my ass, so it was bare and up in the air. I wiggled it a little as my index and middle fingers moved to my throbbing clit.

I started playing with myself, then bit down on the pillow where my head rested. I cried into the pillow, first with the ragged moan of pure lust, and then with actual tears. All while I masturbated and fingered myself furiously.

I got into it. My thighs started to quiver. My eyes closed and the images of Vince having his way with me played through my mind in rapid succession—lifting me and dropping me onto his cock; bending me over his office table; speedbump-fucking me in the back of his car; stuffing my face with heavy cum-filled balls and his huge dick in a restaurant bathroom.

The thoughts were too much for my poor little libido, which had to be completely confused.

I came in a matter of minutes, the orgasm electrifying my body and sending shocks through my system.

Then I flattened on the bed, still facedown, and panted into the pillow.

I screamed into it, but the noise was completely muffled and could only be heard by my ears.

After a brief respite from the horniness . . . the thoughts came barreling back. “No, no, no,” I whined to myself. I could only imagine what Mom and my daddy were getting up to downstairs. God, I really didn’t want to know.

But I wanted him
 so badly!

My head instinctively turned to the window of my room. It looked out into blackness and a starry night.

“Fuck,” I said to myself, slowly standing up on shaking and tingling legs. “Are you really going to do this, Angie?” I opened the window. You’re not in high school anymore, girl. What the actual fuck are you doing?


I was on the second level of the house. The roof sloped down, though, so the jump from the second level to the grass of our lawn would only be ten feet or so. With enough finesse, I could probably do it without rolling an ankle.

Doubt played in my head. I shot it down, which made me think, Why can’t I do that with my lust? I’m such a horny, spoiled, silly brat!


It was because I craved my daddy too much. Vince was everything to me, and the quick rub-out session on my bed hadn’t satisfied me nearly enough.

Without another thought, I walked to my door and locked it. Then I grabbed my phone off my nightstand, strapped on a thin jacket—it was warm outside but could get chilly pretty quickly—and pushed myself through the window.
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Chapter Two

Vincent
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I
 didn’t know what
 to do with Jodie lusting over me. She hadn’t acted this way in months, and I had to wonder what had changed.

I was glad she had told Angie to go upstairs, because I had been literally frozen in shock. Though my face probably looked completely together, inside I was coming apart.

When Jodie’s fingers brushed over my leg, trying to draw my attention, I tried to force my thoughts to something unpleasant, with the idea that maybe Jodie would get over it if I didn’t show any interest.

That wasn’t the case. I guess playing hard to get only aroused her even more.

The movie drowned away in front of me. All I could see was at the corners of my eyes—Jodie to my left on the couch, and my Angel on the right on the loveseat, trying to sneakily spy on us.

My heart tugged for the poor girl. She shouldn’t have to see this.

And then Jodie had sent her away. Within seconds, my horny wife had me all to herself.

I couldn’t stop thinking about what was probably going through Angelina’s mind: betrayal, sadness, heartbreak. She was still young, after all, and I knew how much she cared for me.

My lovely little Angel would do anything for me. And I wanted to do anything for her.

But for the moment . . . I could only resign myself to my fate. This had to happen, and the optimist in me hoped that it could actually play out in a positive way in the future.

Maybe if I messed around with my wife now,
 she would leave me alone in the future, so I could spend more time with Angie. I had to hope this wasn’t going to become a normal thing again, or else it would seriously derail what Angel and I had going.

With Angie gone, claiming she was going to bed—but probably going to cry in her pillow—Jodie had me like a black widow. The fingers that had been brushing my thighs were now clenching my leg. Then they roamed between my legs and fell on my bulge, just resting there a moment.

Jodie began rubbing my cock through my pants. I wasn’t hard yet, but could feel my warm meat against my thigh starting to thicken.

Thoughts of Jodie actually did nothing for me. Not anymore. But my cock had a mind of its own, of course, and any sort of massaging was bound to get it going.

“What are you doing, Jodie?” I asked, my voice thick with tension.

She smirked and rested her head against my shoulder, while her fingers toyed with me. “What does it look like, Vince? Trying to make my husband happy. You still like that, don’t you—being happy?”

“O-Of course . . . I just. I just thought—”

“That I had turned into a heartless, dried-up bitch?”

I gulped, understanding how loaded of a question that was. “No. Uh. I just didn’t think you were into that
 anymore.”

“What, sex? Please, don’t ruin the moment by making it sound so dreary. Can’t we just have fun?”

I nodded stiffly.

“It’s been so long . . .” she added, then trailed off and leaned into my ear. “I miss your big dick stretching me out.”

The hairs on the back of my neck stood up. Lust started to pass through me, swelling my cock.

It quickly went down when I thought of the woman who was speaking the dirty words to me. It made me a little ashamed to think of my wife like that, but that’s where we were in the relationship—where we had been for a while. A quick little “movie night” based on false pretenses wasn’t going to change that.

I heard the fly of my jeans unzip. I stared straight ahead.

Jodie’s hand disappeared into the hole. Her palm rubbed over my cock against my thigh. “Uh oh,” she said, “I don’t think it’s going to fit through the hole.”

Another loaded comment.

She unbuttoned my pants and opened it up a little. Then she circled her fingers around my cock and pulled it out so it could rest against my leg on the outside of my clothes.

I still wasn’t hard yet. Shit.

“What the fuck, Vince,” she muttered, staring down, then leaned in and kissed me on the neck. “Are you not attracted to me anymore?”

I finally turned her way and her lips fell on mine. My eyes opened in shock, even though hers were closed.

That’s when I closed my eyes and tried to change my thinking. This wasn’t good. I had to switch things up so she at least imagined
 I was having a good time.

So I imagined someone else entirely.

Thoughts of Angelina swirled through my mind: my beautiful, cheery, bubbly stepdaughter. My wife’s kid. What had been dangerous to even look at before had blossomed into a magnificent young woman, with a firm, perfect body and an even better smile.

My Angel was so lovely.

And she brought my cock to life.

“Oh,” I heard Jodie whisper with a snicker. “Never mind.”

Her hand hadn’t left my cock. Now I was starting to stiffen, my cock lifting from my leg. My member grew and grew while thoughts of Angelina rolled through my mind.

I was so happy mindreading devices weren’t an invention yet, or Jodie would have been appalled.


I
 should have been appalled, thinking like this.

Jodie’s hand started moving up my shaft, squeezing the veins as it roamed from base to head. When her palm came to my cockhead, it tightened against the ridge and a dabble of precum oozed out.

I imagined Angelina’s dainty hands jerking me off the entire time.

Jodie chuckled. “That’s more like it, honey.” She leaned over and rested the side of her head against my chest and stomach, so she was staring down at my cock at a side angle.

My dick rose to greet her lips. She opened her mouth and tried to fit it inside, but it was a fruitless attempt. My wife ended up just licking my cock, thinking that was somehow going to do it for me.

I sighed.

“I’m sorry, hun,” she said, hearing my sigh. “It’s too big for my little mouth.”

Yes, but not your daughter’s. Maybe you could learn a thing or two from her.

I shook my head. Wait, what? No! That’s not what I meant to think!


I was getting carried away. My lust was starting to blur the lines, until I wasn’t even sure what I was doing anymore. I only knew that I had to please this woman to get her out of my hair, so I could return to my darling.

Jodie opened her mouth and I slowly raised my hips on the couch, letting my cock force its way into her facehole. I brushed hair out of her face and managed to fit it inside her mouth, but only the first couple inches.

Then I started fucking her face, slowly. I didn’t want to make Jodie cry out in pain. She was already gagging and making loud, wet sounds as my cock curved up into her mouth. The deeper I tried to penetrate, the more fear-tinged her groggy voice became.

Her head bounced on my lap, rising with the tide of my bucking hips.

When she finally pulled her face off my cock, she coughed and smiled at me, and I had to fight a grimace.

Jodie wasn’t nearly as cute as her daughter when her makeup and mascara was running down her face and her lips were covered in shiny slobber and precum.

Plus, my Angel would have been able to take twice as much of my cock as her mother. Not because she was a whore used to sucking huge dicks, but because she was a go-getter and did everything in her power to make sure her Daddy felt good. And I always did.

Jodie stood from the couch and unbuttoned her pants. She was right in front of me, her nipples tight and poking against the fabric of her shirt. She definitely wasn’t ugly by any means, but this had just been such a shock to my system.

I had to remind myself of Angelina’s nude body just to stay hard.

My wife straddled my lap after her pants fell away.

Yep, this was going to happen. There was no way I was getting out of it.

As she lowered herself and guided my cock between her legs, I could see the trepidation on her face. Maybe she’ll back out last minute.


Nope.

My cockhead grew warm as it penetrated her wet pussy lips, spreading them apart. She let out a pinched moan and fell deeper on my cock. Her thighs began to jiggle—less defined and muscled than her lithe, younger daughter’s.

“Jesus Chris, Vince, I forgot how big you are when you’re this horny,” she whispered in my ear, wrapping her arms around my neck and leaning in.

Oh, you have no idea, honey. This is nothing.

I was reminded of my alpha tendencies when I was around Angelina—dominating her, but also loving her; commanding her, but also caring for her. Whereas with my wife, I was basically just a tool for her pleasure. Angie and I had a back and forth that was magical.

Jodie got about half of my cock inside her before her yowls were turning high-pitched. She couldn’t go further or I’d break her. She was already starting to lose control—I’d never had a problem making my wife cum. On the contrary, I was great at it.

My hands still hadn’t ventured to her body once. I wondered if she thought anything about that, or if her mind was totally consumed by the fat rod filling her up.

Jodie basically used me to fuck herself into a brain-dead cumdump. She grinded on my lap up and down, back and forth, picking up speed and slowing down—changing the variables but never the style. We stayed cowgirl the whole time, and that was enough to make her cum twice, maybe three times in rapid succession.

My wife was an easy cummer. Always had been. A man a third my size could probably do what I did for her, it just might take a little more time.

She kissed me frantically as she came, writhing on my lap and impaled on my cock like she was completely immobile.

If Jodie had been Angelina in that instance, I would have lifted her up off the couch, fucked her airborne, and then carried her off somewhere to rail into her some more, until she was sopping wet and leaking between her legs and spewing her lovely nectar all over herself.

But alas.

“A-Are you close?” Jodie asked, still moving, panting. She brought me closer, squeezing her tits against my face as if I wanted to motorboat them.

I gave a half-assed corn-cob fondle and then said, “Yep. Hell yeah.”

My excitement was palpable. Yawn.

She grunted and groaned. “Good, pump it deep inside me, babe. Fill my womb—I want you to pump a baby in me!”

My heart froze, eyes bulging in shock. She wasn’t looking at my face, so she had no idea, but she’d nearly killed my boner. I fought back against the idea of giving Jodie another kid. That was too much, and I had to hope she was just speaking mindlessly because of how horny she was.

So, I growled and hugged her. Finally. Her words about breeding—however unwanted—had awakened something in me.

I powerfucked her from the below, jiggling her whole body and making her cry out and cum excessively, juices spattering against my thighs.

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as I spewed my hot cum deep inside her, as she’d wished. 

When it was done, she leaned forward, head against my chest, shrinking on top of me. Then I gently pushed her shoulders and she slumped backwards onto the couch with a satisfied “oof.”

I had to wonder if I’d broken her, or if she was even conscious.

“Fuck . . . I missed that,” she mumbled.

Her words struck a chord with me. A fearful chord.

Shit. I fucked up. I did too much.

I had meant to get her rocks off, but I had ended up hug-fucking her into oblivion and making her cum her brains out for nearly an hour straight. All while thoughts of her daughter riding my cock played in my mind.

I had made my wife obsessed with my cock again.

Then my phone vibrated on the glass table in front of the couch. I jerked in surprise, stuffing my cock back inside my pants.

