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Chapter One

Angelina
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I
 couldn’t stop thinking
 about the amazing time I’d had on my 21st
 birthday, thanks to my stepdaddy, Vincent Sorenson.

I was still working at Vince’s investment firm as a secretary during summer, and I tried to keep my head down and do the work, but it was growing increasingly difficult.

For one, I couldn’t stop thinking about my daddy—his strong body, his panty-soaking smile, his fat cock. I had become a complete pervert with delusional, filthy thoughts always playing through my mind.

Sometimes I imagined us getting married on a beachfront little shack in Costa Rica or something, our feet playing in the sand while he wrapped me up in his big arms. Drinking colorful, fruity drinks while we laughed and embraced and watched the turquoise waves lapping at our toes. Getting it on when no one was watching and the sun was setting—fucking like wild animals as the horizon turned orange and pink.

God. It was such a romantic, lovely idea . . . and one I knew would never happen. At this point in time, I didn’t think my stepdad would leave my mom for anything,
 unless she pulled the trigger first.

The darker, wicked side of me started to scheme up ways that could happen: Planting some incriminating shit on Vincent that showed him guilty of something, and then letting my mom find out? Hmmm.

I knew it would never happen, though. I was too nice for that. I wasn’t a schemer at heart and I would never hurt my mom in that way . . . even though I was already giving her the biggest hurt of all. She just didn’t know about it, which alleviated some of the guilt.

Anyway. Back to the romantic beachside wedding—

A hand slapped down on my desk and I jumped, lifting my head with a start and instantly clearing my mind of the lewd cobwebs.

I glanced up into the ridiculous bosom of Roxanne, who was Miles Cafferty’s—Vince’s partner’s—assistant. Roxy was also a complete blackmailing bimbo who I didn’t like. She had been the first one to discover mine and Vincent’s affair when she waltzed into his office one night after closing hours and discovered us in a compromising situation. She had then videotaped it on her phone and forced herself onto my stepdaddy. The threesome had been hot and spicy, but I knew she still had that video somewhere in her back pocket, in case she ever wanted to demand even more
 money from the Sorenson & Cafferty firm.

The worst part was Vincent couldn’t do anything about it if he wanted to a) keep his partnership and business, b) keep me, and c) keep my mom. He was already balancing quite a lot on a tightrope, and Roxy just made that even more difficult.

Talk about a schemer . . .

“Did you get my message about Michelle Bettencourt?” she asked, popping out her hip and putting a hand on it like she thought I was a dumbass.

I frowned. She hadn’t sent me any message, and we both knew it. “Yes, Roxy. I’ve set up the appointment.”

“Really? Show me.”

I blinked. “Um. Why?”

She sighed and shook her silly blonde head. “Because I’m pretty sure you put it on the wrong date, hun.
 ”

The way she said “hun” made my skin crawl. She was so damn jealous of what Vince and I had going on, because she was just as addicted to his cock as I was. I knew it was true because I could tell by the looks she gave me around the office, and the snide attitude all the time.

And to think, we had once almost been friends! During one of my first days on the job, she had invited me to the bar down the street when the firm closed up, to meet some of the guys and gals. That was also the night she’d snooped around and discovered Vince and I fucking in his office like rabbits. I think I’d had his jaw-busting cock in my mouth at the time when she entered.

Anyway, I didn’t like Roxy anymore, and she clearly didn’t like me.

I swiveled my computer screen around to show her, then clicked a few buttons. I distinctly remembered setting up Michelle Bettencourt’s meeting for Vincent. She was a high-rolling client and a beautiful, rich ginger that made me a little jealous with her massive success. Ms. Bettencourt was also the woman Vincent had met on the beach the day he found me lounging around with my hot girlfriends, when we’d been getting hit on by some guys our own age.

Vincent had shown up out of nowhere, still dressed in his suit and tie as he marched down the beach like a bat out of hell. He then promptly dragged me away from my friends and the boys in a fit of jealousy, and railed me in the Green Flash restaurant’s bathroom until I was seeing stars from cumming so hard.

It had been hot beyond belief, and had shown me the disciplinary, authoritative side of my stepdaddy, which I loved just as much as his caring, protective side. He had almost lost thousands—or maybe hundreds of thousands—of dollars with Michelle Bettencourt during that little foray, and I knew he wanted to make it up to her, for leaving their lunch party on such a whim.

“See?” I said smugly, not bothering to look at the turned screen because I knew the name was on there on the right date, which was tomorrow afternoon. 

Roxy smirked and it made my blood boil. “Look again, sweetheart.”

I narrowed my eyes and spun the screen to face me, a pang of alarm shooting through me. She’s fucking with me, right?


Sure enough, Michelle Bettencourt’s appointment was no longer marked on the calendar for tomorrow afternoon with Vincent. I guffawed, mouth falling open, and started clicking around the screen to try and find her.

“W-What’d you do?” I accused, stammering as I freaked out. I mean, I was the newest secretary, but the easiest
 part of my job was setting up appointments for Vincent, so I couldn’t exactly fuck that up.

“I didn’t do anything,” she said, putting a hand on her collar like she was offended I’d even ask. Then she glanced over her shoulder at the closed door of Vincent’s office and said, “You’ll have to ask your daddy, I guess, huh?”

I scowled at her, eyes getting dangerously small in my head. She was pushing my buttons and I hated it. “Don’t call him that,” I said.

“Why not? That’s what you
 call him, isn’t it?”

Through gritted teeth, I said, “Yeah, but you aren’t me. Haven’t you figured that out by now, Roxy?”

I was surprised at my own quick wit, because it wasn’t like me, but Roxy just did terrible things to me. The bully reeled back, eyes widening, and then a mask of fury overcame her.

Shit, bad mistake. Shouldn’t get on Roxy’s bad side!

Then she huffed and was stomping away, back to her own desk down the hall.

I knew that was going to come to bite me in the ass at some point, but I couldn’t focus on it right then. I had to get to the bottom of this scheduling debacle.

I clicked around some more, scratching my head the entire time. When I finally found her name, it was for a few weeks out, which totally could not
 happen! If I cost Vincent another big sale or acquisition or something, it didn’t matter if I was his sweet little girl—he would be forced to fire me. He couldn’t show weakness in his upscale investing firm. He hadn’t risen to the top of the boutique angel market by looking meek and catering to his dumb stepdaughter.

I was close to tears as I desperately tried to reschedule Ms. Bettencourt in the same time tomorrow as it had been, but the system wouldn’t let me.

That’s when I realized that three hours in the middle of the workday were grayed out. I couldn’t schedule anything
 there.

Vincent had manually cleared his schedule of all meetings for that block of time.

So I was forced to schedule Michelle for the next day, and then I was standing from my desk to march over to his office. I needed to know why he had subverted my scheduling and needed to block off time. And without even telling me! Just letting me freak out like that! Did Michelle even know?

Jealousy and suspicion ripped through me.

Does he have another woman he’s seeing? A client that can’t go on the schedule because she’s more than a “client”?

No, no, don’t be silly. Daddy loves you more than anyone—he’s told you that sooo many times, girl.


. . . but he’s also told me mom he loves her, and look what he’s doing to her! Look what
 we’re doing to her!


I sniffled and shook my head. There was no use speculating and hyping myself up when he was right across the hall. I’d just walk over and figure it—

Miles Cafferty rounded the corner of the hall and beelined for Vincent’s office, then knocked on the door. I heard Vince say, “Yeah, come in,” and then Miles disappeared into the office.

“Fuck!” I hissed under my breath. If it was a meeting between the two partners, then I couldn’t exactly barge in there and demand Vincent’s time.

Miles was a good guy, but he was too smart. I had a feeling that if anyone was going to figure us out after Roxy, it would be him, because he was the man Vincent spent the most time around.

Also, I worried that Roxanne had already blabbed to the entire building about our illicit affair, and I was just the punchline to a bad joke that was waiting to get told.

God, I had so much to worry about these days. And my 21st
 birthday had just happened!

I wasn’t sure it was even worth it anymore. Vincent and I had had a good run, right? We loved each other, but our relationship simply couldn’t carry on in the normal, day-to-day world. It was too taboo, and the implications of its discovery was too severe for all of us.

Mom would disown me if she found out. I’d have nowhere to live.

Vincent would lose so much goddamn money, and be forced to sell his stake in the company to Miles—the man he started the firm with.

Then again . . . if Mom found out . . . maybe we could be together forever without anymore blame or worry!

I laughed at myself and sat my ass back down. Don’t be stupid and naïve, Angie! That will never happen. It can’t.


And yet, no matter how much I knew we needed to break it off, to wipe our slates clean and go on with our lives, I knew I wouldn’t pull the trigger.

I should, but I wouldn’t. I couldn’t.

Because I loved my daddy to the ends of the earth, and he loved me.
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Chapter Two

Vincent
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I
 folded my hands on
 my desk and looked up at the man barging into my office unannounced. “What’s up, Cafferty?”

Sometimes I called my business partner Miles, and sometimes I called him Cafferty. Judging by the expression on his face, this was a “Cafferty” moment. He didn’t look too happy, but I wasn’t going to jump to conclusions. It could have easily been problems with the wife at home, or myriad other things that were getting under his skin.

But I wasn’t an idiot. Why would he be bursting into my office in the middle of the day if that was the case? He had clients to close and money to make, just like me, so I deemed this important and tried to give him my full attention.

He unceremoniously took a seat on the chair opposite my desk, like he was one of my clients.

Then he . . . squirmed? Hesitated? The look on his face shifted into something like discomfort.

I said, “Hey, man, I’m busy. If you have something to say, spit it out.”

“People around the office have been talking,” he blurted out. “And talk isn’t good for business, as you know.”

“Yes, I do know what’s good for business,” I said calmly. “I helped start this firm, remember?”

He snorted and shooed me with a hand. “This isn’t about all the money you make. And I think you know it.”

“Then what the fuck is it about, and why can’t it wait? I have a client meeting in”—I checked my watch—“thirty minutes.”

He took a deep breath and stared at me. He was still a handsome man, about five years my senior, which put him closer to fifty. His hair was starting to gray, and I thought he could use a touch-up, but I figured now wasn’t the time to mention it.

“What have people been saying, Miles?” I asked, leaning forward a bit. Now it was a “Miles” moment, clearly. It was more informal that way.

“They’re getting weird ideas about you and your daughter.”

“Step
 daughter,” I clarified, but I couldn’t keep my heart from starting to race. I had a mean poker face, though, and made sure none of my alarm leaked through my mask.

“Whatever. They’re saying you’re spending too much time with her, and that it’s . . . weird. I mean, you’re a married man and she’s a beautiful young woman, so I get it—”

“Let me stop you right there,” I said, raising a hand to cut him off. “Because you don’t get it,
 and you shouldn’t. Because it’s not any of your business, or the business of our employees. Do you forget they work for us,
 Miles?”

He furrowed his brow. “Of course not, but—”

“I’m trying to show Angie the ropes. Show her the way of the world. If that means spending more time with her than others, then so be it. She needs a little guidance and coaxing, and there’s nothing wrong with that.”

Now he got flustered. “Well, no, of course there’s nothing wrong with—”

“And I won’t have my partner or anyone else spouting off bullshit gossip when we have so much riding on this month. Is it because she’s inexperienced and people think I’m giving Angie special treatment? Have you seen the kinds of deals I’ve been closing, Miles? The kind of money I’ve been bringing this firm?”

My increased heart rate was starting to fuel my anger, and it probably wasn’t a good look. I was usually the “cool” guy, though everyone knew I had a short temper when I was pressed. Defending Angie like this wasn’t a good time to showcase that temper.

“Like I said, Vin, this isn’t about money. It’s about a good work environment.”

“Horseshit. If any of our employees are disappointed in the six-figure incomes they’re making, tell them to talk to me directly. I don’t need a go-between like you to rile me up when I’m trying to work. You should know better, Miles.”

“Don’t patronize me, Vin. I’m just bringing along complaints I’ve heard in the workplace. We don’t want to be the front-page article of some media tabloid because you couldn’t—”

He cut himself off, and I raised a brow, putting my palms down flat on the desk. I was ready to jump up from my seat if he finished that sentence the way I thought he was headed.

“Because I couldn’t . . . what
 ?”

He gulped. “Because you couldn’t keep it in your pants.”

I blinked. A red curtain fell over my eyes and for the first time in my life I wanted to throttle my business partner. We had always been cordial—more than cordial, really. Best friends. But now someone was driving a stake between us and I wasn’t having it.