Jodie turned her head to look over at the table and the blue screen of my phone coming to life, but she was luckily too sweaty and exhausted to do anything about it. Behind the table, the credits of the movie we’d been watching were rolling.

I swooped up my phone and clicked it, sitting back.

Jodie’s legs swung over my lap, resting on my thighs as if trying to get me to stay right where I was.

But I couldn’t let her keep using me all night.

“Who is it?” Jodie asked as the phone lit up my face.

I frowned.

The message read: Please Daddy, come help me.


My heart soared. Inside my pants, my cock abruptly stirred to life.

I deleted the message immediately, my mind whirling.

“Miles needs my help,” I lied, turning to her. I’d gotten good at putting on a mask.

She made a disgusted face. “It’s always Miles. Your damn partner. I swear, you love that guy more than you love me.”

Her shitty attitude was back. It was understandable this time—I just hadn’t been able to come up with a lie quickly enough.

“I’m sorry. He says he’s having problems with the wife. You know how it is.”

Jodie snorted in an ugly way. “Yeah, I know how it is. Duh. Funny how life changes like that, huh?”

“How do you mean?”

“One minute he seems like he’s happily married and we’re in the pits, and in the blink of an eye”—she snapped her fingers—“it all flips.”

“Yep. Hilarious.”

She rolled her eyes.

I bent over and kissed her forehead.

When I got up from the couch and adjusted my goods, Jodie cleared her throat.

I looked down at her.

“You’d better not bring him here to mope, Vinnie,” she said, irking me with her use of my stupid nickname.

Oh. So we were back at that, were we?

My eyes narrowed. “I wouldn’t dream of it, dear.”
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Chapter Three

Angelina
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I
 didn’t know where
 to go. I felt lost. Being outside in the dead of night made me nervous, but the thoughts going through my head made me feel even worse. I couldn’t escape my own freaking brain!

I kept pacing on the sidewalk, from one block to the neck, and then back. Then I would cross the street and do it all over again. If anyone had been walking their dog or looking out their window, they would have probably thought a crackhead was on the loose in their neighborhood.

I had left my house without a plan. I had just needed to get out.
 Then I started thinking about Vincent and everything came swirling back.

He had saved me before . . . so why not do it again?

I didn’t like being a damsel in distress. I hadn’t gone far from the house—only a couple blocks and then back and forth. It would be easy for him to find me.

So after an hour or so of toiling with my damn head, I shot off the text message to him.

He didn’t reply.

But about five minutes later, I saw a blue tint of headlights pull out from the driveway of my house.

My heart swelled with joy, a wide smile coming to my face.

Daddy backed out of the driveway but then stayed there, going neither left nor right.

He didn’t know which direction I’d gone.

I stepped out into the middle of the street and turned on the flashlight on my phone.

Then I waved him down.

A few seconds later, he must have noticed. He pulled out of the driveway and headed my direction.

I pulled my jacket tighter and bent over to peer into the dark window of the passenger side of his Beemer.

He slowly came to a stop next to me and the window started rolling down. “Need a ride, stranger?”

I laughed and hopped into the car, my whole body feeling tingly.

“Oh, thank God,” I said, once we were alone. The car was nice and warm—sweltering, actually. “Thank you for coming.”

“Of course, Angel,” he said with a smile. The smile didn’t reach his eyes, though. “What are you doing out here in the middle of the night, though? And how did you even get out here without us noticing?”

I blushed and worried my bottom lip. “I snuck out the window of my room.”

“On the second story
 ?!”

I waved a hand at him. “Don’t worry, Daddy, I’m fine. I’ve done it before. It was the only way I could think to get out of the house without passing by the living room.”

He ran a hand through his hair, and I desperately wanted to reach over and do the same thing. In time. “Well, your ingenuity and eagerness can’t be faulted, I suppose. Even if it is a little . . .”

“High schoolish? I just wanted to see you.”

His face softened and he turned to me. “Aw, honey, I know. I wanted to see you, too.” He leaned over the center console and planted a kiss on my lips.

I reached out and cupped his cheek, urging him closer. Our tongues swirled and pure bliss washed over me. Everything felt right in the world when our lips connected.

It was crazy how I went from feeling so confused and scared to so peaceful and lovely in an instant.

Then a strange scent reached my nose. A familiar scent I didn’t associate with Vincent.

As I gently pulled away, my brows furrowed. The truth came crashing down on me. “Oh God.”

“What is it, honey?”

“I can smell Mom on you.”

His face screwed up. “Shit, Angel, don’t say that. It makes me feel disgusting.”

“D-Did you do her?”

Vince’s eyebrows rose. “Young lady, I don’t think you should be asking questions you don’t want the—”

“Just answer!” I cried out.

“I had to! It was the only way to get her off my back.”

I snorted and sat back in my chair with a harrumph. I crossed my arms over my breasts and pouted, staring straight ahead. “Only way to get her off your cock, you mean,” I mumbled drearily.

“Oh, don’t be like that, Angel.”

“Like what?”

“Like a pouty brat.”

A small smile curled at the corner of my lips. I couldn’t help it, but he turned me on. “You love it.”

“Guilty.”

Just like that, what could have been an argument was over. Crisis averted.

A moment passed in silence. We still hadn’t moved from the middle of the street, and I thought we probably needed to get away from the neighborhood—too many Nosy Nellys around here.

Vince seemed to read my thoughts and slowly started down the road.

“Tell me something,” I said.

“Anything.”

“Do you love me, Daddy?” I turned to him to study his handsome face. The five-o’clock stubble was growing in nicely.

“Of course I do,” he said, staring straight ahead.

He’d said it too fast. Too assuredly, like he hadn’t even thought deeply about the question.

I didn’t like it.

My eyes started to burn as I realized tears were coming to them. He’s just as confused as I am,
 I thought. He doesn’t know the answer.
  

“Let me ask you something else, then.”

He faced me, staying silent.

“Do you love her
 ?”

He opened his mouth to answer, just as quickly, but then closed it. Vince took more time thinking this one over, and I saw the confusion in the way his brow furrowed. He wasn’t sure about that, either, and it hurt me to my core.

“I don’t know, Angel,” he muttered.

The bitch in me had wanted him to say “Of course I don’t, Angelina! I only love you!” But I knew I was being naïve. Plus, that was my freaking mom I was talking about.

“It’s possible for someone to love more than one person, honey,” he said, his voice low. He reached out and gingerly ran a hand through my hair.

I wanted to slap his hand away and sulk. I wanted to be that pouty brat that he could punish for being so miserable in his presence.

But I couldn’t do it. Immediately when his hand swept over my head, I closed my eyes and melted into the seat. He scratched my head and I almost purred. It felt so nice—only because it was from him.

When he stopped petting me, I said, “I think I’m less confused about this whole thing than you are.”

“Are you sure, darling?” he asked suspiciously.

I nodded. “I know what I want. You. I love you, Daddy, and no one else.”

He sighed and continued driving, both hands on the wheel. “Honey, you’re young. Things get more complicated when you’re in my position—”

“Oh, don’t do that!” I wailed. “Don’t treat me like a little kid. I’m not anymore.”

“I thought that’s what you wanted.”

I scoffed. Boy, he could really be an asshole when he wanted. It made me wet, though.

Maybe he was right. I didn’t have as many responsibilities as he did, and I certainly wasn’t married. That threw a definite wrench in the whole thing.


I
 was the one who had gone after a married man, after all. It just so happened our lust for each other was mutual.

“I’m sorry for being a brat,” I finally said.

We were driving on the freeway now, but I had no idea where we were going. I wondered if he did.

“It’s fine. You’re right. I like it.”

I chuckled.

“And I apologize, too,” he added. “I know how hard this can be on a young woman. To see . . . what you saw on the couch.”

I scratched my cheek to hide my blushing face. “You knew I was watching?”

“Of course. I can’t take my eyes off you, Angel. Even in such a dangerous situation.”

“Same here, Daddy.”

We kept driving.

“Where are we going?” I asked at one point.

“I was wondering the same thing,” he said with a laugh. “My mind is a bit blank right now.”

I smirked at him. “Hotel?” I asked hopefully.

He shook his head. “Shows up on credit cards. Jodie could be snooping.”

Shit. He was right—I was young and dumb at times. “Oh yeah. You don’t have any cash?”

He gave me a side-eye.

I guess that was a “no.”

“I know one place that’s open whenever I need it to be,” he said after a few minutes.

I squinted, thinking. When it hit me, I felt even stupider. “Oh, right. Duh.”

When I looked over at him, I saw the delicious smile on his face. “Sorenson & Cafferty is always open when your name’s on the building.”

I laughed and leaned over to rest my head against his arm. What a stud,
 I thought. His confidence bordered on arrogance, but I loved every second of it. He deserved to be arrogant, having all these women craving his cock, while also being rich and down-to-earth.

I was the lucky one here. Daddy could get any woman he wanted. Roxy had made that clear.

“Please take me away from this place, Daddy,” I whined.

“At once, my dear.”

“Please take me away and love me.”
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Chapter Four

Vincent
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M
 y poor Angel sounded
 so distraught. I’m sure I had scarred her with my words that I’d fucked her mother. But I couldn’t lie to her. It just wasn’t possible for me—despite her lewdness and enhanced arousal since we’d gotten together, she was still innocent and pure.

The cruelties of life were all around her, and yet she had tried to block them out. I wasn’t sure if that made her super strong or a coward. I was leaning toward the former, because I knew Angelina Hutchins well enough by now to know that she was no coward.

Hell, she’d jumped out of a second-story window just to see me!

Still, she needed to understand my predicament. At times, I thought she did. I wasn’t a star-crossed lover who could just throw away everything I’d built over the years in an instant. Even for her.

Of course I loved Angelina.

But, I think I also loved Jodie. In a different way. Much less of a sexual way than I used to. But Jodie gave me a sense of stability. Even if I didn’t like how she acted toward me, or gave me grief after working when I came home, at least I knew she’d be there. And tonight she had tried to make an effort to rekindle our relationship. I couldn’t fault her for that.

Angie, on the other hand, was partly driven by lust, and partly by the overwhelming urge of romanticism. I could tell she had some lofty ideas in her head, and it wasn’t in my heart to break her down and tell her the truth.

One, we couldn’t be together forever. It just wasn’t tenable—unless I wanted to lose half my wealth from a nasty divorce, my business due to appalling dalliances with my stepdaughter going public, and my happiness.

Clearly, I didn’t want that.

I had toyed with the idea that all I needed was Angelina to make me happy. That was only partly true. I had also developed a lifestyle for myself that had become ingrained in my life. For instance, if I split up with Jodie and lost everything to her and took Angie with me . . . where would we go? What would we do?

I was in my early forties. Starting from scratch didn’t sound like a fun time. It would probably stress me out and beat down the love Angel and I felt for each other over time.

Two, I simply couldn’t marry Angelina. People who did that got crucified in the public sector. I would be seen as some type of Roman Polanski. My life would be over. Maybe I was being too judgmental and cowardly in my own way—leaning toward what other people thought about me too much.

I couldn’t help it. This was real life. It wasn’t some fantasy romance that she could weave out of thin air. There were real-world consequences for what we were doing, and all of them were bad.

These were things that an adult who had made a deliciously terrible decision had to think about. If she had caught me jerking off on my bed that one fateful night and I’d shooed her out of the room, things might be different now.

Yet they weren’t. We were all in. Together.

If I couldn’t marry Angelina and we couldn’t be together, what could we do?

Well, I suppose we could only have fun for as long as it lasted, and ride this thing out until the bitter end. I wouldn’t give up on her as long as she wouldn’t give up on me . . . until the going got too tough.

Then I would bitch out.

I hated myself for thinking that way, because I’d never bitched out of anything in my life. Hell, I’d just let my wife practically rape me on the couch just to get her off my back.

So, the question wasn’t whether I loved Angelina. Of course I did. She knew that.