“That’s disgusting, Miles, and you shouldn’t have fucking said it.”

He had the decency to look shamefaced. Glancing away, he sighed and said, “I know, man. I’m sorry. That was my bad. But don’t you see what I mean? She’s a distraction in the office.”

“To you
 maybe. Hardly anyone even sees her! The other employees are in the main room!”

“A distraction to you,
 Vin. You’re the one spending all your time with her.”

I scoffed and threw my head back. My hands flew up from the desk, palms up like I was surrendering. “Then you’re going to hate what I have planned tomorrow.”

“Why? What do you have planned?” He creased his brow, and his beady eyes searched my face for an answer.

Poker face, activated. “It’s a surprise.”

He shook his head. “With Angie? Goddammit, man. Roxy told me I should watch out for you two, and now I see what she meant.”

I snort-laughed disgustedly. “Ah. I should have guessed it was her doing all the gossiping. That bitch has an opinion on everyone in this office.”

His mouth fell open. “W-What? What do you have against Roxy? She’s never been on your bad side.”

Now it was my turn to feel wrathful. My heart was sputtering out of control at mention of Roxy, because I knew how tenuous my hold on her was. I couldn’t say the wrong thing and risk it getting back to her, because she held all the cards right now with her damned video of me and Angie getting it on. The video also incriminated her
 in the action, though.

I needed to silence that whore, or else not bring her up at all. Which meant I needed to bring it back to Miles—to mention something he would be too embarrassed to say out loud to anyone else.

I hated the idea of threatening my business partner, but desperate times called for desperate measures.

“Oh, give me a break,” I said, raising my voice. “Roxanne has had it out for Angelina since day one. If you haven’t seen that, then you haven’t been paying attention.”

“Why would I pay attention to what my secretary gets into? I’m not like you.”

“Because she’s your employee, and don’t you want to know if she’s spreading bullshit rumors about people? I thought you cared about a safe workplace environment.”

He crossed his arms over his chest and leaned back in the chair, pausing for a moment. Then he said, “What do you mean Roxy ‘has it out’ for Angelina?”

“I hear her, man. The snide looks, the comments—she’s jealous of Angelina’s youth and vigor and happiness. Roxanne is a haughty, snide, ambitious woman, and she can’t stand to see someone getting the better of her.”

“Has she told you any of this?”

“Of course not. It’s hearsay. But I know what I see. And I also know how she looks at you,
 Miles.”

He eyebrows jumped at that.

Sorry, buddy.

“What . . . what the hell do you mean?” he asked quietly.

“She wants to fuck your brains out like there’s no tomorrow, bud, and she’s just biding her time and waiting for the right moment to pounce.”

Miles lashed out with a thrust finger. “Don’t fuck with me, Sorenson.”

I raised my hands in surrender again. “Hey. I’m just calling it like I see it. The woman wants you—”

“I’m a happily married man!”

“And you think she gives a shit about that? Not if it means a pay raise or a job promotion. The woman is ruthless.”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Vin. You’re just saying that because you’re angry she blew up your peace.”

“Well, I’m not happy
 about it, but I’m not lying, either. Look, if Roxy doesn’t like you . . . ask her out on a date and see how she responds.”

“I’m her boss! Of course she’s going to agree!”

“Right. And you’d never do that anyway, of course, because you’re a happily married man?”

“Yes! Exactly!”

I gave a small smile and spread my arms out wide. “Then you have nothing to worry about.”

I wasn’t sure if my argument made any sense, but it was all I could do. When Miles stopped yelling, he was huffing and puffing.

I had shifted the blame and felt awful about it, but it needed to be done to keep prying eyes away from me and Angie. It didn’t matter that Miles had an “inclination” or rumors about what was happening between us. I could deny, deny, deny until the cows came home.

No, what mattered was getting Roxy off my back. Did I need to offer her more money? She was already blackmailing the shit out of me with a monthly stipend that would put me in jail if it was found out.

Miles rose from his seat with a heavy sigh. “I didn’t come in here to argue.”

“What did you expect, Miles? We’re the two alpha males of this damn firm.”

He smiled weakly at that. “I guess so. I didn’t come in here to talk about Roxy, either.”

“Well, if she’s the one starting shit, then . . . I say again: What did you expect?”

He shrugged. “Fair enough. I guess I expect you to, uh, do the right thing.”

“And what is that? Fire
 Angelina—my stepdaughter—because of some empty rumors? What do you think Jodie would do if she found out I fired her fucking daughter?”

He bowed his head and shoved his hands in his pockets. “You mean Jodie knows what’s going on between you two?”

I gritted my teeth. “Nothing is going on between us, dammit—”

“Okay, okay, my bad. Don’t start yelling again. I just meant that, uh, Jodie knows how much time you’re spending with her?”

“Of course. How do you think Angelina got this job? Jodie wanted her to quit loafing around during summer. And as to us spending so much time together, well,” I shrugged, “it’s business. She’s working, right? And she’s doing a good job.”

He walked to the door. “Fine. Have it your way, man. I’m just trying to look out for the business.”

“I know, pal,” I said, rising from my desk. I did
 have an appointment coming up; that wasn’t bullshit. “I appreciate you coming in, but I have everything under control. All right? There’s nothing to worry about at Sorenson & Cafferty—not as long as we stay strong together.”

He gave me another weak smile. “If you say so, Vin.”

With that, he left the room. He seemed much less heated and deflated than when he’d entered, but that was what happened when you tried to strong-arm me. I didn’t take kindly to veiled threats and rumors.

Especially not when my Angel was involved.

I followed him out the door, waited for him to disappear down the hall, and gave Angie a stern glare across the way. “I need to see you in here.”

She nodded diligently, profusely, and hopped up. Her body jiggled as she shuffled over, and I wanted to take her right then and there.

Everything Miles had said was true. Obviously.

But I couldn’t help my instincts to protect Angelina. I couldn’t keep my urges in check, and anyone who talked badly about her would feel my scorn, even if it was someone I’d known half my life—my best friend.

When she closed the door behind her, Angie’s eyes were big in her pretty head. I felt bad and wanted to wrap her up in a tight hug.

“I-I heard you guys yelling,” she said meekly, hands fidgeting in front of her belly. “Is everything, um, all right, Daddy?”

I smiled wistfully at her and sat down at my chair while taking a deep breath. “Everything’s fine, honey. Don’t you worry about that.” I patted the desk in front of me, telling her to sit down.

“Now come here, Angel,” I said with a disarming smile. “I want to tell you I’m sorry for blocking out the schedule for tomorrow—I’m sure you noticed.”

“I . . . I did.” She sat and continued to fidget and bite her lower lip. It was adorable.

“Well, that’s because I wanted to surprise you. And I still do, so I can’t tell you what’s going on. But dress light.” I smiled.

She pouted. “It’s a surprise? For . . . me?”

My face twisted in confusion. “Of course, Angel. Who else?”
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Chapter Three

Angelina
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T
 he next day, I was
 up and ready earlier than usual. I couldn’t keep the chipper smile off my face and there was definitely some pep in my step as I ate a quick breakfast with Mom and then hurried out the door toward the firm.

Daddy had set aside three whole hours during the middle of the day for us. I had no idea what to expect, but I loved surprises! Especially when they were from Vince.

He had never done anything like this—picking me over his job—and it filled me with joy. It was also during a time when we were both technically “working,” so I knew Mom would never find out about it . . . unless word got to her from someone else.

I had to keep my eye on Miles Cafferty. He had way
 more power over me at the job, and I’d heard tidbits of what he’d been yelling about the day before through the door of Vince’s office. I’d never heard them argue before, and knew I was the topic of discussion.

At the back of my mind, I knew Roxanne had to have something to do with it. That bitch. God, if I could just get her out of my life, things would be so peaceful! Why does this cloud of doubt and shame have to be hovering over me at all times, and why does it have to take the form of some snotty bimbo?


Oh well. I couldn’t harp for too long about it, because it was just so excited to see what Daddy had in store for me.

When I made it to the firm, I walked in and sat at my desk. I barely got any work done in the morning—the two or three hours building up to our grand escape—because I was so antsy and nervous.

I didn’t see Vincent all day—he was stuck in his office probably trying to get more work done than usual. But when the clock struck midnight, so to speak, he waltzed out and beamed at me. His charming smile could have melted my panties right then and there.

We had been playing it cool since my 21st
 birthday, lying low, and I couldn’t stand it any longer! I needed him like I needed to breathe. His ripped arms and the way he had his cuffs rolled up to his elbows—Jesus, it was the stuff of dreams. His casual saunter as he came to my desk and said, “You ready, honey?”

I nodded like a little schoolgirl going on a field trip. I hopped up from my desk, grabbed my clutch and sunglasses, and followed him out of the building.

Once we were outside and free from the prying eyes, I scooted closer to him and took his hand in mine. When our fingers threaded together, a ping of heat shot between my legs and made me damp.

“Can you tell me where you’re taking me now, Daddy?” I asked.

“Nope. Still a secret. Not until we’re there.”

I harrumphed like a grumpy little bean, but it didn’t matter. I didn’t really care where
 he was taking me, truth be told—as long as it was with him, I was happy.

And if I ended up getting my sweet pussy stuffed and filled, all the better.


God, my horniness is at an all-time high.
 I wanted to move his hand between my legs so he could feel my wet center and see what he was doing to me. All this trepidation and anticipation was driving me wild. If only Vince could know how wet he was making me . . .

We hopped into his Beamer and peeled away from the curb. The car ride was silent for a long time, but I couldn’t stop from popping my knee up and down like a jackrabbit.

Vince finally had to move a hand to my kneecap, just like I’d wanted, and I stopped fidgeting. “Sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be. I’m glad you’re excited.” When we got to a red light, he leaned over and kissed me. More heat surged inside me, bellowing from my tummy all the way up my arms and legs, drawing out goosebumps along my skin.

The drive took us out of the sprawling city, and I stared out the window at the passing buildings. We went from urbanity to suburban to rural in a hurry.

Before long, I realized we weren’t even in San Diego proper anymore, I didn’t think.

“Um, Daddy? Where are we going?” I asked.

“Don’t worry, my Angel,” he said. “It’s going to be fun.”

I wanted to suck the words off his slick tongue. I knew I could count on him—he kept his promises—but I still couldn’t help my crazy brain from going haywire.

We were driving out to the boonies. The desert, really. So empty out here,
 I thought, and a wave of alarm went through me. Perfect for hiding bodies . . .


I gasped and sat back in my seat, eyes going wide. Where the hell had that
 come from?!

I was being ridiculous, of course. Daddy would never hurt me. He loved me. He loved our taboo relationship, and even though he could be a bit rough and dominant, he would never harm a hair on my pretty little body.

But what if he’s had enough of me? What if he can’t find out a way to get rid of me other than . . . what?!

I was driving myself insane through the anticipation. Wow, I really couldn’t be left alone to my own devices, that was for sure.

“You okay, baby? You look a little pale,” he said at one point.

I blinked and nodded dumbly. “Y-Yeah, of course.”

“Don’t be scared, Angel.”

“O-Okay.”

It didn’t help. The implication of us being alone out in the boonies was too much. I had definitely listened to way too many true crime podcasts and watched too much TV.

Finally, he pulled onto a random offramp and we were on quieter streets. We had been driving for more than half an hour on the freeway, going east out of San Diego toward El Centro. There wasn’t much out here other than brown, beige, and yellow.

A few houses dotted the horizon. Then we came to a mountainside and when we rounded it—

An airstrip sprouted up out of nowhere.

He pulled into the airstrip, where a single small Cessna waited for us.

When he parked on the strip and started to get out, my heart hammered in my chest something fierce.

“Come on, baby,” he said casually. “Let’s have fun.”

I blinked and waited a moment until he was completely out of the car, and then steeled myself, taking a deep breath to control my breathing. Is he going to throw me out of a plane?!


Then I chuckled to myself and shook my head. I was being so damn stupid. I hurried out of the car and followed him toward the plane, where a bearded man was waiting for us.

“How you doing, Jerry?” Vincent asked, shaking the man’s hand.

“Hey, Vince, good to see you. You guys ready?”

“Ready for what?
 ” I blurted out.

Vince wrapped an arm over my shoulder. “I know how you kids love thrills, honey. We’re going skydiving.”

* * *
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M
 Y HEART CONTINUED
 to pitter-patter at an alarming rate once we were in the plane, but now it was for a completely different reason.

I no longer thought Vincent was trying to kill me. So that was good. But now I was worried about splattering on the ground like a pancake.

Obviously, I had never been skydiving before. It had never even been in the peripheries of something I might want to do. Vince didn’t know that, but he didn’t need to. He could read the pale, sweaty look on my face easily enough.

“It’ll be fine, baby,” he told me soothingly.

Jerry was piloting the aircraft. We were wayyy too high up, and when I looked out the window my stomach dropped.

I also realized this wasn’t a Cessna, because, hello, I knew nothing
 about planes. Jerry had explained that this was a SuperVan, which was bigger, roomier, and had a door we could jump out of.

It also meant me and Vincent were along in the back area of the plane, while Jerry flew up front.

“How did you finagle this, Daddy?” I asked in a small voice. The loud whirring of the engines nearly drowned out my voice, and it definitely blared my thoughts away.

“Friends in high places, hun,” he said with a wink.

He had adorned a jumpsuit-looking thing that wasn’t exactly the most flattering garb, but it made him look like he knew what he was doing.

“I didn’t know you liked flying,” I said.

“I like all sorts of things you don’t know about,” he replied. “But I like you most of all.” When he saw the trepidation written on my face, he leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Aw, honey. If you don’t want to do this, we don’t have to. I just figured it would be fun and—”

“No, no, I want to do it. Can you imagine the look on Holly and Tori’s faces when I tell them I went skydiving
 in the middle of the workday? They’ll die.”

He chuckled. “Oh. Well, okay. Good.”

I leaned back in my seat and took a deep breath. We were still gaining altitude, and my ears were popping, but when we started to level out and Daddy stood from his seat, I jolted a little.

He held out his hand for me, and I shyly took it. My palm felt clammy and gross against his dry, strong hand.

“So you, uh, know what you’re doing, right?” I asked.

“Yes, baby. I’m certified, actually. Something I did when I was younger, and still love to do but haven’t had the time.”

I nodded and stood, then snuggled up close to him as the plane bumped in the air.

Okay, so he did
 sort of look like a badass—like Tom Cruise in Top Gun, except taller and even more handsome and in control, in my mind at least.

“You ready?” he asked.

I shook my head against his chest and sniffled. “N-No,” I said in a muffled voice.

He pulled me back and stared down at me sternly, but fondly.

“Just kidding,” I said with a weak smile. “I’m ready as I’ll ever be. Let’s get off this damn plane!”

He smiled, then disappeared to the front of the cabin for a moment, where he said something to Jerry I didn’t hear. When Jerry gave him the thumbs up, Vince patted him on the shoulder and returned to me.

Then he put on his parachute, checked all the gauges and pullies and stuff. He stepped behind me, ran his hands down my tense shoulder muscles, and strapped me in in front of him.

Vincent opened the door and wind smacked me in the face. I wore a helmet with a visor, but my hair blew wildly all over. My heart pumped as I stared down off the precipice—

Mountains, grass, and the odd shapes of various landmasses. They all looked so small way up in the sky. We were almost gliding through the clouds now.

Vincent squeezed me shoulders and I thought, This is it! This is how I die! On a fucking Tuesday!


But at least I’ll be with my daddy; my lover . . .

A light started to count off beside us. Red, red, yellow—

I wanted to back up. I wanted this to be over. I was freaking out worse than ever.

Green!

I blacked out for a second as Vincent pushed me over the edge—

Then everything was weightless for a moment. My mouth opened in a silent scream that I was pretty sure wasn’t silent, but the wind all around me was just too loud to even hear myself.

The stomach-dropping sensation dropped my heart to my shoes. My arms flew out wide of their own volition, and we whirled through the air straight down, down, down.

I had Daddy firmly against me, holding me, squeezing my body.

And then the strangest thing happened—the weightlessness feeling and anxiety left my body like an exorcized demon.

A smile came to my lips.

The rush of the moment soared into me, and I felt free—freer than I perhaps ever had.

We were in the fucking sky!
 Falling fast! Sooo damn fast!

But there was nothing else around us but me and the man I loved. It was a magical place to be, and I finally understood why people loved the adrenaline-fueled action of stepping out of a plane into nothingness.

I wasn’t a daredevil and I didn’t have a death wish. But this was something I never could have expected—the sheer fun and excitement of the wind whirling by me as the ground drew closer and closer, the mountains got bigger and bigger, and then—

Whoosh!

With a loud slicking sound, my body yanked back. My tumbling heart that was currently in my shoes shot straight up to my throat and I gasped. For a moment, I thought my heart had stopped.

We were descending toward the ground slower now. Much, much slower.

Something shadowed my view, and I looked up to see a parachute gently swishing in the wind as Vincent angled us off on our trajectory and we were leisurely flying through the air like freaking birds of prey.

It was amazing. Jaw-dropping. It was such a thoughtful, joyful experience. I could have cried.

Vince was looking over my shoulder at the ground, trying to gauge where we would land.

That’s when I felt his hard cock bumping up against my backside. It made me wetter than water and I wanted to fuck him right there in the sky.

I suppose the logistics of that were a little difficult to fathom, but it played in my mind over and over.

I was getting horny even as I skydived toward a grassy patch of land somewhere in the distance. It was like I was in a fantasy novel—an erotic fantasy novel, though.

When we finally landed, it was bumpy. Vince’s feet touched the ground first and he ran forward a moment with me strapped into him like a baby. I put my feet down and ran with him, but then we stumbled—the inertia of our landing wasn’t very graceful and kept our momentum going forward.

I fell forward and Vince caught me at the last moment, spinning and shielding my body from harm as we plopped down on the grass.

We rolled for a moment, and then we were a tangle of limbs with the parachute gently draping over us, covering our bodies in darkness.

When I took my helmet off, I couldn’t help but laugh hysterically. He took his helmet off and beamed at me, and then I brought him in for a kiss.

“I take it you liked it, then?” he asked.

“Oh my God
 !” I screamed. “T-That was amazing! Holy shit!” 

We were one with nature. There weren’t any humans around us for as far as I could see, though I thought I did spy a couple cows way off in the distance.

I figured this was part two of Vincent’s plan, getting me out here alone—and I was all about it.


I brought him in for another, deeper kiss, with my hair wildly blown about my face like a crazy woman. I couldn’t stop from shoving my tongue down his throat and trying to claim him.

When I finally calmed down, I pouted at him. “Daddy, that was . . . something else. You’re amazing.”

The hunger in his eyes showed me that I wasn’t wrong. The whole jumping-from-a-plane thing definitely wasn’t where he had expected this little outing to end.
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Chapter Four

Vincent
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M
 y libido couldn’t
 be controlled. I was ecstatic that Angelina had had such a fun time, after being so reticent and scared during the whole car ride and plane trip.

I had hoped that she would let her inhibitions and fears go once we were out in the open air, but I wasn’t sure she would. You never knew with these younger girls.

She had surprised me even more than I had surprised her. Not only did she love the jump, but it seemed like she wanted to do it again. Before that, though, she wanted to do something else, and I couldn’t get enough of it.

Angelina Hutchins truly did keep me young at heart. I loved her for it.

Before jumping, I had told Jerry not to circle back for us for a little bit—to give us some time alone. He had totally understood, and thankfully he didn’t know my relationship with Angie, namely that she was my stepdaughter.

Angelina kissed me and I brought her into a tight hug. Our tongues lapped together and our saliva spread and smeared over our lips. I reached out and groped her tits, groaning in her mouth as I felt her hard nipples through the fabric of her shirt.

Even during the jump, when I’d felt Angie’s full ass against my hips and we were descending after the parachute opened, and I knew we would be okay . . . it turned me on like nothing else.

Angie not only kept me young at heart, but she kept my sprightly and horny beyond belief.

I smacked the parachute out of our way so we could see. It folded and crumpled around us like unwanted bedsheets, and then I scanned our surroundings as I took off the backpack—

Wildlife, grass, and mountains as far as the eye could see. We were one with nature and it was peaceful and incredibly hot knowing I was with the woman I loved. It didn’t matter that our age gap was so severe, or that she was the daughter of my wife. I only wanted Angelina, and all the pent-up frustration of the past few weeks went by the wayside when I pulled her into my arms.

She giggled and I joined her, and I felt like a fucking teenager again. Her arms wrapped around me and she dragged her fingers down my back.

Then she started to unzip my jumpsuit from the front, and I couldn’t get it off fast enough.

Once my torso was free and bare, my Angel winked at me and started to squirm away.

I let out a guffaw and watched as she crawled across the grass.

I hurried after her, yelling, “Oh no you don’t!” and her delighted squeal only made me harder beneath the jumpsuit.

I dragged her by the ankles toward me, yanking her in, and she continued to squeal as she went flat on her stomach. Then my hands roamed up her firm legs and I felt her muscles tighten beneath her pants.

When my hands found their way to her luscious, full ass, I cupped her buttocks and squeezed. She let out a groan and stopped fighting my advances.

I hooked my fingers over her waistband and yanked her pants down. Her ass billowed out into a perfect peach shape, and my mouth started to water.

“Oh my gosh, Daddy, you’re so dirty! Quit staring at my butt!” she cried out, but the jovialness in her voice was enough to drive me crazy.

I licked my lips and, without even bothering to pull her pants all the way down, I shoved me face between her beautiful ass crack, pulling her panties aside.

She yipped like a doggie, sitting there reclined on her forearms and tits while my tongue slithered between her crack.

Her next sound wasn’t a laugh or a startled yip, but a moan. My tongue pushed against the tender bud of her perfect asshole and I started to lick.

“F-Fuck, Daddy, that feels amazing!” she said in a raspy voice. Her throat had gone from high and giggly to low and throaty in an instant.

I chuckled, my voice reverberating off her ass cheeks. My tongue swirled over her anus and then I was licking her crack and driving her wild.

When I punched my tongue into the suction of her asshole and watched the little muscles give in to my force, I heard her grip grass tightly in her fingers.

She flexed her ass cheeks around my face and squeezed because it was the only thing she could do.

My hand went up and felt her wetness, the nectar pouring between my fingers and making them slick and sticky. Then I probed her aching pussy with two thick fingers and listened to her moan some more.

I ate my Angel’s asshole like a buffet while I fingered her like a madman. The squelch of her wet pussy as my fingers drove inside her made my erection protrude from the bottom of my jumpsuit.

Then Angelina surprised me by going on her hands and knees. It forced my head away for a moment and I laughed. “Your asshole is the prettiest rosebud I’ve ever seen,” I murmured.

“You’re obsessed with it!” she cried out with a giggle. “You need to be punished for being so dirty, Daddy!”

I furrowed my brow, wondering what she meant—

Then she backed up. I was lying forward on the ground like she had been, and when she backed up it forced me onto my knees.

Her ass smashed into my face, my nose punching her butthole as she continued back.

For a moment I didn’t budge. But then the power of her huge, curvy ass was too much, and she flexed with a final effort.

I fell backward and grunted as I landed on my back. All I could see when staring up was the great blue sky—and then a round eclipse coming down to plop onto me.

Angelina’s ass collided with my head and she sat on my face. I could hardly breathe, but I didn’t want to. I just started licking her sopping cunt and her wet asshole like there was no tomorrow.

She moaned and squeezed her thighs, making her butt flex around my head. The smell of her, the beauty of her, it was all too much.

Then I heard the zip of my jumpsuit going down further and a gust of wind washed over my hard cock. That’s how I knew it was out in the open and Angelina had freed it.

Warmth spread over my bulging cockhead. I groaned and leaned my head back, knowing that my Angel had my hard cock wrapped in her mouth.

Her hands and feet framed me, which gave me some more room to look up as her butt lifted off my face.

I pressed my head back between her crack and continued to suck her cunt and asshole as she blew me from the other side.

Our beautiful sixty-nine went on for agonizing minutes, where I was trying to hold back from cumming directly into her stomach. I could have erupted and gotten hard again—I had stamina like that—but my second erection would’ve been weaker than the first. And I wanted to give Angie every bit of my hard, aching love.

I wanted to watch her limp into work tomorrow because I had punished her pussy so badly. I wanted to watch her smile weakly at me with those big, doe eyes, knowing what kind of perverted madness we’d gotten into the day before in the middle of the wild.

I could feel the grass itching against my back. Nature surrounded us and we could be as loud as we wanted. We had plenty of time before I radioed Jerry in.