I think the real question was: How far would our love take us?

* * *
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I
 PARKED THE CAR IN
 the empty lot and looked around for a second while still in the car. Why was I feeling so jumpy? Like Roxy was going to slink out of the shadows and smack her huge tits across my face like, “Ah ha, gotchya!”

“Are you sure you want to do this, Angel?” I asked.

“Of course I do,” she said, screwing up her eyebrows. “I want nothing more, Daddy. I’m wetter than a freaking slip ‘n slide.”

My cock stirred and I had to force the erection down. Shit, I needed to make it inside
 the building before I took my bratty little princess.

I fixed her with a dark stare, arousal permeating through my body. “Oh. I didn’t know you were so horny, little girl.”

She blushed and bit her bottom lip in the cutest way. “Y-Yeah, Daddy. I’m sorry. Are you gonna have to punish your little princess for being such a horndog?”

I chuckled and got out of the car, then took her hand once she got out on the other side. “Not tonight, I don’t think, my dear.”

“Really? Why not? What are you gonna do instead?”

“I think you need some loving, Angel. Not discipline. You’ve had a tough night, and I’d like to love you until you feel better. Is that all right?”

She pressed against my body, her weight and warmth lighting up something inside me. “God, Daddy, I literally would love nothing better than that.”

We made light, cute banter all the way to the front door of my firm. I stared overhead at the Sorenson & Cafferty logo splayed across the gable for a moment, then unlocked the glass doors.

I took once last look over my shoulder. This late at night, no one was out, thankfully. We had cameras set up around certain hallways in the building—not in any offices—but no one ever had any reason to look at them.

This was no different.

Once I unlocked the building’s doors and stepped inside on the hard floor, I immediately went to the alarm system on the nearby wall and punched the numbers.

Then I took a big sigh of relief.

Angelina hopped over to me, a big bundle of bounce and lovable energy. I draped my arm over her shoulder and neck and pulled her close. She giggled as her head went to my chest, and then we were walking down the hall.

We came to an elevator and took it to the second story, where the main office was located.

Once we were up there, I felt safe. Everything was dark, so I started turning on some of the lights, though not all of them. Being partly basked in shadow was a bit of a turn-on.

And since we didn’t need to fear anyone coming in this late, I didn’t take Angelina to my office room.

I sat her down on a couch in the lobby that was usually meant for our clients while they waited for appointments. There was a curved counter opposite the couch where our head secretary usually sat.

“Would you like the head secretary spot?” I asked, pointing over my shoulder at it.

Angie shook her head. “No thanks, Daddy. I don’t need the seat of power to feel powerful. You’re already doing a great job of that.”

I smiled at her and winked. I stood a few feet away from her, and now her hands were on her lap, drumming away a bit nervously. “Sooo . . . what did you have in mind?” she asked, glancing around at the glass windows.

Normally, this place would have been bustling in the middle of the day. There was really no privacy here—clouded glass walls and sections partitioned off the hallways and offices from the main room where my employees worked, but you could still see a blob of anyone who walked by. It was how Miles and I had wanted it—transparency. There was definitely innuendo there, and maybe a bit of pseudo-psychology mixed in.

Right now, that idea of transparency aroused me.

I unbuttoned my shirt and took it off, showing Angie my chest and then turning around to shrug it off my shoulders. She got a good look at my back as I flexed for a moment, and I realized I was giving her a show.

That was okay. I wanted to make her happy.

“Oh my,” she said as I turned back to her with a grin. “You’re so manly, Daddy, it’s incredible. So fit, too. Can . . . can I see more?”

“Of course, my Angel.”

Next came my pants. I slowly slithered out of them, my bulge protruding against my underwear, nice and snug and showing a fat outline.

Her eyes bulged and she licked her lips.

“Do you like what you see, Angel?”

“Yes. Obviously.” Her voice sounded suddenly dry.

“Then I think it’s time for your pants to come off. You must getting horribly wet under there, and I can’t imagine that feels too nice.”

She shook her head rapidly. Her eyes were huge, filled with desire. She raised her legs on the couch and squirmed out of her pants, shimmying the final way to get them off her ankles. Then she kicked her shoes away.

The spot where her tiny panties met her pussy were soaked through, darker than the rest, and gave me a perfect outline of her sopping wet cunt.

I grinned and walked forward.

She looked up at me, her eyes level with my package. I could see the hesitance on her face, like she wanted to yank my underwear down so my cock would slap her in the face.

But this was her time.

I abruptly went to my knees in front of her. She let out a little yip in surprise, then raked her hands through my hair and tugged my head forward.

My hands went up to her thighs and felt her smooth, creamy skin. So much nicer than Jodie’s—younger, firmer, meatier. But I didn’t want to do anymore comparisons or even think about Jodie right now.

I could squeeze my head between Angelina’s thighs and get lost in there forever.

In fact, that’s exactly what I planned to do.

I wet my lips slowly, letting her see the whole thing.

Then I went a little rough, grabbing her hips and flipping her further back, so her feet flew up into the air, framing my head. It gave me a perfect vantage point on her wet little pussy, sponging those panties.

“Oh gosh!” she squealed as she fell back on her bum, the back of her head hitting the soft seatback of the couch.

When her calves rested on my shoulders, I knew it was time.

I leaned forward, inhaling her sweet musk, and buried my face in her crotch.

She let out a low moan as my fingers pried her panties apart like glued paper—achingly peeling her undies away.

Her perfect pussy stared me in the face, with its plump, tender pink lips and engorged clit poking out.

I flicked her clit with my tongue and she spasmed. My hands made their way on the insides of her thighs, rubbing her warm flesh.

Her pussy glistened with delight, her juices already lubing her up and setting her body on fire, no doubt.

I suctioned my lips over her pussy and sucked, and she cried out. She tasted sweet and tangy, her lovely nectar seeping onto my tastebuds.

I chuckled as she moaned. Continuing to go down on her, I started laving my tongue over her lips and between them, setting off her nerve-endings with gentle strokes.

Her thighs quivered around my head. “Holy shit, Daddy, you’re great at this.”

I gave her varying speeds of pleasure—fast flicking tongue over her clit, and then a slow massage around her folds. My fingers eventually danced around the prize and then hooked inside, finding her G-spot and bringing her close to orgasm.

Then I withdrew and her body writhed as she gained control. I brought her to the edge of the cliff over and over again, before finally dunking my head deeper and eating her out like a buffet.

Her hands disappeared into my hair, messing it up and tugging at the roots. She pushed my face further into her pussy, and my tongue lodged inside, swirling her hole and licking up her lovely aroma and fluids.

My face got sticky, but her pussy got stickier. Below, my underwear was about to rip free—I probably should have taken them off before getting down on my knees before my Angel, but now it was too late. I was preoccupied and couldn’t move from my position.

Her thighs wrapped tightly around my head. I thought she was going to try and pop my skull like a watermelon. I wouldn’t have minded.

I held onto the outside of her thighs while she flexed. My tongue continued to dance inside her.

I pushed her back even further, so her tits flopped back against her and she was nearly upside down.

She wasn’t short or light, but I was tall and strong, and it didn’t take much effort to get her on her back with her ass up in the air.

I snorted and laved her pussy like no tomorrow, and for a brief moment I saw her eyes roll to the back of her head. I was enjoying making my Angel feel loved, and she was clearly enjoying it even more.

Her hands squeezed my head and tried to pull me even deeper, like she was trying to stick my entire face in her pussy.

I put my hands around her back to brace, and then her legs squeezed harder. She was trying to hug my head against her torso while I ate her out, but it just wouldn’t work.

Her body started squirming.

I lifted and her back went off the couch for a moment, her body completely wrapped and latched onto my face even as my tongue probed her pussy relentlessly. Shocks of fluid leaked out of her and I knew I was in dangerous territory. One more second and—

She sprayed. A loud moan tore through her lips as she squirted all over my face in a geyser, unable to control her urges any longer. The climax jiggled her thighs around my head.

I let her flop down on the couch and gently pulled back, chuckling as I wiped my face with my forearm. I was drenched. She was too.

Her arms fell to her sides like a T, like Jesus getting crucified, and I knew she was mine.

“Seems you liked that well enough,” I said slyly.

She gulped and nodded, still a bit shaky. Her eyes looked dazed, clouded over.

“What would you like now, my dear?” I asked.

“P-Please, Daddy. After that? You can do anything you fucking want to me.”
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Chapter Five

Angelina
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O
 h my sweet gentle
 Jesus! I’d never known how caring and nice my daddy could be. The way his tongue swirled so marvelously, licking up every inch inside, not shying away from the tough stuff. It had been amazing!

He was so adept. I’d never felt anything like that in my life—the best cunnilingus in town. What a fucking master.

And now I lay on the couch in a puddle of my own fluids and good feelings, just waiting for him to take control again. Tingles inched up my spine and flesh, making goosebumps draw out along my skin.

His underwear came down and that giant cock sprang out like a rocket from between his legs. The huge bulge turned into a fucking spear right before my eyes, and I couldn’t wait for that meat pillar to have its way with me.

I lifted my legs and pried my thighs apart, hoping he would get the picture. My fingers toyed with my tender, engorged pussy lips and I pulled them apart, showing him my beautiful pink flower in all its wet glory.

Daddy stroked his alpha cock and stood over me, then slapped it down on my pussy. I grunted and bit my lip until I thought it would bleed. It felt so nice, sending little shockwaves of pleasure through me as he spanked my pussy with his huge, girthy cock.

Then he leaned forward, putting his hands above me on the wall behind the couch. He sank down and I reached out, angling his curved cock so it would aim right for my fuckhole.

I was feeling nice and limber, my legs almost to my head, my knees almost to my tits. My hands were both wrapped around his cock, pushing it down slightly . . .

And then he was penetrating me, pushing through the initial resistance my muscles gave him whenever he tried to sink that fat shaft in my cunt.

My mouth fell open as his hard cock dove inside me and spread my walls and folds aside. He filled me so much, I felt like I was having a whole ass meal. I looked down past my tits and could see him sinking deeper, deeper, until his entire huge cock was nearly engulfed completely. I looked so stretched! 

I let my muscles relax and a bloom of pleasure roared through me, starting at my flower and spreading out like tree limbs that filled me with the best feeling in the world.

He lowered himself and then started moving, his rhythm slow and caring at first. I already felt gaped, and could tell this was going to lead to one of my most memorable orgasms.

The angle he penetrated me from, with my legs back, made it so his cock could sink almost to the hilt. And he was enormous, so that was saying something. I felt proud that my whole cunt could eat up his entire cock—like I had come a long way from our first adventure.

My pussy had practically warped and shaped itself to his dick by this point, and I loved the idea that his cock was mine
 and mine only. He had ruined me for other men for the rest of my life, I knew.

When his rhythm picked up, my moans became uncontrollable. My whole body shook on the couch, bouncing up and down as he took me in a mating press.

His huge fat balls started slapping against my white round ass, and the sounds became so damn lewd and wet and sloppy sounding that I came just from the sound of it.

I gritted my teeth and clenched my eyes shut as I let go, but he just powered through even as my fluids lathered his cock and my muscles clenched into a vice grip.

Vince grunted as he fucked me, sounding like a silverback gorilla taking his bitch. He was the man of the house and I was his little bratty princess, and there was nothing I could do but take it and like it.

I’d seen pornos of the “mating press,” and there was a reason why it was called that. First, it was one of the lewdest, hottest looking positions I’d found. Second, it let his cock drive so deep into me that it felt like he was about to push right into my fucking womb!

It was the perfect angle, and I could watch the whole thing play out while he railed me.

The heavy thud of his balls became a slurping slap. The squelch of my pussy swallowing his cock sounded like a ladle churning stew. I was so fucking horny and wet I thought I would squirt again at any second—he had that power over me.

“Fuck, Daddy, s-so fucking good! Keep breeding my young little pussy and make me your silly little fuckdoll!”