Which gave me plenty of time with Angelina’s sweet ass and pussy, to lap up her nectar while she licked my precum and teased my pisshole with her expert tongue.

She was going to drive me insane, though, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to last much longer before I had to take her.

For giving her such a fun, thrilling activity, Angie knew I needed to rail the shit out of her. I needed to make her scream—to listen to her orgasmic cries echoing off the mountaintops, until the cows in the distance looked at us like we were crazy.

I pumped my hips up into her. She gagged and coughed when my cock surged into her throat. I could feel the muscles constricting around my thick shaft, and though she was giving it her all, I knew she wouldn’t be able to last long, either.

But it felt so damn good having my cock penetrating her mouth like I was fucking a warm pussy. She made sure not to scrape her teeth, like a good little girl, and took most of my cock down her gullet. Meanwhile, I continued to eat her out until she was on the verge of cumming. Her tender pussy lips looked engorged and tasted magical. Her clit looked like it was on fire, throbbing from the pleasure of my bumpy tongue.

After a while of our depraved sixty-nining, she abruptly sat back down on my face. I closed my hands around her cheeks, then her thighs, and my cock withdrew from her pretty mouth. The wind started to dry the saliva and precum coating my rod in an instant.

“G-Goddammit, I can’t take it anymore!” she cried. “You’re eating me like you fucking own me! Yes, Daddy, please, keep going! I’m gonna cum!”

Her thighs flexed around my face. She writhed on top of me, and even though I couldn’t breathe, it would have been the perfect place to die—under my Angel, while she came her brains out and lost herself to the pure bliss of being with her controlling stepdaddy.
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Chapter Five

Angelina


[image: image]








T
 hat first orgasm cleared
 my mind of all thoughts. Daddy had never eaten my ass before that I could remember—hell, no one
 had—and it was such a blissful experience I never wanted his tongue to leave my rosebud again.

But my pussy ached for something bigger, harder, stronger. It was greedy to be filled. I needed to be stuffed until I couldn’t speak anymore.

Daddy knew it. I knew it.

Riding his face was amazing. The way his tongue punched into my butthole and pussy made me as wet as could be. Having his huge cock uncontrollably thrusting into my throat gave me equal parts asphyxiated bliss and orgasmic delight.

Then I swung my legs around and I was no longer straddling his face. He sat up and I ran at him with a laugh, grabbing the sides of his head and shoving my pussy in his face for a final hurrah before the main dish was served.

I laughed as he coughed and I forced my pussy on him with bent knees. It was the least I could do after he had shown me such a fun time. Even if it looked like I was raping his face with my nether regions, I knew he loved it, and when he curled his arms around my legs and gripped my ass tight in his palms, shoving my cunt deeper on his tongue, he showed how much he loved eating me out.

But then he was pulling me away, yanking me down onto his lap where his huge fat cock jutted up like a pillar of heat.

I abruptly sat down and gigged, landing hard on his thighs. His cock speared between us, squished between my belly and his. It spurt a dab of precum out that trickled down his bulging cockhead like a volcano.

“My God, Daddy, you’re so hard . . .” I murmured, then trailed off. I started to grind my body against his, which also rubbed his wet cock against our sweaty bodies.

His face was a wreck. His neat, slicked-back hair had been tousled and ruined from the skydiving and from where I’d pulled at his face to force his lovely tongue inside me. Wet saliva and juices coated him and he sported a crooked grin. 

His hands cupped my ass and he lifted me like I weighed nothing at all. The way his biceps flexed and the veins popped out drove me crazy.

When he plopped me down, he didn’t need any guidance—he was big enough to plunge into my hole without needing to search for it, and after all of our horny debacles, he knew just where to find it.

His cockhead spread my tender pussy lips and within a second he was surging inside me. My eyes rolled back for a moment, lips parting as I felt his huge thick cock drive inside me.

I gritted my teeth to try and accommodate his size so rapidly, but it was difficult. Tears came to the corners of my eyes, but they weren’t sad tears. No, I was so happy we were conjoined again at the hip, and that he was going to ravish me out in the wild like this.

It was such a beautiful, sunny day, too! There wasn’t a cloud in the sky.

I could hear the distant roar of the SuperVan flying circles in the air, but I knew Jerry was just canoodling around. He would give us time, because Vince had undoubtedly given him plenty of money to fuck off so he could fuck me here on the ground.

My heart was still hammering from the skydive. Now my pussy was also hammering from his girth filling me up. I could feel every inch of him as my wet hole enveloped him like a sleeve.

Daddy had the best slab of cockmeat on the planet and it drove me insane. He started bouncing me on his lap and all I could do was hold on for dear life. My hands wrapped around his neck and I licked his face.

He grunted and chuckled, then groaned as his dick pulverized me from the bottom up.

I could hardly hold on from cumming. The levee would break soon, and I knew once it did there was no stopping it.

It was one thing to cum when he had been tonguing my asshole and I was facesitting him, but with his massive cock plunging inside me, it was something else entirely.

My ass started to clap against his thighs as I bounced on top of him. Through my shirt, my tits jiggled and wobbled, and he stuck his face between my cleavage. His arms wrapped around my torso and pulled me close, giving him leverage to pound me even harder while he held me in place like a doll.

I lost it. My mind went blank and I couldn’t even think of anymore words to say. I was about to cum and I couldn’t vocalize it, but I knew he understood—by this point, my mannerisms pre-climax were old hat.

I let out a moaning, lilting sound as my pussy churned against his cock and cored out my insides. When I exploded, I saw stars and nearly passed out—probably from the mix of endorphins and adrenaline that had turned me on so badly.

He grunted and rammed into me harder, faster. I let out little “Guh, guh, guh” sounds and he smiled at me, swiping some errant chocolate hair out of my face as I lost myself to the orgasm.

I went crosseyed as he took me and shot me into oblivion, almost like I had stepped off the plane again.

When he withdrew, he was still hard. He hadn’t erupted yet, and he probably wanted a different position.

After all he’d done for me, he could do whatever the fuck he wanted. I was his toy to use for his pleasure. He’d already gotten me off twice and showed me a hell of a time—I didn’t need more to be satisfied.

But I knew he would give me more anyways. Because he loved me and loved watching me cum my brains out. He wanted to turn me into his mindless little cum-slut, and I was already halfway there.

Daddy put me on my hands and knees, where I wobbled. I wouldn’t be able to hold the stance for long, not since I’d climaxed and felt like a boneless pool of Jell-O.

When he thrust into me from behind, I gasped. He was on his knees, doggystyle fucking the thoughts out of my pretty, silly head.

I moaned and shot forward, barely able to hold myself up. My arms shook from my weight. He held onto my ass with both hands, spanking me and clapping my cheeks while his cock ripped through my pussy.

“G-Gah . . . good gah . . .” I whined mindlessly.

“Goo-goo gah-gah?” he asked with a laugh. “What was that, love?”

I shook my head and blinked away the chaos swirling around in my mind. It felt too good. Too good to speak.

His hips rammed against mine and he pulled me back onto his huge, throbbing cock. My pussy enveloped his entire girth and length—something I hadn’t been able to do at the beginning of our sexy forays.

I started to smack my ass against his hips just so I could hear the lewd sound of our skin colliding, and the fleshy claps that rang out in nature all around us. It was so scorching hot, there was no other way to describe it.

We literally were like two animals fucking. Like wolves or something. I dunno.

When he pulled my hair and my head yanked back, my tongue fell out of my mouth. I truly was a bitch in heat and he knew it. He used my hair as more leverage and pounded into me until I was seeing dots.

My wrists started to hurt and my arms gave out.

I collapsed forward, which forced my ass up in the air—just where Daddy wanted it, no doubt.

My cheeks rang out and I yelped as he spanked me some more. I would have bruises on my butt for sure, and it would probably hurt to sit at work tomorrow.

I felt like his cock was punching into my guts, trying to rearrange my insides. From this angle, he could get as deep as he wanted, until it almost felt like he was hitting my cervix. His magnificent cock was so big and hard and perfect, and the veins rubbed against my wet pussy canal and stuffed me so perfectly.

I came again and squirted juices all over his body like a freaking fire hydrant cascading into the air. I’d lost control of my muscles just like I’d lost control of my words, and now my pussy was clenching tightly around his girth and trying to cut off the flow.

When he groaned and continued to ravage me, I knew he was close. I rammed my ass back into him for good measure, with my face against the grass and the smell of earth and beautiful, sweaty sex surrounding me. It took minimal effort to do and the payoff was amazing.

His cock bulked and grew inside me. Feeling him get to his hardest point was one of the hottest things in my life. It shoved my opening wide and filled me to the brim.

His release was a catapult of warm, hot spunk that roped into me and then continued to splurge until his jizz was sloshing around inside and tarnishing every section of my insides.

When he pulled out with a moan, his cum trickled with him, flooding out of me while some of it stayed inside.

Daddy was going to get me pregnant if we kept these raw shenanigans going much longer. I just knew it.

And perhaps it wasn’t the worst thing in the world . . .

Talk about something that would practically force
 Daddy to be with me always! Oh my!

I collapsed on my side. Vince rested a hand on me.

My thudding heart started to finally slow as the adrenaline dissipated and filled me with utter warmth and mellowness.

“As usual, my love, that was amazing,” he said. He bent over lazily and kissed my bum.

“I don’t think I’ve . . . I’ve ever had such an exciting day,” I breathed. My whole body felt like a sack of potatoes, and I could have passed out right there in the grassy field.

But I knew Jerry had to pick us up eventually. And it probably was in my best interest to be fully dressed and not have steaming hot cum leaking out of my gaping pussy when he showed up.

“I can’t believe we have to go back into work,” I complained as I started to sit up. I felt fuzzy but content.

“Well,” he said, drumming his fingers on my thighs. He checked his watch and shrugged. “We still have an hour. Want to hop from the plane again?”

My eyes bulged. I started nodding before I could even stop my dumb brain. I felt like ooze. “If it means feeling you against me again, Daddy? Then yes. A million times yes!”

~
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Control Me, Daddy
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Chapter One

Angelina
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I
 t was time for another
 movie night at the Hutchins and Sorenson household. Just me, my stepdaddy . . . and my mother.

Things had changed so much since the last time we’d had a movie night at the house. Back then, I had just recently started my taboo affair with my stepfather, Vincent Sorenson. He was the high-powered, high-rolling man of my dreams. A man twice my age with money, looks, and command. Plus that big fat dick I couldn’t get enough of. But I digress.

During our first foray on the couch, he had discouraged and disappointed me with how things turned out. I had tried to play footsies with him, but it was a big time fail. Mom managed to arouse him, as I could see from the growing bulge in his pants, and then she told me to get lost, in so many words.

I had been hurt with my daddy’s response. He was supposed to be mine,
 loving and fucking only me! It was my tight little pussy he was supposed to fill night after night—or when we could escape the hubbub of regular life and live out our perverted fantasies.

Yet he had ended up plowing my mom and making her wail into the night. Sure, he had later made it up to me by demolishing my hole and turning me into a cum-drunk mess, but that was neither here nor there!

I wasn’t planning on letting Mom get the better of me this time.

For one, things had changed since that fateful night. No longer was I the sheepish little girl trying to impress my stepdaddy.

I worked for him now. I was good at my job. I was going through summer school and could see the light at the end of the tunnel. I was more of a grown-up before, and, most of all, I was less innocent and pure than I had been back then.

Our attraction and love for one another had only grown in that time. We continued to fuck like wild animals on every given occasion, always managing to fly under the radar. I knew I had to play this one close to the chest, because I had a tendency to get out of hand.

When I was in the heat of the moment, I didn’t care who
 saw, and that could backfire in a terrible way. After all the months we’d been keeping this illicit scandal under wraps, I couldn’t fuck it up now.

I mean, we weren’t any closer to being out of the woods than before. One small slipup would ruin everything forever. My mom and Vince would probably divorce, Jodie would try to take everything from him. She would probably win, either in court if the news of his terrible exploits came to light, or behind closed doors because he would be forced to give her whatever she wanted in order to keep his career. Even then, it was iffy whether or not Vince would be able to keep his job, or be forced to sell his share of the partnership of his uber-wealthy investment firm to Miles Cafferty.

It didn’t matter if Mom found out that her daughter was fucking her husband on the first
 shag or the fifty-first. We were still fucked either way.

This late in the game, however, it might even turn out worse if she found out just how long we had been keeping this thing a secret. Her heart would be broken—if she still held any love for him to begin with. Mom had become quite a bitter nag of a woman, and I wasn’t sure why. Vince pampered her with gifts, money, love (when he wasn’t with me), and all the things I thought a wife could want. Except kids, but she already had me! Her horrible fuck-up of a child! And she was much too old for that anyway, being in her forties.

Regardless, I needed to play it cool. It was only two or so hours that I had to visit cordially with them and then I could steal Daddy away and take him for my own and ride him until the cows came home.

Right?

The more I thought of it, all I needed to really do was make sure Mom didn’t arouse him or make him stray away from me during that window.

Gah, I was becoming such a jealous, desperate slut for my stepdaddy! I couldn’t handle the idea of him being with another woman, even if it was his wife
 and my mother.

But that’s just the way things went in my world. You were either with me all the way or not at all. And so far, Daddy had been with my all the way.

I just needed to keep him there. In line. He thought he had me under his thumb, and he did, but I liked to think I had some control in this little affair too. When we fucked, I gave up all control because he knew what he was doing. But on movie night? I needed to let him know I meant business, and that he couldn’t fuck around on me anymore. Even if it was with Mom.

Vince had just proven that he was with me all the way, too. Taking me out on a surprise field trip to a little-known airstrip outside San Diego and then taking me skydiving?
 Shit, that was some serious business. Or at least it felt like it.

I had to wonder, had he been trying to send me a message during that little event? It had been exhilarating and amazing, and when we had landed we fucked in the open land with nature all around us, as God intended, until we got some askew glances from the cows and animals watching us.

Vince never took Jodie on trips like that, I knew. That ship had sailed long ago. They barely even talked to each other, as far as I knew, so I had to wonder if this movie night—which happened about once a month—was a way for Mom to try and weasel her way back into Daddy’s good graces.

Surely Vince could see through that façade, though, right? I mean, he couldn’t only
 think with his cock, 24/7.

But for the sake of his marriage, and the longevity of it, maybe he believed that it was his sworn duty to protect the sanctity of it . . . by fucking my mom like a wildebeest. Just one night out of the month.

Any sane person would be okay with that, because it then meant he could spend more time with me. If he appeased Mom tonight, then he could be with me for the entire week and she probably wouldn’t go snooping around or even care.

But fuck that. Things had changed, like I said. I didn’t want Mom to get Vince’s cock anymore.

Only me. I was obsessed.

I was becoming a truly abhorrent daughter, no doubt. My jealousy and suspicion was at an all-time high, probably because I was so paranoid about getting caught. I imagined if I was a drug addict or alcoholic or something—like so many other young twenty-somethings around me—we would have been truly screwed. 

In the end, I wanted Daddy to show me he cared. Not with material things like skydiving or fancy 21st
 birthdays or boujee dinners or five-star hotel suites. I wanted the simpler stuff: love, affection, caring. I wanted him to be able to show me that he could keep it in his pants with my mom around, enticing him and trying to get him horny. Just for one night.

Wouldn’t it be enough for him to tell her, “Sorry, dear, I’m just dead tired from work,” or, “It was a long day, honey,” or even, “Jodie, your daughter is around. Cut it out, perv!”

I was one to talk, of course, seeing as that I was the ultimate perv.

The night started out innocently enough. It was a Tuesday, and Daddy and I got back from work together. We hadn’t played any kind of shenanigans at the office because we both knew tonight was coming and neither of us knew what to expect.

I hated surprises like this!

We came into the house around seven o’clock, as the sun was setting and casting a beautiful orange sheen to the horizon. The smell of garlic and cheese and lemon.

My mouth started to water because it smelled so good. I squinted at Vince before we walked into the kitchen, trying to tell him with my eyes that he couldn’t let dinner arouse him.

Don’t be bought by such obvious tactics, you big dumb fool! 

Standing at the edge of the kitchen, we watched as Mom hummed to herself and stirred some pots and pans. She was wearing tight pants that made her ass look pretty good and round, I had to admit, and a cute little blouse.

If I didn’t know better, I’d think she was going out on a date . . .

Fuck.

My suspicions were basically confirmed before we even stepped foot into the kitchen. And goddammit did it smell righteous.

The woman could cook. I’d give her that. She also still had her looks about her, which had passed onto me, but it was usually her attitude that was the turnoff.

Then again, even though her ass looked good, it had nothing on my fat, bouncy booty. I knew it. Vincent knew it. Only Mom didn’t know it. And she never would, if I had anything to say about it.

“Honey? Angie? Is that you?” she called out, not bothering to look over her shoulder, though I had no doubt she could feel us watching her.

“Yup, we’re home, honey,” Vince said. His voice sounded too chipper.

Ugh, I was so damn jealous and annoying. I needed to stop. Like seriously.

“Oh, good. How was work? Wait, wait”—she flapped a hand through the air next to her—“tell me during dinner. I’m making clam linguini and it’s almost done.”


Clam linguini!
 I thought, stifling a gasp. Shellfish?! Nature’s aphrodisiac?! I see your ploy, Mom! You’re not fooling anyone!


This was bad news. I was going batshit insane and the night hadn’t even started. I was horny beyond belief—much hornier than I used to be, now that I was in control of my body more.

If I didn’t put a lid on my emotions, Mom would be able to tell something was up during dinner. Then we’d all be in serious trouble, because Mom was pretty good at reading faces and I was a terrible liar.

If Mom got an inkling that something was going on between us two . . . lights out. Curtain call.

“Smells amazing, hun,” Vince said. He loosened his tie, glanced over at me, and furrowed his brow . . . probably at the helpless, angry expression on my face.

“Y-Yeah, it’s great,” I added. I looked away from Daddy and blushed. That one stern look he’d just given me made me damp between the legs.

I needed to escape. Not permanently, but to get a handle on my little situation. I knew I didn’t have time to rub one out—which honestly would have made this whole tense trial much easier, I suspected—because dinner was almost ready.

“I’m gonna go upstairs and change real quick, okay?” I said. Yes, that was the move. Change into something comfy and stop thinking so hard about all this.

Stop being such a psycho, girl. You’re gonna scare Daddy off!

“Okay, hun. Dinner will be ready in five,” Mom answered cheerily.

I hadn’t seen her this chipper in ages.

As I started to wander toward the stairs, I heard her say, “Vinnie—Vincent, could you come over here and help me finish this up?”

I stopped at the base of the stairs and watched my daddy wander into the lioness’ den, sure to be lost to me. He said, “Sure, babe,” and took off his blazer.

Mom hadn’t even called him “Vinnie”—which she knew he hated. She had corrected herself . . . which meant she was trying to be nice.


Fuck.

I was in serious trouble.

Because I was in a horny mental war with my mom. And she didn’t even know it.
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Chapter Two

Vincent
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J
 esus Chris, that look
 on Angie’s face when I had simply said “hello” to Jodie had been something else. Good call going upstairs to change, because she needed to splash some cold water on her face or something.

I didn’t know such a young girl could adopt Resting Bitch Face so easily. But I suppose she got it from her mom . . . which was something I needed to be wary of in the future.

I loved my little Angel. Of course. I wouldn’t have rolled out the red carpet or done all the little things I did to keep her happy, if I didn’t love her and love being with her.

But she needed to get a grip on reality a bit.

First and foremost, I was still a married man. Even if I didn’t love Jodie like I used to, there were certain appearances I needed to keep up, which would enable
 Angie and I to continue our debauchery. Didn’t she understand that? Or was she still too young?

Didn’t she know that Jodie would try to take everything and ruin both our lives if our taboo affair was discovered? Jodie could be a very vindictive woman. Part of why I had married her was because she was authoritative and strong-willed in most respects. In the bedroom, I had total control, but in regular life she was a strong woman.

Which is why it had hurt so badly to see her going down such a spiral. And knowing I was the cause of it, even if she didn’t realize it . . . made me feel like a complete bag of shit.

I’d been feeling that way for awhile. I needed to stop thinking only about myself and Angie for a second, and tend to my wife’s needs.

Hence these movie nights. It was the one time a month that we could get together and pretend everything was okay between us. It was a complete bandaid fix, of course, but it seemed to do the trick.

At least it had up until now.

Now I wasn’t so sure Angie wouldn’t try something foolish. She had that wily sparkle in her eye that came with women who were a) incredibly horny, and b) about to do something ridiculous to express said horniness.

I was stupidly horny for her, too. But Jodie was the one I needed to keep my eye on tonight. She seemed in such a good mood when we entered the house and I didn’t want to fuck that up.

Who was I to rain on her happy parade? Let her live the mirage that she chose to live. If she could look past her own faults of self-hating nature, perhaps she would be a happier woman overall. I didn’t know. A woman’s mind was typically an impossible place to venture as a man.

Except Angie’s. Because Angie wore her thoughts on her face like a badge of pride, and they were so damn obvious I wanted to hide her away in a closet until the night was through and we were safe on the other side. The girl had absolutely no poker face, and that was something I needed to bring up at our next work meeting . . . supposing we made it out of this night alive.

Something I hadn’t thought of in a while plagued my mind as I stirred the garlic-parmesan sauce mix that would go on the linguini: If our affair was found out by Jodie, how would she spiral out of control after such madness? She’s already had a hard time lately, even though she never wants to talk about it and I’m not sure why . . .



Would it ruin her completely? Beyond the point of return? Would she go
 literally insane with grief and anger from the betrayal?


I arched my brows helplessly as I looked over at her and stirred the sauce.

She smirked and said, “Why are you looking at me like that?”

I shook my head and returned to the sauce. “No reason. Sorry, hun. You look pretty tonight.”

Her face flushed pink. “Oh, thanks. You scoundrel.” Then she winked and a pang of guilt tore through me.

Keep it together, Vince. You’re turning into a puddle like Angie! Remember that she’s not always like this. She’s not always like this. She’s not always—

“I think that’s enough stirring, hun. Here, let me finish it up.”

I gulped and nodded, then stepped away from the stove. “I’m gonna go put my work clothes away, okay? Don’t want it to look like a tornado ran through here.”

“Okay, Vince. Good call.”

When I reached the stairs, she cleared her throat and I turned to face her.

“Try to wear something comfy, all right?”

* * *
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I
 T WASN’T THAT JODIE
 was “not always like this.” It’s that she was never
 like this. I wanted to know what happened to my wife and what had this joyous woman done with her?

Because if Jodie acted like this all the time, I probably would have never strayed in the first place.

No, that wasn’t fair. It was my own delusions that had brought me to Angie, and her to me. Our mutual love and desire for each other—not anything having to do with Jodie, honestly.

Yes. I needed to remember that. Jodie was an innocent victim in all this . . .

. . . but she was still a victim nonetheless.

Good God. I’m starting to realize how Angie must have been feeling. Maybe she’s smarter than me and I don’t give her enough credit.

The dinner went peacefully enough. It was probably the best thing Jodie had cooked in ages—considering she hardly ever cooked—and the clams and sauce and noodles practically melted in my mouth.

Angie had come down in pajama bottoms and a fluffy T-shirt. She looked one-hundred-percent less volatile and explosive when she returned, almost with a dazed, lethargic look in her face.

Like, too
 mellow.

Like, she had just either smoked a whole crop of weed to herself, or masturbated furiously in the bathroom.

I had a feeling I’d never find out which.

We made small talk during dinner about work, and about home life and little decorations and design changes Jodie wanted to make with the house.

I was all ears and gave her my full attention the whole time.

For the longest while, no one even played with my feet or legs. Thank God for that, because I wouldn’t have been sure if it was my horny wife or my horny stepdaughter who was trying to rile me up, and I probably would have freaked out and smiled at the wrong person.

Not that I should ever
 smile at Angie in that way when her mother was near. No sir. Bad call.

Point being, no bombs went off during dinner. That was a relief. In the back of my mind I’d had the idea that Jodie was staging these movie nights to try and suss out what was going on with me and Angie. To see if she noticed any odd behavior between us.

After dinner was done and I was feeling full and happy, I loaded the dishes up in the dishwasher as Angie retreated to the shadows of the living room and sat on the couch to get the movie ready.

Jodie came up to me halfway through my dishwashing and pecked me on the cheek. “Did you like it?”

“Loved it, babe. Thanks so much.” I gave her a little smile. Again, innocent enough.

“Good. Maybe you can reward me later for cooking such a nice meal . . .”