His cock ignited fire inside me, of the best kind. My whole body tingled and felt warm and relaxed. My body started to sweat from the exertion, and so did his. We glided together like two gods made for fucking—perfect puzzle pieces for one another.

Then he abruptly reached down and grabbed my arms from under my shoulders, by my armpits.

He lifted me from the couch like I was a toy, nothing more than a tool for him to cum into and use for his amusement.

But his huge dick didn’t leave my body the whole time. It kept plunging away like a plumber fixing a clogged toilet.

I was in the air now, wailing and wrapping my legs around his tight, firm ass. I hugged him close and he continued to barrage me with violent thrusts, shaking me to my core.

I came again in this stand-and-carry position, and then he tried to settle me back onto my feet. But my legs were completely boneless and I would have fallen straight on my ass on the couch if he wasn’t holding me up.

He fucked me straight on, holding me upright, my hands clenching his shoulders and my fingernails digging into his skin.

As he pummeled me straight on, my voice became a staccato rhythm of inhuman sounds, completely lost to the blissful feeling of watching Daddy work.

I looked down and saw how his cock lanced right into me. It curved once it hit my cunt and slammed into the bumps of my canal. My fluids leaked all over his lodged cock, spurting out like a faucet and coating us both.

Before Daddy, I’d never known I was a squirter. Now I knew the truth: I was a squirter of the worst kind. The kind that would probably piss off some men because of how much of a mess I made. The kind of woman you needed to lay a towel down for before you fucked her.

But Vince loved every second of it, evidently.

My moans became ragged, my voice hoarse. He brought me to another climax, and this time he wasn’t holding back and stealing me from the edge—he just let me go over it again and again, until my cunt felt tender and used up and I didn’t know how much longer I could continue.

I closed my eyes and saw stars. I thought I was going to pass out he was fucking me so vigorously. This was nothing new, and yet it surprised me and astounded me every time we made love.

I was hopeless against him. My Daddy knew how to care for me and no one else would ever make me cum like he could!

I hugged him, trying to move forward. His cock kept me at bay, that huge slab of meat pounding into me over and over.

Then I fell all around him, crumbling under the pressure, and his dick slopped out with a loud, suctioning pop.

I collapsed forward and he caught me. I rested my sweaty cheek against his hard, bumpy abs, then his chest as he lifted me to my wobbly legs. I felt like a doe that had never walked before in her life.

His hands clutched my bare ass cheeks and squeezed. I bit down on his chest, licking his nipple.

When I looked up at him, I had no words. My brain wasn’t connected to my tongue right now.

He pushed me back and I yelped and plopped down on the couch.

His hard cock surged as he stroked himself over me. The spongy head bulged to an unreasonable size, and then he I saw that huge piss slit widening.

His cum came out in a jet, splattering against my face. I clenched my eyes shut, but there was nothing I could do against it—the warmth and saltiness as it coated my cheeks, forehead, and lips, was too much to resist.

Once he had painted his sweet little girl with his huge fucking load of creamy jizz, he was panting. So was I, my breasts rising and falling beneath my shirt. Hell, he hadn’t even taken off my shirt, because he hadn’t needed to.

We had fucked desperately, and I had no idea how much time had passed. All of my worries from earlier subsided, washing out of me like a backyard, inflatable swimming pool that had just been popped.

My pussy juices dripped onto the couch. I wondered who would be cleaning that.

I looked between his legs at his huge, floppy cock, still wet from our mingled juices.

Blinking, I tore my eyes away and stared into his smoldering eyes, which were still alight with desire. My face was warm with his cum, and I was a drenched, total mess.

I gasped and accidentally snorted a bit of spunk when I saw his cock twitching . . . and then starting to grow again.

“F-Fuck, Daddy,” I stammered. He was already getting hard, ready for round two. This was going to be a looong night, but it had turned from one of the worst ones to one of the best ones on a dime. All thoughts of my mom, or the future of mine and Vince’s relationship, went out the window.

For now, I could just be present and embrace the loving warmth of my Daddy. I could be his, and he could be mine.

As he walked forward with that customary swagger, his big dick swinging, he smiled at me. “Now do you understand how much I love you, Angel?”

~
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Angelina
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I
 t was my 21
 st
 birthday. Finally.

I could no longer be thought of as a kid, now that I could drink legally. I mean, I’d been doing some pretty
 adult things for quite a while now, but from this day on I couldn’t be reprimanded for them. I couldn’t be judged (though I knew I would be). I think I’d probably done more scandalous things in my late teens and early twenties than most people had twice my age, but now it was official—it was the first day of the rest of my life.

This was the final milestone in life before things started going downhill. Hah, not really, but after leveling up to 21, there wasn’t much more to look forward to in terms of getting older. The big 3-0? Not an event to celebrate, in my opinion. Fifty? Midife crisis didn’t sound very fun.

At 21, I was still young and nubile, naïve to the real world as some people might put it, and I had my whole life in front of me. But now I could go into any establishment I wanted, legally.
 I could drink.

Being between the ages of 18 and 20 was a weird three-year period of limbo. When you’re 18 and 19, you’re still technically an adult, but everyone treats you like a silly kid. And that’s probably because 18 and 19 year-olds do some pretty silly shit. But it’s not like all that changes when you wipe off the “–teen” suffix from your age. You don’t just become instantly mature when you hit 20. Life doesn’t work like that.

In fact, 20 was when I really
 started to do some stupid shit. It’s when Brady broke up with me and I felt my first bout of heartache. It’s when I started fucking my stepdad, reveling in my independence and ability to seduce and get what I wanted. Twenty had been my most liberating year yet, and I only hoped 21 would be even better.

I was coming to this age at a weird time, though. Twenty had been a rollercoaster—the dip of self-confidence after getting dumped by my shitty boyfriend; the exhilarating boon of the first time with Vincent; the doubt and subsequent fear of getting caught, which only made me hornier and more confused.

Recently, the doubt had started to creep back in. I could tell it was the same with Vince, too. Daddy had fucked my mom for the first time in months—albeit practically against his will. But he’d gone through with it, which showed he maybe wasn’t completely obsessed with me like I was with him. Later on that same night, however, he’d fucked me six ways to Sunday in his firm’s building, when no one else was there. So maybe I was wrong.

It was hard to know what to think these days. I had no idea what was going on in Daddy’s head. I thought I was perhaps being foolish, dragging on this forbidden affair as long as we had. I was just waiting for the other shoe to drop at any moment, for my world to come crashing down and Vincent to break up with me . . .

. . . if we had really ever been together to begin with. Did he think of us that way? Of course not,
 I thought. He’s freaking
 married to my mom for Christ’s sake!


So, you can see how all this would be confusing for a fresh-faced 21-year-old. I had gone into this thing not knowing what to expect, and had only become more and more attached to Daddy as time went on.

Now, I wasn’t sure if we were nearing the end of our run, or if this was all the preemptive stuff before we really
 got going! Like, what if Vince told me he was going to try to divorce my mom to be with me? What would I think of that?

For one, I’d be guilty as hell. I don’t know if I’d be able to live with myself, knowing I had caused their breakup. Then again, I was already guilty as sin. I was the cause of all this—the wedge between my stepdad and my mom, Jodie. I didn’t think she deserved to be sidelined like this, but after years of a lackluster relationship, I could also see why Vincent had strayed. Why it had been so easy for him to lust after me and take me when I showed interest.

If I could go back and do it all again, would I do it the same? That’s the million-dollar question. I just didn’t know.

For now, I needed to stop thinking about all this existential nonsense and just have fun for the day. 

That’s what being 21 is all about, right?

* * *
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V
 INCENT WAS SPARING
 no expense to make sure my 21st
 was legendary. Before, I had wondered if he even knew what day my birthday was on, or how old I was.

How foolish of me. How could I have imagined that Vince would do anything but
 try to make my birthday as lavish and lovely as possible? Of course he knew when I was turning 21. Shit, he’d probably been counting down the days before he could take me to a bar, legally, and find ways to show me off and ravish me in the restrooms and all that fun stuff.

The day started off with a staycation at the gorgeous US Grant in Downtown San Diego—a five-star, swanky hotel that was fully paid for by Vincent’s firm, Sorenson & Cafferty.

The Grant sat kitty corner to the San Diego Bay. It had its own gym, a pool, fine dining restaurants, and even beach access. It was beautiful and I didn’t even want to ask how much it cost for a single night’s stay. 

Palm trees greeted us in front of the courtyard. It was a huge building reminiscent of the White House. I gawked at the hotel for a moment, my skin itching with excitement.

Vincent and my mom would be sharing a room together. I would get my own across the hall, so I could come and go as I pleased. They were trying to be as hands-off as possible. I already had plans to meet with Tori and Holly later that evening, for a night on the town in the Gaslamp. It was going to be glorious.

The sun was out, the cerulean sky was cloudless, and I knew it was going to be an amazing day.

The one thing getting on my nerves was the fact Vince and Mom had a room together. Of course Mom would come for the staycation—it was her little girl’s birthday, after all, and what better excuse to spend her husband’s money while getting some sun poolside?

Throughout the morning and until we checked in at noon, I schemed. I tried to think of ways to separate them—ways that wouldn’t be too obvious or eye-roll-inducing. I had already played with fire enough times, and I didn’t want my taboo relationship with my stepdaddy to be discovered on my freaking birthday.


But what could I do? Jodie was globbing onto Vince like he was the second coming of Christ, arm entwined with his as we walked into the hotel. She was finally seeing her rich husband pulling out all the stops, and she probably felt like it was her
 birthday.

A bellhop greeted us, but we didn’t have much luggage to speak of—just a single bag each. We were only here for a night, after all. Vince was greeted as Mr. Sorenson, and it was hot seeing him take charge and make sure everything was in order.

Within an hour of getting to our twelfth-level rooms, I was in a bikini and ready for action. My lovely room had a big mirror that I used to stare at myself. I was looking good in my little two-piece—tits bouncing just right, ass that wouldn’t quit, and curves to make a pear jealous.

I was ready to get some sun by the pool. And, hopefully, more than that.

Vincent was waiting on the first level, and my heart skipped a beat as I smiled and rushed over to him. He had on a casual tee and board shorts, and his legs looked yummy in those little things that only went halfway down his thighs. I had to wonder where his cock fit in that whole getup, and when my eyes lingered I noticed the bulge.

I blinked in awe. Oh. It doesn’t fit. Of course.


My heart stuttered when I heard a voice call behind me. Skin crawling, I turned and saw Mom making her way toward us, towel slung over her shoulder, a floppy, wide-brimmed hat bouncing on her head. She was pale, looking like she hadn’t seen the sun in ages, but she still looked good. I had good genes. 

I turned my back to her and gave Vince a scowl that said, “Why didn’t you tell me she was coming?!”

He gave me an innocent look—no more than a tiny shrug—and then the three of us were off to the pool.

The pool wasn’t very big, but it looked luxurious. Since it was the middle of the week—yes, Daddy had taken the day off work, but that was why Holly and Tori could only meet up later this evening, because they had work or school—it was practically dead. I loved it. We had the whole place to ourselves.

Adjustable pool chairs surrounded the rectangular pool, with a few cabanas behind them. A couple hot cabana boys even loitered, then rushed over eagerly to ask us if we needed anything.

It was still early in the afternoon, and I had big plans for the evening, so I said I was fine. Didn’t need to christen my first adult beverage quite yet.

Vince got himself a beer, though, and Mom called for some fruity, pink and blue drink I’d never seen before. It looked delicious, but I knew she wasn’t a heavy drinker, so it looked perfect for her.

Little did I know, it had enough vodka in it to make a Russian bodybuilder wobbly, and Mom finished the whole thing and then looked loopy.

She reclined in a chair with the sun beaming down on her, watching me and Vince swim around the pool. The water was excellent, the sun was lovely, and Vincent looked like a million bucks with cold rivulets of water streaming down his muscled back and torso. Whenever he got out of the pool to do a cannonball or grab a beer, the water suctioned to his board shorts and I got a perfect eyeful of the huge cock outline that he made no attempt to hide.

I was getting wet from just looking at my stepdaddy, and it wasn’t from the freaking pool. 

It didn’t take long for the blue-and-pink monstrosity Mom was drinking to have an effect on her. I glanced over after about an hour of splashing around and laughing, to see her head slumped to the side. Her floppy hat had half-fallen over her face, and with a groan she covered it completely over her face, shielding her from the sun.

“You feeling all right, Mom?” I asked, playfulness in my voice.

She flapped a hand at me absentmindedly. “Fine, honey. Just, uh, gonna . . . take a quick nap. Don’t mind me.”

“You’ll burn like a lobster if you aren’t careful,” Vincent said. I glanced over at him but couldn’t see through his sunglasses to notice if he was plotting something or not. I desperately hoped he was.

“Too tired to go upstairs,” Mom replied, her voice muffled underneath the hat.

“Maybe one of the cabana boys will carry you up,” I said with a snicker.

“Wouldn’t that be a dream.”

I grimaced, because I saw Vince tense up. Whoops. He was still a jealous guy, which was partly what turned me on so much—so controlling and dominant, always needing to get his way.

I started doggy-paddling through the water again. My skin was getting nice and bronzed from a few days in the sun. It didn’t take much for me to have a sweet tan, and the same could be said about Vincent. He had all the money in the world and the handsomeness and physique to go along with it—basically the perfect specimen of sexual energy and vibrancy, but with the experience and worldliness of an older man.

I snorted at my own whimsicalness. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d thought of the words “worldliness” or “vibrancy.” Basically, what I was trying to say was that Vincent was the man every girl wanted to fuck. And for good reason.

But he was mine. And I was his.

And when he motioned to me silently, two fingers hooking under the surface of the water to call me over, I was practically drawn to him like a heat-seeking laser beam.

When I swam over to him, he glanced over at Jodie, saw she was out like a light with her chair fully adjusted to a reclined position, and then petted me.

I nestled up close to him.

Then I gasped as he gently pushed my head down into the water. My feet kicked so I could buoy myself and submerge.

Daddy’s huge cock was already pulsing against his boardshorts, puffing them out under the water.

My eyes bulged. Oh. My. God.
  

Without even thinking, I reached a hand out and caressed his bulge, feeling the hard outline of his massive appendage.

We were so close to Mom, though. Closer than we’d ever been, and I was hesitant.

Whatever ended up happening, at least I knew I could count on Daddy to have a good idea in mind.
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Chapter Two

Vincent
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M
 y sweet Angel had
 no right looking this hot. She was such a tease in her skimpy little bikini that cradled her perky tits perfectly, the thong slicing up between her thick ass cheeks. The tan lines she’d manifested after a few days in the sun only made my cock harder against my thigh.

But she had no right doing this to me when Jodie was so close by. For a while now we had gotten off on the danger of the hunt—the chance of being caught when we fooled around in public—but this was different. Or was it?

Perhaps this was just taking the next logical step in our relationship: the leap to full-on public indecency and exhibitionism.

Angie had turned into such a little slut. I loved it. She was obsessed with my cock and worshipped me like a god. I treated her well, bought her things, and wanted to make sure her 21st
 was all-expenses-paid and memorable. I knew the best way to make it memorable, and doing lewd things poolside seemed like a very good way to start things off.

For a moment, I wondered if we should pace ourselves. If we acted like rambunctious, horny teenagers too much, too soon, would she be tuckered out by the time nightfall came, when I’d planned the big shebang?

No. I had to remember she was young. Fertile, nubile, and full of energy. That was my bubbly princess. It was me
 who needed to watch out. I was in my mid-forties, fully twice her age. I wasn’t a young kid anymore, but Angie made me harder than diamonds and I could go again and again with her. She thought it was a medical marvel, the way I could pump her full of cum and be raring to go with a hard, stiff dick immediately after.

In some ways, it was a medical miracle, but it just showed what she did to me. The physicality of our relationship was borderline obsessive.

I had made sure she was on the pill—paid for by me, of course, since I was the one dumping my swimmers in her. It meant we didn’t have to worry about a thing, and she could still feel my raw, heavy cock meat full on, every time we screwed.

Now we were at the pool and my libido was on fire. She’d been swimming circles around me for an hour or so, while Jodie had been leisurely watching and sipping her fruity, powerful drink and eye-fucking the tanned cabana boys that brought her snacks and drinks.

I didn’t care about any of that. My eyes weren’t for my wife anymore—they hadn’t been for a long time.

No, I couldn’t keep my sights off my Angel. And since I wore sunglasses, I could easily hide where my peepers were looking.

The sun blazed overhead. My skin had darkened from its normal sheen to a bronze that matched Angelina’s perfectly. Watching her doggy-paddle around, head just above the surface, I made sure to also get good looks at her ass flexing as she kicked.

When Jodie fell asleep with her hat over her head, I knew it was time. I couldn’t hold back any longer, and my little girl seemed to have the same idea in mind.

I motioned over to her in silence. What I really
 wanted was for the cabana boys to make themselves scarce for, oh, twenty minutes or so. I could go for three times as long, or half as long if need-be, but twenty minutes sounded like a good compromise.

Hell, make it twenty-one minutes, just for the sake of the day.

Angie came swimming over to me, her hands slicing through the water. When she brought herself against me, a tingle of nerves shivered up my skin, drawing lustful goosebumps all across my body.

I hugged her, petted her like a good girl, and then gently pushed her head underwater so she could see what she was doing to me.

She made a funny, muffled sound under there and bubbles rose to the surface. I chuckled, thinking she had just gasped or put on an O-face before realizing that she couldn’t breathe pool water.

Then I felt her hand nudge my crotch. My cock throbbed in my shorts. I couldn’t hold back, and she knew it.

Her head emerged partly above the surface, eyebrows raised but mouth still underwater like a cute, curious little frog. I could see the smirk playing at the corners of her eyes. She didn’t need to say a thing—and we couldn’t because Jodie was so damn close . . . just a few feet from the edge of the pool . . .

Angie’s hand returned to my cock through my board shorts and all thoughts of Jodie were whisked away. She caressed my length until I could feel my cockhead poking out the bottom of my shorts. That was one of the problems of having a big dick and small board shorts—you couldn’t hide your feelings, like, at all.

Unceremoniously, my shorts were tugged down by the waistband. I gritted my teeth and stopped myself from groaning.

I felt my cock jut out like a slow-moving spring, the way everything seemed to move in slow motion underwater.

Angie’s hands went to my cock, stroking my girth with both of her little paws. It felt amazing, like we were surrounded by warmth because of the water; somewhat like a shower.

Except this shower was constant, and my cock kept growing until it was at full length.

I wanted to bring Angie up for a kiss, but I couldn’t chance it. Not with cabana boys out and about and the possibility of Jodie waking up.

Angie didn’t seem to mind that I just sat back and let her work. My eyes roved behind my sunglasses, making sure everything was kosher surface-side.

Jodie was still out like a light, legs akimbo, one arm dangling off the reclining chair. Shit, that fruity drink had knocked her on her ass.

I reached down and felt Angie’s shoulders, pulling her close. In front of me, I could see the murky, mirage-like sight of her legs kicking to stay level in the water.

Then a new type of warmth wrapped around my cockhead. I inhaled sharply, knowing her precious lips were pulled around my dick and she was giving me a blowjob under the water, right in front of her sleeping mother.

The scandal of it all, mixed with my incredible horniness whenever Angie was around, was enough to almost make me spurt right down her throat.

I grabbed the back of her head and tugged her forward, digging my hands into her wet hair.

I knew I needed to be careful. I couldn’t let her just choke on my cock as long as I wanted, because she was underwater and would need to come up for air. The last thing I wanted was to suffocate my poor little Angel on my cock and see her floating away.

Her mouth moved swiftly, back and forth, sliding along my length. Her tongue swirled over my cockhead and licked up my precum, while one of her hands nestled my balls and fondled them. I felt her finger trace the crease between my heavy nuts and it was enough to set me off.

Desire surged inside me. I needed to take my girl, right here, right now. Risk be damned.

She came up for a breath of air a moment later, nearly gasping. Her chest heaved, pert tits moving quickly in line with her breathing. Her nipples were hard and poking against the fabric of her bikini top. I desperately wanted to reach out and pinch them, tease them, and cup her tits with both hands.

But everything had to be done aboveboard right now. Or, belowboard, as it was. The desperation of wanting to reach out and caress her, but not being able to will myself to do it, was agonizing. It made my cock pulse.

She smiled at me and turned around, beginning to swim away slowly . . .

I caught up to her quickly, then grabbed her by her wide hips and pulled her back.

Angie stifled a gasp as my cock hotdogged her ass cheeks and poked between them. I stuffed my dick between her thighs and she closed her legs so I could thighfuck her for a moment.

The pleasure was almost too much—warm and wet and squishy. Behind my sunglasses, my eyes clenched.

I hooked a finger into the string thong separating her cheeks, then yanked it to the side.

She backed up further, now that she was exposed underneath, and angled herself just right. 

My cockhead pressed against her tender pussy lips and it was like magic. She whimpered in a low voice, then held a hand over her mouth and jerked her head in her mother’s direction to make sure she was still out.

Jodie wouldn’t be coming around for a while, I knew. I’d made sure the cabana boy brought her a double in that drink—had pulled him aside before we’d even gotten started down here.

Now my cockhead was an inch away from plumbing my little Angel’s depths, and I was teasing her. After all the teasing she’d done to me, it only felt right.

I could sense the vibration of her quivering thighs against mine, shaking, needing to be filled by her Daddy.

I leaned forward, nibbled her ear quickly, and watched as she melted into a puddle before me.

Just as she shrank and squeezed her legs together, I thrust forward, rocketing my cock deep inside her tiny snatch all at once.

Her muscles constricted against my cock, enveloping me in a familiar tightness that I lived for.

Angie’s body bowed forward, and she let her head submerge in the water so she could let out a horny wail.

I took her from behind, all of it under the surface of the water, bucking my hips and crashing her large, voluptuous young ass against my legs as my cock pelted into her.

The poor girl didn’t stand a chance. I wouldn’t let go of her sides, and before long she gave in and let me have my way with her.

It was her birthday, and I wanted my Angel to feel amazing. It was clear that the only way I was going to do that was by gouging her pussy and filling her to the brim.

The water around us started to cut choppily, which was a little concerning. It was starting to make sloshing noises, but at least it cut out whatever sloppy claps would be erupting from my stomach hitting her ass cheeks.

Her muscles finally unclenched and I wanted to reached out and tug her hair to yank her head back, knowing a little punishment and discipline was always in the cards with Angie.

She leveled herself so her legs could kick back around my legs and then coil behind me, the soles of her feet pressing against my taut ass.

Now she was leaning forward in a swimmer’s pose, like she was ready to take off, but I wouldn’t let her go anywhere. I took her doggy-style, and it was miraculous, like we were fucking in space with zero gravity, floating along with our feet off the floor of the pool.

My rhythmic movements kept me afloat without having to do much. Her kicking feet did the same, and we started to slowly inch forward in the water.

All the while, my cock stayed erect in her plump, juicy cunt, pumping into her, spreading her walls and stretching out her pussy lips.

Her legs stopped beating. My cock drilled deeper, until I’d managed to hilt myself inside her. Had we been on land, my balls would’ve been swinging and clapping pleasantly into her rear-end.

She was giving herself up, and I couldn’t hold on much longer. I wanted to yell my satisfaction, but held back. We were both as quiet as field mice, and on the surface it looked like we were a few feet apart and just standing up in the pool.

Below the surface was a very different story.