I let her words linger, and when she grinned and winked at me, I just smiled back. “We’ll see, babe. Maybe if you’re good . . .”

She made a little “o” with her mouth and looked excited.

My self-piece-of-shit meter soared higher.

It wasn’t my wife I wanted to fuck. It was that little bratty starlet sitting on the couch cushions having a terrible time that I wanted to fuck. And hard.

Maybe my little Angel needed to be taught a lesson for being such a brat.

Ugh, pipe down, Vince! Bring the sail down!

Just the thought of laying Angie up over my knees and spanking her big jiggly bottom made my cock hard. Luckily I wasn’t wearing sweatpants like Angelina was, or I would have been doing the dishes for a lot, lot longer . . . until I got things under control.

I cleared my throat once I was alone, and then took a deep sigh and gathered my thoughts.

I braced myself and then headed over to the couch.

Angie was on the far right, Jodie was on the far left.

The stakes of this love triangle couldn’t have been anymore obvious and plain to me.

“Oh, I see you girls saved me a seat?” I said, then plopped down between them.

“Of course—” Angie said, stopping herself just short of calling me “Daddy.” The shape of the word had already been on her lips, then she clamped them shut.

“Who’s going to make popcorn while we pick the movie?” I asked, looking over.

Jodie sighed and groaned as she stood. “I thought you would have maybe done it. Don’t worry, I’ll get it.”

“Thanks, hun.” I smiled at her, but she didn’t return it this time.

Have things gone south that quickly? Over freaking popcorn? No. Impossible.

Once she was in the kitchen and out of earshot, I leaned over and rubbed my Angel’s knee. She had her legs drawn up to her chest and she beamed sadly at me.

“No funny business, sweetheart,” I said in the softest tone I could. When her face sank, my heart broke. “You know that, right?”

She nodded diligently. “Y-Yeah, I know. I’ll play it cool.”

“That’s a good girl.”

I looked over my shoulder and saw Jodie was still in the kitchen. So I leaned over and pecked Angie on the lips, which was probably the worst move possible because it ignited my libido like nothing else.

“Thank you,” she whispered, taking a shuddering breath as I quickly pulled back to an upright position.

“Thank you what?” I said sternly, eyes narrowed.

“Thank you, Daddy.” She looked so small with her arms wrapped around her knees like that.

But she was my good little girl and she couldn’t hide those big juicy tits underneath her frumpy shirt, or that huge ass and skinny waist.

I gritted my teeth and controlled myself, then threw one leg over the other to give my junk more room to breathe.

When the microwave beeped, Jodie came back a moment later with a bowl of popcorn, which she unceremoniously placed on the foot table in front of us.

“Okay then, what are we watching?” I asked, reaching forward to grab some of the buttery goodness.

The popcorn, that is.

Jodie said, “I’ve been wanting to watch this movie for a while, actually.” She clicked a few buttons and brought us to Netflix. “It’s called Midnight in Paris.
 It’s a Woody Allen movie. Anyone seen it?”

We both nodded our heads.

“Good. Then we’ll watch that.”

Usually this was a democracy to decide which movie we were watching . . . but it seemed Jodie had no time for that tonight.

I had seen the movie, way back when, but I hadn’t wanted to ruin Jodie’s parade. I liked Woody Allen, but his movies could get a bit too real.

In this case, Midnight in Paris
 was about a struggling author who goes to Paris with his wife and, through magical means, manages to meet his writer idols, like F. Scott Fitzgerald and Ernest Hemingway. They give him writing advice and life advice, and through it all the main character starts to stray further and further from his wife as he falls more and more in love with the gorgeous, romantic city of Paris and all its beautiful inhabitants.

In the end, he and his wife break off their engagement because she thinks he’s losing his mind and he probably is, and they’re just too different. She also cheated on him.

But he doesn’t care. He’s just happy to be rid of the burden of his overbearing, high-maintenance wife, once and for all. As the movie ends, he also finds a cuter, younger, softer girl whose interests align with his much better than his fiancée’s ever had. Roll credits.

I gulped as the movie started.

The movie’s thematic allegories as they related to my life were not lost on me. Not one bit.
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Chapter Three

Angelina
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T
 he movie playing on
 the tube was cute, but as usual I could hardly pay any attention to it. All my focus was sternly locked on Daddy, trying to discern how he was feeling and what was going through his mind.

I had calmed down from my little mental breakdown earlier by getting into some comfy clothes. I also may or may not have masturbated in the bathroom for a quick minute, to try and clear my mind . . .

It worked at the time, but now I was starting to get antsy again. My eyes kept scanning to the TV across the way, over to Vince out the corner of my eye, and even my mom on the other side of him. I also wanted to know if she was getting into anything suspicious.

There were so many things I wanted to do with Vince: rub my big ass against his bulge; squeeze my tits around his cock; deepthroat him and gag.

Ugh. I couldn’t do any of it though. It was agonizing just sitting there like a good little girl, waiting to be petted or dragged into a dark cubby where he could defile me and own me. I could even play footsies with him!

But my mom started to. And that made my blood boil. About halfway through the movie I glanced over and saw her toes creeping along the outside of his thigh.

Daddy seemed to pay it no attention, though. I found that odd. I also didn’t notice any twitching between his legs—he was acting like he was fully engrossed in Midnight in Paris,
 which I couldn’t imagine he found that
 riveting. Having a girl itching to play with you usually did the trick for any man. Didn’t matter what movie was playing or if the world itself was boring.

Especially for a hot-blooded, sexy individual like Vincent.

He was playing it cool. Eyes not moving left or right, but firmly on the TV. Still sitting with one leg crossed over the knee of the other. Not even with his arm around Mom’s shoulders, because she was sitting up against the corner between the cushion and the armrest, so she was too far.

I could see the pouty look on Mom’s face. She wanted to get some
 , bad. Again, I didn’t know if it was to keep Vince under her thumb, so to speak, or because she was truly that horny. She never seemed to be in the past . . . except on other movie nights.

I was starting to freak out a little bit again as the movie dragged on.

But then the strangest thing happened.

Mom slumped over to the left with a little sound of disapproval, leaning her head on the seatback. She didn’t lean her head on Vince’s shoulder, but went the other way with it.

I glanced at him and he returned the look.

A few minutes went by. I grabbed some popcorn.

“You tired, babe?” Vince finally asked, poking his head over to the left.

She nodded bonelessly, like her head wasn’t attached to her body.

“I’m gonna take a little nap,” she said.

I felt bad, somewhat. But I also felt a measure of relief.

Then she popped up for a moment. “Actually, I think I’m going to go upstairs. This couch isn’t that comfortable.”

Mom looked at Vince with a knowing glare, wondering what he was going to do. I watched with bated breath.

“Okay, hun, sounds good.”

That was all he said. He didn’t offer to take her up or go with her.

Her brow narrowed. I careened my eyes back to the screen, acting like I wasn’t paying any attention, even though it was the only thing I could pay attention to. I had no idea what was happening on the screen anymore.

I felt an opportunity arising . . . a dangerous, stupid opportunity that I might totally regret for the rest of my days.

But I just wanted him so bad!

Mom gingerly rose to her feet, sighed, and said, “I think that clam linguini made me sleepy.”

“I feel you, hun. Me too. I’m getting a bit tired,” Vince said.

“You’ll join me soon then?” she asked hopefully.

“Yeah, I just want to see how the movie ends. It’s a good one, right?”

“Sure.”

Vince looked over at me. “What do you think, Angie?”

I shrugged. “I’m into it. I could stay up a bit later.”

It wasn’t even that late.

Mom nodded a couple times, then dragged her feet along the couch. She looked supremely bummed that Vincent had decided to “stay up” and watch the rest of the movie with me.

It was only a little more than halfway through, which meant there was easily over an hour left . . .

I had to wonder what my mom’s strategy was. Or maybe she had none, and she was truly tired. Wasn’t my problem—I just wanted that meaty dick!

And now I might have had my chance. My mind was going against everything we had decided up until this point. No funny business.


But times had changed. The whole landscape was different now that me and Daddy were alone.

Immediately once Mom trudged up the stairs and the weight of the floorboards above stopped creaking, I put my legs out, stretching them over Daddy’s thighs.

“Little brat,” he chuckled, rubbing them.

“That was unexpected,” I said in a whisper. I still didn’t trust whatever was going on. Mom was too wily for this, whatever she was trying to pull.

Maybe she gave it her all with the footsy and cooking dinner, and since she got no response from Daddy, she gave up?

That’s not playing hardball, by any means. Kind of a soft retreat, if anything.

Vince’s fingers dug into the backs of my thighs and it felt oh so good. A flicker of desire ran through me, knotting at my belly and telling me it was time to do something silly. I couldn’t contain my libido any longer.

We let a few minutes drag by, to make sure Mom didn’t change her mind at the last moment.

No creaky floorboards. No weight on the stairs of someone spying on us.

Then Vince’s brooding voice poured over me and made me shudder. “Get on your knees between my legs, Angel.”

I gulped. “B-But Daddy,” I said, playing coy and looking over at him with big doe eyes. “I thought you said no funny business.”

He frowned. “There’s nothing funny about this, is there?”

I shook my head. God, he was so sexy. The way he could switch on his dominance like that made my pussy slick. He had been so cordial and sweet with Mom: “okay, babe,” and “sure, hun.” Pulling out all the stops. But now that it came time to do something with me, his entire attitude changed in an instant.

I loved it.

“Do you need me to tell you again?” he asked. “We don’t know when she might be back.” His voice was low, and if you weren’t close you wouldn’t be able to hear it.

Thank God, because I still didn’t trust my mother upstairs.

I threw the little blanket at my feet away from me and then went to my knees between the couch and the popcorn table.

Daddy parted his legs so I could fit between them.

I wished he wasn’t wearing his slacks, because I wanted to see those firm thighs and grip them. I wanted to do everything to him to make sure he knew I was his good little Angel and he always had me to fill.

I had to admit the thrill of getting caught was making my adrenaline fire away. I could feel and hear the blood rushing in my ears as I crept closer, pushing my head against the bulge that was starting to show.

Daddy’s thick cock outline became visible and my eyes widened. It pushed his pants upwards and then started to snake down the inside of his thigh.

I whimpered and dragged my palm over it, feeling the girth and turgid power of his huge cock as it grew before my eyes.

“Take it out, sweetheart. Quietly.”

I nodded and reached my fingers up to his waistband, then unzipped his pants. He rose off his butt a little so I could tug the pants down just a few inches. My hand dove into the darkness of his slacks and I felt warm heat pulsing against my fingers.

Letting out a little gasp, I took the fat tool out of his pants and let it drape over the top of my head. With a giggle I whispered, “It’s so big, Daddy, and getting so hard.”

“I know. You have to do something about that.”

“Are you punishing me for being such a horny brat?”

“That’s the only question I’ll allow, Angel.” He nodded. “And the answer is yes.”

The musk and sweaty heat of his hard cock on my face made my panties even wetter. It smelled so manly and the stench drove me wild.

Tilting my head up, I licked the underside of his huge cock. It throbbed on the bridge of my nose, until I was looking at it cross-eyed.

I snuck a hand under the waistband of my pajamas and felt the bundle of nerves at my center. Letting out another moan, I pushed apart my wet folds and sunk two fingers into my pussy. Immediately a surge of delight rocked through me. I curved my fingers to the front wall and pressed, bringing forth another toe-curling sensation.

This was so wrong. So bad. My mom was upstairs, and she’d only gone up recently! She probably wasn’t even sleeping yet, and was pondering if she should come back down and rejoin the party.

Of course I couldn’t let that happen. I mean, on my 21st
 birthday, Daddy had fucked me in the pool after I’d given him a blowjob underwater, while Mom slept on the reclining chair directly in front of us. We had been quiet as a couple of field mice, yet that had been the closest we’d come to being caught.

It had been hotter than hell, but I didn’t necessarily want a repeat of that. The danger and thrill of getting caught seemed much better than actually getting
 caught.

And I knew it was only my horny mind thinking. Once I was clear-headed, I had gone over that debacle on my 21st
 and shaken my head, feeling like a dumbass.

I played with fire too much. Hell, I just played
 too much. I was at that age where I needed cock and I needed it now and I needed it from the man I loved.

Now I was licking his huge long cock and feeling every vein on the underside with my tongue. He tasted like masculinity personified. I could smell his balls from here—not that they were nasty and unwashed, but just because he’d been wearing slacks all day and hadn’t taken a shower before the movie started.