The choppy waves grew wider as I slowed my pace, bringing both of us close.

Her legs quivered again, the vibration permeating around her as I knew she had let herself go and climaxed.

I pumped forward again and my cockhead grew inside her.

She reached for the edge of the pool, her legs probably no longer working properly. With her hands white-knuckling on the rim, she thrust her ass back.

Her cheeks were flush with color, sweat mingling with the wetness of the drying water on her face.

I jackhammered in a quick way—one-two-three-four-five thrusts all in the span of a second. Her head bent forward, forehead against the stony edge of the pool, and I knew she was succumbing to another orgasm.

Then I hilted one last time, gritted my teeth, and felt the veins on my neck protrude while the blissful feeling enwrapped me and covered me in heat.

The explosive detonation centered down to my cock, and I let my release fly, a hot stream of jizz sinking deep into my Angel’s canal. It was followed by five or six more spurts—a heavy cumload that I knew my slutty cock-drunk dumpster-girl craved.

When I was finished and breathing heavily, all I had to do was swim back with my feet and I withdrew from inside her.

A milky stream followed out of her as my cum mingled with the pool water, flooding and washing out of her pussy. I felt bad for whoever next swam in this five-star luxury pool.

I smiled and swam away before stuffing my cock back into my shorts, letting it just hang underneath the surface for a moment.

Angie still had her forehead to the edge of the pool.

“You all right, honey?” a ragged voice called out.

Angelina jolted up, her face still flush. Her mom was a few feet away on the pool chair, the floppy brim of her hat raised a hair. She sounded groggy and sleepy. 

“Y-Yep, I’m great,” she said, giving Jodie a weak smile. “Just getting a little tired. I think the sun is draining me.”

“Oh, you should take a nap like me,” Jodie said, smiled, and then let the hat fall back on her face.

“Good . . . good idea,” Angie mumbled to herself. She turned and flipped her frown at me, showing me a beaming, delicious smile. She looked so wicked, still filled with my cum and loving every second of it.

The secret exhibitionism had gone off without a hitch. Step one of my master plan had gone through.

“Maybe I’ll take a nap before dinner,” she said aloud, to no one in particular, but aimed at me.

“A wonderful idea,” I said, nodding. I swam up next to her. “Maybe I’ll join you, Angel,” I whispered in her ear.

The goosebumps riding along the nape of her neck were a reward in their own right, and so was the little shudder of her shoulders.
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Chapter Three

Angelina
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J
 esus H. Christ that
 had been hot.
 Getting skewered by daddy’s big fat dick in the pool while Mom slept so close by.

It had taken everything in my power not to wail and moan like a succubus in heat while Daddy pumped into me and stretched my little pussy to its limit. He was so girthy and fat like a Coke can, hung like a goddamn ox. I never got tired of that huge thing having its way with me.

Even when I had tried to futilely escape him, to catch my breath so I wouldn’t wail, he had stuck onto me like white on rice. He wouldn’t let me go anywhere—his little brat, completely under his control.

After the scorching session, my pussy felt tender. I pulled my thong back between my ass crack, but desperately needed a hot shower to get all the chlorine out of me.

And I hadn’t been lying when I said I thought the sun had drained me. I just knew Daddy had contributed much more to the draining.

It had been a close call, which only lit up my desire even more. A few short seconds after Vince had pumped his baby batter inside me, and while it had still been flooding out of me and pooling all around, Mom had woken up to ask if I was all right.

My heart had nearly beat out of my chest. How could she not see what was going on?

By that point in time, at least, Daddy had gone for a little swim and was quite far from me . . . but I mean, in general?

All the midnight calls from “Miles” needing help. Miles Cafferty existed, but he never asked Daddy for help.

And all the strange times we’d been caught together, like when he’d picked me up from Tori’s party, ravaged me in the backseat of his car, and then brought me inside after midnight. My face had been mucked up beyond belief, but Mom believed every bit of his bullshit story. When he had throatfucked me in the Green Flash restaurant bathroom before defiling my pussy and turning me into a squirting cumdump, I had exited looking like I’d been crying. Again, no one batted an eye as Vincent smothered me in his arms and brought me out to his car to have his way with me again.

It was getting out of control. I loved the natural absurdity of it all. I lived for this dangerous shit.

But could Mom really be that oblivious?

I figured she would have hit him over the head with a heavy frying pan by now if she’d found out, but maybe I was reading the situation all wrong. What if she already
 knew about our hot flings, but just didn’t mention it? What would that say about her? Being an enabler for her husband and freaking daughter to sneak around behind her back and fuck like bunnies?

I shook my head as I gingerly climbed out of the pool and wrapped a towel around my waist. I was being silly. 

Daddy followed a few minutes later, his cock still protruding from his suctioned shorts as he climbed out. It was such a hefty slab of cock meat, I wanted to get on my knees right then and blow him in front of Mom. See how she reacted.

“Need a hand getting upstairs?” he asked, standing over me with his hands on his hips.

Oh, boy. His dick was less than a foot from my face now, the outline so damn obvious. What a tease.

“I do,” Mom said from underneath her hat.

Vince whirled around before she lifted her hat and could see him practically stuffing his cock toward my face.

“Oh, you do, honey?” he asked. I noticed the tinge of disappointment in his voice. He had probably been hoping to whisk me away upstairs, pound the life out of me again, before Mom came up for a mid-afternoon nap or something.

Alas, not now. I couldn’t forget that all three of us were on this little staycation together.

And an actual nap free of frolicking didn’t sound so bad at the moment . . .

I still needed to catch my freaking breath. Then, in a little bit, I’d be ready for round two.

I just had to wonder how Daddy was going to dominate me this
 time.

* * *
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W
 HEN I WOKE UP FROM
 my nap, I stretched my arms over my head and let out a coo. I was alone in my room, unfortunately. The lovely bed I inhabited was empty on the other side—no indentation of my stepdad’s body.

I wondered if we would ever get to that point: Waking up in the morning, kissing him good morning, making some coffee and eggs as he grumbled awake.

No, that would never happen. Not with Mom in the picture.

I frowned as I sat up. What was I thinking? I had to hope it was just the fringed ends of a happy daydream—nothing to take seriously. I didn’t want to ruin my mom’s life, for fuck’s sake.

I had six missed text messages when I woke up. Looking out the window from the twelfth floor, I saw that the sun was waning. I’d been out for a while, recuperating from the exhausting fucking Vince had dished out, plus being out in the sun for so long.

My skin felt warm. Shit, my whole body
 felt warm. But it was my freaking birthday. I needed to get up and do something . . . that didn’t involve getting my pussy stuffed and skewered. That could wait until later.

Tori and Holly had both texted me multiple times. My big-titted bimbo best friend, Holly—the little blondie firecracker who took more pricks than a pincushion and loved sex more than anyone I knew—had said: Come on, bitch, let’s gooo! I’m off work! I’m at Tori’s place and these hoes are ready to mingleee!


I chuckled as I shot back a reply. Where we going? I’m up now.


She answered: You were sleeping in the hotel room?? Lame.


I wanted to say more—tell her everything I’d been doing with Vince, but I couldn’t. So I made no excuse and just wrote, Yup, but not anymore. Sun got me good.



We’re going to Omnia. Downtown. That’s where u at, right?
 she asked.

Yes. I’ll meet you there. Isn’t it early though?

I could practically read her scoff. We want the good dick, not the leftover dick.



You’re such a slut,
 I said.

And you love it.

It was true. Holly was awesome, and her gregarious, lewd spirit only made her more fun to hang around. She was the epitome of not taking yourself too seriously.

Her final text just said, We’ll be there in an hour. Wear your sluttiest outfit, cuz we are.


I laughed and tossed my phone onto the bed, then daydreamed for a little longer.

Omnia was an upscale nightclub—not exactly the classiest joint, but I knew it had a reputation. There’d be hot chicks and hunky dudes all over the place.

Holly was no doubt trying to get me laid again, as she always did since I’d broken up with Brady. She had no idea about Vince, and that I was arguably getting more dick than she was these days.

And she couldn’t know, of course. She had a big mouth, and I didn’t want to weird her out. Plus, she would probably end up trying to convince us to get into a threesome, and I doubted Daddy would say no once she saw those huge bouncing tits and curvy ass.

Two could play at the jealousy game. I didn’t want any
 part of that.

I wanted Daddy all to myself tonight.

* * *
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F
 IRST I HAD TO PUT
 up with the formalities, though. I ended up dressing in a glossy black number that barely reached my thighs and made my legs look good.
 My high heels clacked on the pavement with Holly and Tori beside me, making me about six feet tall.

The three of us looked like a gaggle of hotties out on the prowl. Some hoes looking to get drunk, fucked, and filled. We just wanted to have a good time, and I was the centerpiece of the party tonight.

Night had fallen an hour ago. Vince had offered to drop me off after seeing what I wore, and I could practically hear his boner going boing!
 in his pants.

I had to admit I looked scrumptious, and the surprise on his face told me he thought so, too.

Excellent. Because I hoped to be calling for him soon enough.

Ever since getting together with Daddy, I had a problem talking to boys my own age. They just didn’t do it for me anymore, now that I had a big, rich, strong man to coddle me, buy me things, and fuck me into oblivion.

What could these twerps possibly offer? I didn’t care about their scholarships to play football, or their future plans to own the stock market or invest in real estate all over the country.

Blah, blah, blah. Show me tangible benefits to dating you, and maybe I’ll give you a shot. But if anything, Vince had skyrocketed my confidence and self-esteem to new heights. I had gone from the dumps to the skyscrapers, and I knew what I was worth now.

And it was a whole
 lot. I hadn’t yet met a single guy who could offer me what Daddy offered me: love, affection, money, charm, and, of course, that big juicy cock.

Tori and Holly had their arms entwined in mine, and we walked lockstep with one another. Apparently Holly knew a bouncer at the club, because we skipped the entire thirty-person line and she waltzed us inside past the tape with little more than a smile and a wink.

I heard the grumbling of the other women in the line. Everyone looked good, dressed to the nines for a night out on the town—weekday or not.

“Don’t worry about them,” Tori told me, leaning in. She was as tall as me, maybe taller with her heels, and had the fit physique of an athlete. She looked damn good—better than I’d ever seen—and her dark hair was a tumble of curls that bobbed on her shoulders.

“Huh? Worry about what?” I asked, jolting my head from looking over at the line of boys and girls waiting to get in.

“You’ll have your pick of the litter once we get inside and everyone learns it’s your birthday,” she said, smiling deviously.

“Oh God,” I whined, blushing. I wondered if she or Holly had already told people it was my birthday . . .

The answer was yes. No wonder we’d been given quick access into Omnia. Immediately upon setting foot into the place, a couple of barely-clad girls took us to a table near the dance floor. We had bottle service already set up.

One of the girls beamed at me. “You’re the birthday girl?”

“Guilty,” I answered with a half-smile.

“Awesome! Happy birthday, hun. We’ll be back with some of our top shelf shit.” Then she took off.

The place was dark, with strobe lights bouncing off the floor and walls randomly, giving it a hyped up vibe. It was already packed even though night had just fallen. A stairway led up somewhere—possibly to the roof, I figured, where I was sure other partiers were getting down and dirty.

I bit my bottom lip, searching the place, trying to keep my cool.

“So, whaddya think?” Holly asked, throwing her arms out wide and then folding them over her giant funbags.

“This place is nice!” I said with a phony smile.

She scoffed and rolled her eyes. “No, bitch, I mean about the talent.
 Use your eyes, babe, they’re everywhere!”

I blinked, then surveyed the scene. I quickly noticed she was right: hot dudes left and right. Some looked like bodybuilders, other were skinny guys dressed in tight, tailored suits—all shapes and sizes, everything I could dream about wanting.

If I wanted anyone other than my Daddy, of course.