I wanted his fat, cum-filled nuts in my mouth. I dug my head deeper between his legs like a sniffing bitch. My face disappeared between the V of his open fly.

When I found the prizes and licked them, he groaned in my ear. His hand fell on my head and he finally petted me like I’d wanted all night.

My fingers moved faster inside me. I was close to making myself cum, just from sucking his cock and balls and fingering myself into oblivion. The pad of my thumb moved to my clit and then it was really on. My whole body lit up with precious nerve endings shooting little sparks through my body, all the way to my extremities.

I was getting into it. Hearing Daddy moan pushed me into overdrive, and then I was slobbering on his balls and licking between the crease, darting my tongue in all the pleasurable spots I knew about. I sucked on one fat nut—barely able to fit it in my mouth—and then moved to the other. His balls were delicious and huge, and they started to tighten up as I got them wetter and stickier.

Daddy grabbed the sides of my head with both hands, his big paws dwarfing my little face and cheeks.

I pouted up at him because he had full control over me now.

I was expecting the worst, which would also be the best. I licked my lips and then closed them, just to be a brat. I could still taste my stepdaddy on my tongue.

Vince’s swollen cockhead pressed against my lips as he moved my head toward him. He was rock-hard now and pulsing, his dick standing out between his legs like an overweighed slab that couldn’t hold itself up.

He inched forward and I whimpered again as his pre-cum slicked my lips and the ridge of his dick shoved against them.

I was forced to open my mouth and he growled as his cock slammed into my throat. It pushed past my boundary immediately and I asphyxiated, gagging and widening my eyes.

Tears came to my eyes as his cock shot to the back of my throat in an instant. I had no defense against him, and with him holding the sides of my face, he was in complete control.

I wanted him to destroy me. To ruin me for other men. I only wanted him.

And he knew it. We had had a long, tense day, and now was the time to let loose—while we could without being caught.

His massive cock seemed to thicken inside me. I could feel it growing even larger and pushing my cheeks outward. My finger hit the perfect spot in my pussy and I came, eyes rolling aimlessly as Daddy kept his cock speared into my facehole.

He moved his hips forward a few time, gliding his cock over my pushed-down tongue. Then he decided on a different approach and just started using my head as his fleshlight. He grinded my face back and forth on his cock, until I could feel the bulge of my neck from the way his cock pushed deeper into my throat.

I gagged and snorted, but couldn’t do anything about it. The snot was gross, but the dirtying of my face was sublime. I wanted nothing more than for Daddy to pump his thick, creamy load right down my esophagus and into my tummy. Even if it made me pass out with all the volume and stickiness.

Then I heard the stairs creak overhead.
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Chapter Four

Vincent
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G
 oddamn, the feeling
 of my sweet Angel’s lips around my cock made me harder than diamonds. It felt so nice taking her throat and making it my own, gouging out the tight muscles and forcing them apart so I could wreck her and put her in her place.

She was such a bad, bad girl, always trying to put me in predicaments where she could steal my cock.

Even with my wife in the house!

I needed to punish her. And she knew it and gladly took it.

But then the stairs creaked and we both heard it. My mind came whirling back to the land of the living and the adrenaline that had been pumping through my veins became something scary.

My throat dropped to the pit of my stomach and I let out a gasp.

There was no time to take my cock out of Angelina’s mouth. Not now.

Thump, thump, thump.

Jodie was walking down . . . possibly to rejoin us. The jig was up. My life was over.

With my flight or fight response kicking in, I reached over and snagged the little blanket Angie had tucked around her legs earlier. I draped the fabric over Angie’s head and my lap. I pushed down to keep her locked in, and then managed to swing my leg over my knee like how I’d been sitting earlier, before Jodie left.

My head shot up to watch the film, though I had no idea what was going on anymore. My heart raced.

From the foot of the stairs, I heard Jodie’s voice, and it gave me goosebumps.

“Vinnie, you still up?” she asked, sleepy-sounding.

I tightened up as she called me the nickname I hated. My cock spurted a little cum as I tensed, and Angelina got the brunt of it.

Angie squirmed under the blanket. I felt her warm cheeks against my thighs, with my hard cock still in her mouth, no doubt choking her. Poor girl was struggling to breathe, but what else could I do?

She had put me in this predicament! Not that I had stopped her, but still . . .

Ugh. I guess the blame was mutual.

“Yep,” I said, then cleared my throat. “Movie’s almost finished I think.”

“Jeez, you’re really into it, aren’t you?”

I shrugged exaggeratedly. “I’m invested, babe. It’s Woody Allen, you know?”

Now that I had any sort of uber-fondness for Woody Allen, but I needed to make it sound like I did.

If Jodie walked over from the foot of the stairs and peeked over the back of the couch, she would see what was going on. She would ask what the blanket was doing draped over my lap, and I would be forced to fling it away . . .

“Where’s Angie?” she asked.

I could hear my heart racing so bad, I felt as though she would be able to hear it if I didn’t calm down.

The least I could do was put on a good poker face and try to act like nothing was going on. If she came over and saw me sweating, well . . . the guilt was plainly written on my face. Angelina’s tongue was still pressed against the underside of my cock, and it was so warm and wet. I could have spewed a load of cum right then, but I had to resist.

“Not sure,” I said stupidly. “I think she went upstairs to go to sleep. She got over the movie.”

“Really? Her door was open when I came down.”

I leaned back and draped my right arm over the back of the couch, trying to put on a casual look. I glanced back over my shoulder and said, “Oh? Oh yeah, right. She got a phone call from Tori. Or was it Holly? I don’t remember. I get those two mixed up. She might have taken a walk.”

“And you let her?”

I chuckled, but it probably sounded nervous. “It’s not that late out, honey. And this isn’t a bad neighborhood. She’ll be fine.”

My cock was starting to soften in Angie’s mouth. She could have let herself up, but I got the feeling she didn’t want to. She was probably scared shitless.

Jodie sighed and said, “Fine. Okay.” She sounded pissed. After a moment, her voice softened. “You don’t, uh, want to come up?”

“I thought you were tired, babe. I don’t want to annoy you.”

Jodie snorted. “It’s not annoying to have my husband bother me.”

“It has been before.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

I sighed and rolled my head on my shoulders. “Never mind, Jodie. It’s nothing. I don’t want to get into an argument.”

“Oh really?” she said sarcastically. “Because it sounds like you—”

“I want to finish the damn movie!” I shouted, throwing my hands forward toward the TV.

She let out a disgusted noise. “Fine. I only came to get water anyway.”

I said nothing.

She went to the kitchen next to the stairs, shuffling her feet in a dramatic way. A moment later, I heard water pouring into a glass, and then her feet shuffled back toward the steps. “Goodnight, Vincent.”

Her voice sounded stern and disappointed. “Night.”

I didn’t call her “babe” or “honey” this time. We were arguing, I guess, and I didn’t want to give her any reason to stay. Not with her daughter’s lips around my hard cock.

The creaking stairs stopped once Jodie hit the top of them. Then I let out a loud sigh of relief and leaned my head back.

Between my legs, I heard a muffled yelp.

No, baby, you’re not getting out of this that easily. Not after the heart attack I almost just had!

My pulse slowed. The blood rushing in my ears abated. A feeling of stoicism took over and I felt suddenly angry . . . not angry at anyone in particular, but just that I’d been so close to getting caught and screwing up everything.


If this doesn’t stop soon . . . we
 will get caught. And I don’t even want to think about that.


No, I just wanted to think of ways to hurt my darling little Angel, but also make her feel amazing. I needed to destroy her.

My cock started to thicken in her mouth. She gagged beneath the blanket. I tore it away so I could see her little face. Her cheeks were as red as tomatoes, blushing like a rose as she tried to fit my entire thick fuckrod deep in her gullet.

Her eyes watered. Tears trickled down her cheeks. She looked like such a good little slut, huffing and puffing on my cock, trying to breathe.

She hadn’t even seen what happened because of the blanket draped over her face, but she surely heard it. She knew how close we’d come to losing it all, and yet she still slobbered over my cock with mad abandon. What a trooper. 

I rammed her face down on my cock without words. I felt her neck muscles tighten and then give out. The sloppy squelching sound rang out a few times, but then I realized I needed to rein it in, lest I give Jodie another reason to storm down here.

My wife was probably trying some reverse psychology. I had no doubt she was upstairs waiting for me to come up and apologize—like I usually did when we got into a fight.

But I was over it. I had the younger, hotter, needier version of Jodie connected to my cock with her facehole, and I wasn’t going to let up until I came buckets all over and inside her.

Angie knew her place was with me. She struggled to take my dick because I was harder than before, now that we’d gotten through the worst of it.

I felt like we were racing against the clock. I wanted to squirt a fat load down her gullet, and then beat her pussy up like it owed me money and finish off inside her.

For perhaps the first time, I wanted to breed my little slutty Angel. I wanted to get her full and plump and turn her into my sex slave. She was halfway there already.

Angie’s fertile, beautiful body . . . that’s what I needed for my future. Maybe to prolong my legacy.

Or maybe I was just sex-crazy and all of this would go away after I’d dumped a few loads in my girl’s belly and womb.

I tugged the back of Angie’s head, grabbing a fistful of hair at the root. I shoved her face deeper down my cock, until she almost had the whole thing down her throat. I knew she couldn’t take it all, but I wanted to feel her nose pressing up against my belly button.

She snorted, gagged, and retched. I chuckled to myself as I watched her struggle. The blue reflection of the movie in the TV gave everything a dirty, lights-out vibe.

Angie’s lips around my cock made the veins throb. But I needed more. I needed to make her scream, but I couldn’t allow it . . .

Hmmm. Decisions, decisions.

How to control my little Angel next?
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Chapter Five

Angelina
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O
 h. My. God.


Mom had come downstairs while Daddy’s fat dick was clogging up my throat. We had been feet away from discovery. My heart was still pounding from all the mayhem going on, even after she went back upstairs and Vince continued to pound my throat into oblivion.

If anything, my stepdaddy had come back renewed energy. I had choked on his cock until I was seeing darkness around the edges of my vision.

Now I was standing on wobbly legs, my knees feeling boneless and unstable. I thought I would buckle at any moment. Daddy had literally fucked the feeling and thoughts out of my pretty little head.

“Sit on my lap,” he demanded in his low, brooding voice.

“Yessir,” I said, pouting and moving forward.

His hands wrapped around my hips and tugged my pants down to reveal my slick juices running down the insides of my thighs. My bare pussy glistened in the darkness. “Oh, you naughty little girl.”

“I-I’m sorry, Daddy. I couldn’t help it.”

He grunted. “Lap. Now.”

I nodded and gulped loudly. We were still talking quietly, but the way his cock was jutting up from his lap now, I knew that probably wouldn’t last for long. Once that thing sank inside me . . . all bets were off.

He yanked me forward and I stumbled into him, almost kneeing him in the balls. With a wary look from my Daddy, I bit my lower lip.

He looked so strong and angry right now. I wasn’t sure if he was actually mad at me, or Mom, or himself, or no one at all. But I loved it and I wanted him to pulverize me on this stupid couch with this stupid movie playing, until I was squirming and saying stupid things on top of him.

I flipped a leg over his so I could straddle him. He put his thighs together, which only made his cock spear up even harder. It throbbed and curved back toward his belly.

God, that thing is going to reach so deep inside me. Look how massive it is!

Something about this whole ordeal had turned him on beyond belief, just like it had me. We were two horny peas in a pod, and the only way either of us were going to calm down was if we exploded in mutual, orgasmic bliss together.

His hands cupped my round asscheeks and squeezed my flesh. I let out another groan and then he was forcing me down on his lap.

I kept my legs spread and looked down, putting my hands on his shoulders so I could ride him cowgirl.

His cockhead reached my wet pussy lips and started to force them apart. I was already moaning in a low, throaty voice before I even descended.

He gave me no chance to prepare, though. In a flash his hands were pushing down on my wide hips and plunging his cock deep inside me. It filled my hole and stretched my folds apart, and then I was seeing stars as my head reeled back on my neck.

My mouth opened in a silent scream, but I made sure to keep it silent. It felt so amazing having him surge into me like that, filling my walls and pushing them aside like my pussy belonged only to him.

And it did.

I settled down on top of him because my legs were shaking too badly to stay standing. Straddling Daddy, my knees bent and plopped down on either side of his thighs, with the leathery couch digging into my skin.