* * *
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I
 ’D GOTTEN INTO IT
 with a dude. I’m not sure how much time had passed, but I’d probably been at the club for two hours or so. What started out with light banter near the bar was turning into something more. I was actually laughing at his stupid jokes, and I wasn’t even that drunk yet—maybe three drinks deep.

Though I was only a fresh 21-year-old, I’d done my fair share of partying, and I had a bigger tolerance than many girls. I could keep up. Maybe not with Tori, but she was like She-Hulk when it came to drinking. And Holly had already made out with no less than three different dudes in the corner of the club.

The music was pumping. The drinks were flowing. My night was going well, and now I was talking to an insanely hot stud about my age, with a million-dollar smile and a strong jaw. He looked like a football type, but carried himself differently. He wasn’t all swagger and pomp, which I associated with sports dudes.

I mean, Daddy was a lot
 of swagger and pomp, but he deserved it. He had every reason to be cocky.

This guy . . . well, he was funny. That was a plus. The muscles were a bonus, and I saw the way his eyes lingered on me a beat too long.

I found myself slapping his shoulder playfully after he told a few jokes. Then I was at my table with just him, my two chicas out on the prowl and doing their own thing.

And I was liking it.


Uh oh,
 I thought blearily. This is bad news. I’m actually getting along with someone my own age . . . and don’t want to call Vince.


Is that wrong?

I felt, in some perverse way, like I was about to cheat on my stepdaddy. Shit. I mean, he was already cheating on his wife, so could I really feel that
 guilty?

Logical or not, I didn’t like the way this was going.

Then the guy dipped his head toward me and I barely lurched back as his lips slanted over mine. My eyes widened, but his kiss was honeyed and sweet and he tasted good.

My eyes closed as our tongues swirled together. With the blasting music and the strong drinks, my inhibitions were gone. I gave into his Frenching, and didn’t do anything to stop him.

If anything, I encouraged it, by placing my hand gently on his sturdy shoulder.

This was trouble. But it felt nice.

Hell, I didn’t even remember the guy’s name. A flash of the pool from earlier in the day played in my head, and the ravaging I’d received in there.

Then I shook the thought aside. I’m 21 now, dammit. An adult. I can do what I want.


I just hoped I didn’t regret it afterward, and for the rest of my days.
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Chapter Four

Vince
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I
 hadn’t heard from
 my Angel in a while. I was lying down in the bed next to Jodie, watching some stupid shit on Netflix.

Glancing over, I saw that her eyes were half-lidded. She wasn’t long for this world, which was for the best.

All that day-drinking had taken a toll on my wife.

I was trying to play it cool on the outside, but inside I was panicking a little. It wasn’t like Angie to keep me in the dark about what she was doing.

I had offered to take her to the Omnia to meet up with her friends, but she had looked at me like it would be an embarrassment, and my heart had sunk a little bit.

I didn’t want to turn into her actual
 dad. Neither of us wanted that. With a slight blush, I had let her go on her merry way, taking an Uber “like an adult,” as she put it, to meet up with her two friends. 

I knew those two were trouble. I had seen them at the beach with Angie, ready to have some crazy-ass orgy right there on the sand, for all I knew. They wouldn’t protect my stepdaughter from perverts and prowlers.

But what could I do? I didn’t want to be too much,
 yet I couldn’t just sit around and do nothing.

“Why do you keep looking at your phone, Vinnie?” Jodie asked, her voice barely intelligible from her tiredness.

Shit. I guess I hadn’t been playing it as cool on the outside as I had imagined. “Huh?”

“You’re looking over at your phone every few seconds. You waiting for a call or something?”

I sighed and lay back, placing my hands behind my head in a relaxed pose. “No, not really.”

“Don’t lie to me, honey.”

Okay. She wanted the truth? I wouldn’t use Miles as a scapegoat this time—I couldn’t, obviously. So I would tell her the truth . . . or at least a version of it that sounded somewhat believable.

“I’m just a little worried about Angelina,” I said in a flat voice, shrugging innocently. “Want to make sure she’s okay, you know? Since she’s going out for the first time and all.”

Jodie scoffed, and it made my skin prickle. She could be so condescending with little more than a disgusted sound. “First time she’s gone out? Really
 , Vince?”

I frowned at her, raising my brows.

“That girl has been partying since her mid-teens,” Jodie said, as if trying to tell me something I didn’t already know.

Yes, bitch, I’ve picked her up from her friend’s place before, where she hopped out of the bushes after pissing in them. I know!

“Yeah,” I said, “but not like this. Not legally at, like, a club. I want to make sure she doesn’t get overwhelmed.”

Jodie sighed and sat up a little straighter.

Dammit, the last thing I wanted was for her to be more
 awake.

“It’s sort of cute that you think like that, hun. But you have to remember, you’re not her dad. You need to stop coddling her all the time.”

I gritted my teeth. I wanted to snap at her, but that would be foolish. I calmed my nerves and said, “Yes, Jodie, I know. I’m well aware.” Was it such a problem that I wanted to give my Angel nice things and make her happy? Was that really so bad, being a “coddler”?

“Then why do you try to act like her helicopter dad all the time?” She crossed her arms over her chest, examining me.


Maybe because no one else in this family does?
 I wanted to say. That would’ve definitely
 earned me a slap across the face. And it wasn’t like Jodie was a terrible mom, she just didn’t really care that much. Somewhere along the way, she had turned into a defeatist, as if she was bummed about how her daughter had turned out but knew it was too late to change anything.

Well fuck that. Angelina was an amazing person. Despite all of our scandalous activity, I liked her as a person more than most humans, and that was saying something. She was not just my lover and stepdaughter—she was my friend.


God,
 I thought. That’s a little embarrassing, bud, don’t you think?


I sincerely doubted Angie thought of me as her “friend.” Daddy? Yes. Master? Sure. Bank account? Absolutely. But not her friend.

Maybe Jodie was making a good point.

I hadn’t said anything in quite a while, so Jodie continued. “All I’m saying is, you can be a little overbearing sometimes.” She nodded sagely. “Let her do her thing and have a night of fun. Okay?”

Now I
 wanted to slap her.
 I hated being called overbearing because, again, it made me think of her and her lack of parenting.

Angelina wasn’t some freaking rebel. She was a good kid with a good heart. I didn’t want to see her get hurt.

And I definitely
 didn’t want to be the source of her hurt.

God. All this dwelling about it had me thinking . . . I didn’t want to give her up. Like, ever.

Before now, I had thought our taboo affair was coming to its natural conclusion—an awkward end, and probably a heartbreaking one for her. But now that I had time to think about it, and freak out about whatever she was getting up to . . . I didn’t want us to end at all.

I needed my princess. Call it overbearing, helicopter dad, coddling, whatever. It was the truth.

And if it embarrassed her, well . . . at least someone cared, right? I hoped it would be more endearing than embarrassing.

“Screw that,” I said, sitting up abruptly.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Making sure your daughter is all right, Jodie.”

She tossed up her hands. “You haven’t even heard from her in hours! No call, no text, nothing!”

“Exactly!” I yelled.

“What makes you think she’s in trouble?”

I said nothing for a moment, staring down my nose at my wife as my eyes narrowed. “Call it intuition, honey.”

She just turned her head and picked up the TV to flip through the channels.


When did things gone so wrong with us
 ? I wondered as I stared down at her.

Fuck it. I couldn’t worry about that now.

I had a stepdaughter to find.

* * *


[image: image]






O
 KAY, MAYBE I’D GONE
 a little bit Rambo on the entire situation preemptively. I had sort of jumped the gun before knowing if anything was wrong or not.

But it was the not knowing
 that tore at me. I guess I was really more of a control freak and dom than I even realized, but if Angie wasn’t having fun with me,
 then I’d pull her out of wherever she was and turn that predicament around.

I knew she loved that shit.

I got to Omnia about half an hour later. Downtown was a bitch to drive through, and I remembered why I didn’t live here, despite having the means to do it. Too many one-way streets and confusing signs and it was just all too much.

It was nearing eleven o’clock when I finally managed to find a parking spot—if it had been a weekend night, that would have never happened—and stepped out of my car. I tightened my blazer and rolled the cuffs up to my elbows.

If I was going to go in with guns blazing, I at least wanted to look the part. Omnia was a nice place, which demanded nice clothes, and I had those in spades.

But I also didn’t have a date . . . which meant I had to wait in line with the rest of the schmucks.

“Goddammit,” I muttered to myself, standing in the back of the thirty-person line.

This would take an hour at least, I figured, and my right foot was already pumping. Why was I so damn jumpy?

A few minutes later, I saw someone pop out of the club that I recognized. I would know those huge tits anywhere.


She was laughing and had her arm over a bulky dude’s shoulder, as if she could hardly stand. Her legs were moving a bit wobbly and she was using the guy for support more than anything.

“Holly!” I hailed, raising my hand.

Her face turned up, fixed me with a confused furrow, and then twisted with recognition. “Mr. Sorenson, is that you?” She stumbled over, dragging her boytoy along, and said, “What are you doing here?”

I also noticed she gave me a once-over, and was apparently pleased with what she saw, because the guy she was with started to sink into the background.

“I’m looking for Angie. You can’t get me in, can you?”

“Why do you want to find Angie?” she asked.

“To make sure she’s safe.”

She pouted like I was a lost puppy. It made my shoulders tense up. “Oh my God, that’s adorable. Mr. Sorenson—”

“Call me Vince, please.”

“Okay. Vince. I don’t think you want to see what your stepdaughter is getting up to in there. She’s having a great time!”

“Why wouldn’t I want to see my stepdaughter having a great time?” I asked defensively.

She pulled at her long blonde hair for a moment, twirling a strand like a bimbo. Tilting her head, she said, “Because it might destroy your image of your sweet little girl.”


Oh, I sincerely doubt that.
 I smiled at her. “Try me,” I said in a challenging voice. “Is it so wrong that Angie’s stepdad wants to join in the festivities for her 21st
 ? Look, I got dressed up and everything.” I threw my arms out wide to try and show off.

“Yes, and you look fine—
 ” she garbled, then cut herself off before realizing who she was talking to. “Oops. Sorry. You always look good, Vince.”

I scratched the back of my head. “Thanks. Um.” It was getting awkward now. Were those her nipples getting hard in that yellow skirt? Because it sure looked like it. “So can you help me get through this fucking line, or what?”

She made a little “o” with her mouth, as if surprised that I had any cuss words in my vocabulary. “Of course,” she said, then took my hand. “Jeremy,” she said to the dude behind her, “I’ll be right back. Superman dad needs to get inside, and I have the power.”

“It’s James,” the dude muttered, but Holly wasn’t listening to him, she was dragging me to the front of the line.

“He’s VIP,” Holly said to the burly bouncer, and I flashed him my most disarming smile. “With the birthday girl.”

The bouncer raised his brow, took a glance at me, and then at the line of people behind me. I could tell he didn’t want to let me pass.

But he did anyway, moving the tape to give me entry.

Holly let my hand go at the entrance.

I turned back to her. “You’re not coming back in?”

She winked at me mischievously. “I’ve got a date with Jeremy.”

I smiled at her, then leaned forward. “I think it’s James, hun.”

“Oh. Right. Whatever.” She winked again, and looked a little dim-witted doing it, but I chalked that up to her being drunk. “Good luck finding Angie, Vince. I hope you don’t see anything you don’t approve of.”

Me too, Holly. Me too.

I jolted inside the club, then put my serious face on so it didn’t look like I was too out of place and was freaking out.

I squeezed through bodies. The place was packed. The music was some terrible techno shit and bursting my eardrums. I had no idea where she could have been, but at least I knew generally where Angie’s VIP table would be.


I
 had paid for the bottle service beforehand, after all.

Angie’s other slutty friend was at the table, but Angie was nowhere to be found. I did a quick lap around the first level of the club before resigning myself to interrupting the dark-haired girl’s intimate face-sucking session with the boy at her table.

She looked good too, but I couldn’t remember her name for the life of me.

“Hey, sorry to interrupt,” I said, leaning in.

She pulled back from the boy, both her hands cupping his face, and looked at me with a quirked brow. “Hey . . . aren’t you Angie’s dad?”

“Stepdad,” I said, frowning.

“There a problem here, bud?” the guy said, trying to give me a tough-guy look.

“Not your problem, dude. Just gimme a sec.”

“Well if you’re trying to hit on—“

“I said shut the fuck up,” I growled.

“Hey, whoa whoa, Mr. Hutchins,” the girl said, raising her hands. “No need to come in here so hot. What do you want?”

“To find Angie. And it’s Mr. Sorenson,” I clarified.

God, I was being a douche. This was the moment I realized my Rambo act was a little over the top and I was being an idiot.

The girl shrugged. “Last I saw her, she was at the bar over there.” She pointed. “With some dude. Cute guy, too.” She shrugged. “I dunno, man. Sir. Uh.”

I patted her on the shoulder, my head swiveling to where she pointed. “Okay, thanks for your help. Did she look . . . uh . . . happy?”

The girl snorted. “Yeah, man. Kinda drunk? She’s doing fine, Mr. Sorenson. I don’t think you have to worry about—”

I was already taking off. Yeah, yeah, I’d already heard it all from Jodie and Holly. I didn’t need to worry.

I didn’t care.

Angie wasn’t at the bar. I looked everywhere, then started moving. There were only so many places in this damned club she could be. She wasn’t on the dance floor, either, and I even took a trip to the second level roof to see if she was up there.

No, it wasn’t her speed up there.

Then I saw a small line leading down tunnel, back on the first level, and asked the person if this was the line for the restroom.

“Yeah, man,” he said.

I frowned. Yes . . . the restroom, in public . . .

If she was still in this stuffy, loud-ass place at all, and hadn’t already slunk off with this mystery dude, I’d bet my bottom dollar she was in there.

A quick bathroom fuck was definitely more Angelina’s speed.
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Chapter Five

Angelina
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E
 verything came back
 to me with startling clarity when I felt the guy’s bulge grinding against my stomach.

My eyes shot open. I was in a bathroom stall, though everything looked a bit foggy around the edges. The guy kissing on my neck, pushing into me, was definitely a hot dude, but I didn’t want this.

Not anymore.

At first he had been funny. Cute. But now he was showing how eager he was to get under my skirt, and I squirmed.

“Wait,” I said, putting both hands on his chest and pushing back gently. “We’re moving too fast.”

He moved in again. “Come on, babe, it’s fine.” His lips puckered.

Fear jolted through my body. I wasn’t even sure if I was in the men’s bathroom or women’s. But this wasn’t like me . . . not unless I was with—

The stall door burst open and I yelped. Cries of outrage sounded from the other side, somewhere in the bathroom.

The boy I’d been making out with lurched back and stumbled away, tossed off me.

Then I was staring into Daddy’s gorgeous face, and for a second I thought I was dreaming.

He looked angry. I didn’t like to make my daddy angry. I deserved a spanking just for that alone.

“Hey, what the fuck, dude!” the guy said behind him.

“D-Daddy?” I whimpered.

“Aw, shit,” the guy muttered, then dwindled in the distance. He probably thought I was talking to my real
 dad, and I was fine with that. Whatever it took to get him away from me, and me into Vince’s arms.

I rushed at my stepdaddy and he pulled me into a hug. Then he took my hand and yanked me out of the bathroom stall.

He shoved through bodies like a madman, dragging me along forcefully, and it made me wet between the legs. I was still a bit drunk and stumbly, but the shock of what I’d been about to do in the restroom had sobered me up some.

When we burst out of the stuffy, hot club, and the brisk San Diego night wafted across my face, I took a huge lungful of fresh air and smiled at him.

He was still frowning. He didn’t let go of my hand until we made it to his car down the street.

I gulped when he put me in the passenger seat. He hadn’t said a word yet, and that frightened me. Was he about to break up with me?

Vince finally sighed when he sat down next to me in the driver’s seat, a heaving sound with all the air expunging from deep inside him.

“P-Please don’t be angry with me,” I muttered, my fingers fiddling in my lap. “Don’t yell at me, please. It’s my birthday.”

He said, “I’m calm, honey.” Then he reached over and tilted my chin, planting a sudden kiss on my lips that I wanted to melt into forever.

My eyes closed, and when he pulled away I felt tears rolling down my cheeks. “You’re not angry?”

“Is this the part where the dad says, ‘No, I’m just disappointed’?”

I barked a laugh. He smiled at me.

His fingers caressed my face, sending tingles down my spine. My thighs pressed together and I could barely hold back. “Oh, Daddy. I’m so sorry.”

“You know who you’re meant to be with now, right?” he asked sternly.

I nodded dumbly, blinking away my tears. “Yes, absolutely. Only you, Daddy. I was getting cold feet in there any—”

“I don’t want to hear it,” he said, raising a palm.

Jeez, so forceful. So jealous. So demanding. So hot.

Abruptly, something came over me, and I swung my leg around the center console and scrunched my body as small as I could make it . . .

And then I was on his lap, straddling him, feeling his thick bulge pressing into my wet panties. “You need to punish me, don’t you?” I asked meekly, running my hands through his hair. I had to crane my neck to look down at him without bumping my head on the roof.

Vince’s hands explored my body. He grunted from my weight, and from the erection he wasn’t able to free. I lifted myself slightly to give him more wiggle room.

“Oh, my wild mare,” he said. “I think I need to tame you more than anything.”

I nodded again. “Yes. Tame me, Daddy. Tame your mare with your big horsecock.” I lunged in for another heart-stopping kiss.

He pushed the chair of his seat back, agonizingly slowly, and I couldn’t help but chuckle. It gave him room to unzip his pants, open them up, and grab his huge cock. It jutted up between us like a spear. “Look what you’ve done to me, honey. You need to take responsibility for this.”

“Right away, sir,” I said, then lifted my body ever so slightly.

He reached under and pulled my panties to the side with a grunt. When I sat down on him this time, the surge of his cock driving up into me made me cum instantly. It was just the thing I needed when I was so warm and boozy and fog-brained. Just the thing to wake me up.

I moaned and hugged him close. His hips started moving immediately, driving that lovely dick deeper inside me, and all I could do was take it.

It was incredible, being so close to real terror, and then five minutes later sitting on my daddy’s lap and feeling him pummel into me.

But in this cramped space . . . he wasn’t going to tame me this way. No way in hell. I needed more room to breathe—more room to get my cunt stuffed and fucked into oblivion.

It didn’t take long for him to cum inside me, and then I slumped away from him, back into the passenger’s seat. I could tell he’d been waiting to do that for a while.

The entire ride to the US Grant, I could feel his warm jizz seeping out of me, onto his leather seat. My breath came in short spurts until I got my heartbeat back into rhythm.

I think Daddy had the same idea as me.

* * *
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B
 Y THE TIME WE MADE
 it back to the hotel, I could tell Vince was raring to go again, like a freaking superhero. He pulled me out of the car and carried me, not wanting to waste any time. I didn’t want him to waste any time, either.

We made it to the twelfth floor, and went into my room. I asked, “Where’s Mom?”

“Sleeping in our room. Hopefully.”

Oh, jeez. Was the “hopefully” because he didn’t want my banshee wails to wake her? Because I had a feeling they were coming.

And boy was I right.

He took me in fully, finally seeing me in my pretty, skimpy dress for the first time . . .

Then he ripped me out of it and I was naked on the edge of the bed.

He knelt in front of me and pried my legs apart. I went willingly onto my back, trying to breathe like a normal person. But that all changed when he shoved his tongue into my pussy and started playing with my throbbing clit.

I squirted in his face in three minutes flat, my legs shaking like a freaking earthquake.

He smiled, wiped his face, and came up looked like a million bucks. Then his hands took hold of me and flipped me over onto my stomach. I yelped and went onto my hands and knees, giving him easy access.

He pulled me back and thrust into me, cock surging so deep I thought he’d reach my stomach.

My tongue fell out of my mouth, lolling like I was a stupid bitch. I grabbed fistfuls of sheets and bit down on the pillow in front of me as he railed into me like there was no tomorrow, bouncing his fat balls off my ass and bringing me to another orgasm.

But he didn’t finish there. No, Daddy wanted to make sure we christened every piece of furniture in this bitch.

He was paying top-dollar for the luxury, after all.

I lost use of my words within the first hour. He took me in doggy-style on the bed, then sideways fucked me with my leg raised high in the sky, screwing me while he dragged kisses down my shin and knee.

Then he sat me on top of him and I rode him cowgirl as best as I could, though I was quickly losing energy.

It didn’t take long for Daddy to tame me at all, and I came to a realization: I wanted this more than anything. I never wanted it to end—the pleasure, the love. Us.

“Please don’t break up with me, Daddy,” I moaned as he fucked me cowgirl, digging his face into my tits to lick my nipples and tease them with his teeth.

“Never, my Angel,” he whispered, and then his cock throbbed and I lost control once again.

Next he brought me over to a wall, pushed me up against it, and drove into me from behind, and then, five minutes later, the front.

I was already sore from swimming earlier, and from the pool sex, and car sex, and walking in heels . . . but Daddy wanted to make sure I couldn’t walk out of the US Grant tomorrow morning.

I would have to be carried out, the way he was fucking me, in so many positions where I had to flex so many muscles.

Eventually I just gave in. I was hopeless to stop him from his rampage of taming his slutty little girl, and it felt amazing, so why would I make him stop?

This was exactly how I’d wanted my 21st
 birthday to end. Hell, it was how I wanted every
 night to end.

Our last position ended up with me on my back, on the fleece floor, my legs in the sky. He was piledriving into me, and I was losing my shit, squirting like a fountain up into the air and all over myself.

His legs were bent at the knees and I got the full picture of his magnificence as he railed into me, his cock angled to drive deep, deep, deep into my tight, sloppy pussy.

He filled me to the brim multiple times that night. He didn’t spank me for fear of waking up Jodie across the hall, but I figured my moans might have done that anyway.

My tits flopped near my face when he fucked me with my ankles held in his hands, legs spread. I screamed for mercy but he gave none.

Honestly, I didn’t want it. I wanted no quarter, and Vincent Sorenson was the only person I wanted to give it to me.

I surrendered to his massive cock—to his dominant attitude and care for me. He had rescued me again, from myself this time—my own mistake I had been seconds away from making.

Seeing his face in that bathroom had been like witnessing a guardian angel. Whenever I needed him most, Daddy miraculously showed up. I never wanted that to change.

And I didn’t think it would. Not anymore. Not after this night.

We were both on the same page now. Whether I woke up in the morning to a whole new reality—namely Mom learning about what we’d been up to the last few months, well . . .

We would take that as it came. For now, everything was right in the world and I didn’t want to change a thing.

If I could go back and do it all again, would I? I could answer that question now—

With a resounding yes
 . Yes, and yes, and hell yes, over and over again. I would do whatever it took to make Vincent Sorenson mine.

And he would do the same.

Because he was my Daddy, and I was his favorite girl. 

~
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The End

...Or is it?

~
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S
 UBSCRIBE TO MY NEWSLETTER

 to get info on specials, discounts, new steamy books, and free giveaways!
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A
 ND CHECK OUT OTHER
 hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont that are in a similar category as “Family Secrets”:
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A
 HOT COLLEGE ATHLETE
 falls for her dorky stepbrother when she discovers the ridiculous heat he’s packing between his legs!


Forbidden Lust: Books 1-3


~
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T
 HIS YOUNG HOT COLLEGE
 athlete has had enough of her boyfriend, and now she wants her cute classmate or her macho, dominant professor:


Triangle of Lust: Books 1-3


~
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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




The Author

Bella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there.  

If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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