All I could feel was the righteous power of his cock hammering up into me. Then he was battering down the rest of my defenses and trying to push past my tightened floor muscles.

I leaned my forehead against his and stared down at the sweaty, raunchy sight of his hard, thick cock penetrating deep into me. It felt like he was pushing against my cervix, which usually hurt, but in this case it felt astounding.

My mind quickly cleared out any thoughts I might have had. Here I was on movie night, making the most of it, going against everything we had talked about.

We definitely were getting into some funny business, whether Daddy wanted to admit it or not.

He meant business. There was no way to describe the urgent way his cock punched into me, stealing my breath away with every violent hip thrust. He was bucking so hard I thought I would fly off, and my whole body began to jiggle. I lifted my head so my chin could rest on his head, and then my tits were in his face.

He motorboated my fat bouncing boobs through my shirt, licking and snorting. Then he teased my rock-hard nipples with his mouth, biting gently . . . and then a bit harder.

The harder he bit, the closer I came to orgasm.

My release was coming on fast and there was no way to stop the broken dam. It was going to be explosive, and I needed to prepare for it so I didn’t wake the whole neighborhood—including my mother upstairs.

The slap of his thighs became muffled as he forced my body down on more of his girthy dick. We were trying to play this soft and quiet, but when I was straddling my daddy and he was thrusting into me without a care in the world, it was so damn difficult to stay quiet.

I just wanted to scream and lose myself in the moment. We had been through such a harrowing affair, and I needed him more than ever.

I wanted him to pump his gooey, thick load deep into me. I wanted to feel it filling up my womb.

After a long time of riding him, my knees digging into the sides of his legs, he abruptly lifted me. The feeling of his cock leaving my pussy left me withdrawn and sad and airy.

I was gaping already.

He stood me up between his legs and turned me around. “Here,” he said, “watch the movie while I destroy you, Angel.”

I nodded.

Vince grabbed my ass—but didn’t spank it—and then pulled my back by my hips. I let out a low yip like a dog and then his cock speared through my thighs and up the length of my belly. The topside of his shaft rubbed against my clit and sent another wave of shooting stars through my mind.

He lifted me slightly, unable to see where his cock was past me, so I grabbed the thick rod and guided it in.

When he plopped me back down on his lap—reverse cowgirl this time—my warm hole enveloped his shaft and made it disappear inside me.

He resumed his nasty bucking, forcing my knees to bounce with every movement. My mouth opened and he reached out and fishhooked me, pulling my lips far to the right until I felt like a silly, used cum-slut.

My tongue licked his knuckles. He snarled and moved his fingers, sliding them down my curvy waist. When he had me gripped on both sides of my pelvis, he started to force my body up and down on his cock.

It felt like he was beating me up inside, yet the pain mixed with utter pleasure and became something I couldn’t resist. I wanted more of it—more cock! Deeper!

I took him all the way to the base. And he was huge,
 so that was no small feat.

Eventually, he grew tired of watching my back as I bounced on his lap. He hooked his arms under my thighs and pulled backwards, forcing them up and up until my knees were close to my ears. It widened my pussy out and allowed him to plunge even deeper.

I lurched back with my head, almost smacking him in the face. I was stuck in pure bliss, even as he demolished me in front. When I glanced down, I could see the bulge of my flat belly every time he rocketed up into me. I put my hand out and felt the bulge like it was a baby bump, and the feeling of my skin stretching beneath my palm gave me goosebumps but also made me cum my brains out.

“G-God, Daddy, you’re destroying me,” I cried in a low voice. Tears came to my eyes unannounced, but they weren’t sad tears. Before, they had been, because I thought we were going to get caught. Now, we were making up for lost time and it felt raunchy, wrong, and oh so right.

This taboo affair we shared was becoming all-consuming for both of us. We couldn’t go more than a day without banging it out like jackrabbits and losing our goddamn minds as we exploded all over each other.

Vince bounced me in a reverse carry position while we sat on the couch for a long, long time. The credits of the movie were starting to roll, which I thought meant it signaled the end of this successful movie night.

I was wrong.

With my feet up toward the ceiling and my knees against my ears, his cock left my pussy again, leaving me even more gaping than before.

He had me in a full nelson now, arms barred behind my head and pushing me forward so I could see the full extent of how his cock had gouged me out completely and left my pussy lips looking flappy and stretched wide.

My dark pink hole leaked my juices and cum.

He lifted me like a toy, eager to keep control. I was his to command.

Then came the shocker of all shockers as my butt left his body. I wasn’t lightweight by any means, but I should have known he was planning something devious.

His sticky cockhead pressed against the tight bundle of my asshole. My eyes widened and my mouth fell open in awe.

He rammed it inside me without any preparation, and I made ready to scream bloody murder—

Then his hand shot out and cupped my mouth, forcing me to be quiet. I screamed into his palm and cried, tears flooding down my cheeks as he fucked my ass.

His massive dick was too long and too fat for my asshole. It punched up into my guts and I could feel it breaking me.

There was a reason Daddy had what I liked to call a massive bitch-breaker, and he was putting it on full display right now for the grand finale as the credits to Midnight in Paris
 closed out.

He held me in his arms like a pretzel, controlling my movements and body with his own thrusts. He went slow at first as he fucked my ass, but then he started to pick up the pace.

Thank God his cock was wet, or else it truly would have hurt me.

As it was, I still wouldn’t be sitting down right for a week. The anal penetration had come on so suddenly, and without warning, and I didn’t know how to react other than yelling like a banshee.

Good thing Daddy had the presence of mind to clamp a hand over my mouth and force me to be quiet. I kept bouncing on him as he punched into my insides.

My legs were raised, I was in a full nelson, and my asshole was now a gaping, wet mess.

I could feel his cock throbbing and pulsating inside me, coring me out and ruining me even more. My rectum seem to make a mold of his cock so it could forever be remembered—

The cock that broke little Angie’s mind.

And it belonged to my stepdaddy.

I couldn’t control myself any longer. My arms were immobile; my legs were hurting and aching; my thighs were red and my asshole felt demolished.

I felt the surge coming on inside me, pushing hard against my pussy as my ovaries tightened.

My reflex was to constrict, but my body was telling me to let it all out.

So I did—in a raucous orgasm that sent me reeling and my eyes bouncing around. At the same time, I let myself go and squirted harder than I ever had before.

It was a culmination of this entire naughty night, and a job well done on both our parts to get out of it unscathed. I mean, my butthole was totally scathed and would be a gaping mess for days to come, but that was survivable.

Mom figuring out what we were up to downstairs was not survivable. Not in the least.

With a final grunt, I pushed my hips outward and spewed my naughty juices in a huge cascade, like a fire hose. It shot out, dribbling along the floor, the table, and all the way to the TV ten feet away.


Midnight in Paris
 ended with the credits rolling and the screen going black, right before I painted the bottom half of the screen in my jizz.

Then I could see my reflection in the darkness—I could witness how lewd and stupid I looked.

My mind stopped working. It short-circuited and I had nothing left to give.

Daddy snarled, licked my earlobe, and I let out a tertiary squirt—a smaller blast of fluids that splattered all over the table in front of us. Some of it got into the empty popcorn bowl.

His cock swelled in my ass. Then it exploded and his release was a hot, gooey shotgun blast of cum that buried itself deep, deep inside me.

I felt like my guts were painted in his creamy spunk, and it felt absolutely orgasmic. I came again, for the fifth or sixth time, and then I was falling backward and he wasn’t there to catch me any longer.

His arms came out from behind my neck and I smacked back into his burly chest, panting and heaving for breath.

My pussy twitched and more fluids shot out. I couldn’t help but chuckle hysterically, like I was losing my mind.

My body jerked and then his softening cock flopped out of my used, gaping asshole and a flood of jizz followed in its wake, painting the black couch a whole new color.

I leaned over and slumped into the couch. He let me go as I fell on my side.

Then he was a sweetheart and pulled the blanket he had discarded earlier over my body. But not before he gave me a gentle spank and more cum dribbled out of my widened holes.

“Well, that was something,” he said in a low voice.

“You . . . we did it.”

He chuckled. “Teamwork makes the dream work, babygirl. You were such a proper cum-dump tonight, my Angel.”

“Thank you, Daddy. My butt hurts.”

He petted my head as I lay there in a fetal position, trying to gather some strength back in my limbs. “And it probably will for the next few days. But you deserved it.”

“I know. I’m such a horny, bad girl, huh?”

“Yeah. You are.”

“Thanks, Daddy.” I beamed sadly at him. “I can’t believe we weren’t caught.”

“Right? Makes me want to pump a baby inside you.”

I craned my neck to the side to look up at him. “R-Really?”

He nodded succinctly. “I thought it would go away after I came in your tight little asshole. But it hasn’t yet.”

“Oh jeez. What are we gonna do about that, Daddy?”

“Well, it probably can’t happen.”

I frowned and nodded. I understood. The silence dragged on and we just sat in the darkness, still panting. My whole body was spunky and sweaty.

Even if we couldn’t have a baby, my fertile young body would always be ready for him, and he knew it. We didn’t need to touch on the subject any longer, because I felt like we were both out of breath.

For now, I had been pumped full and controlled, ever since Mom escaped from the couch.

That was her mistake. We had only capitalized on it in the only way we knew how.

But I had a feeling I wasn’t going to be able to forget the thought of my strong, rich, controlling stepdaddy pumping a baby into me and making me his little housewife slut.

Now that he’d brought it up, it was going to be the next obsession I carried with me . . .

And that was his
 mistake.

~
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~
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Chapter One

Angelina
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I
 was lazing around
 the house on a Saturday afternoon. Resting prone on my belly, with my feet dangling and kicking up behind me, I texted my friends, Holly and Tori.

I hadn’t seen the girls in a while because I’d been so caught up in my steamy affair with Vincent Sorenson, my stepdad. Our relationship had been tight for months now, and I gladly accepted the tradeoff of spending time with him rather than the girls my own age.

Don’t get me wrong, Holly and Tori were great. They knew how to party and have fun, they liked to get wild and promiscuous, but they didn’t hold a candle to Daddy.

At the moment, dressed in a tank top and booty shorts that ran up my thighs, I daydreamed of Vincent barging into the house, peeling down my cute little shorts, and taking me right here on the couch.

I wanted to feel Daddy’s fat, throbbing cock squeeze between my buttcheeks and skewer my poor little pussy into oblivion, without a word passed between us. Or my asshole, if he wanted to spit on his cock and plunge into my tight sphincter before I even had a chance to tell him yes or no. We’d done it before, and though it was an incredibly tight fit, the sensation was remarkable. 

I wanted to be demolished, molded to his liking, as my body bounced on the couch in a prone-bone position and I screamed his name to the heavens, explosive orgasm after orgasm racking my tight body.

Take my holes, Daddy—all of them! Fill my throat, make me gag and cough all over your cock until I’m seeing stars. Control my body like I’m a useless little fleshlight built only for your pleasure.

After all, this was the same couch that he’d taken me on just recently during our traditional movie night at the Hutchins household. This movie night had been anything but “traditional,” though. After mom had gone up to go to sleep, her advances spoiled by my stepdaddy, Vince had forced me to suck his cock, lodging his huge bitch-breaker down my throat before I sputtered and came hands-free. Mom had come down to get some water, in a last ditch effort to try and wrangle her husband up the stairs into her bedroom, but my mouth had been suctioned against his shaft the entire time, a blanket thrown over my head. Once the she left, her plan spoiled, I had bounced on his lap and squirted all over the goddamn TV screen.

It had been the closest we’d come to getting caught by my mom yet. And it had been so freaking hot, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

My pussy ached at the perverted thoughts. I had become a total slut for my stepdaddy, never wanting to spend a moment without him. He had taken my skydiving and fucked me out in an open field, with only cows and animals around to watch. He had screwed me in a pool on my 21st
 birthday, when my mom—his wife—had been napping on a lounge chair nearby. He had fucked me in the car, in the office, in restaurant bathrooms. Anywhere and everywhere that we decided to get down and dirty, Vincent was game.

We loved flirting with danger. It made the whole process that much lewder and steamier. The thrill of possibly getting caught made me cum my brains out whenever he impaled me with his huge cock and pounded the life out of me.

Now, as I texted Holly and Tori, my pussy got wet just thinking about it. I kicked my feet out and squeezed my thighs together as I felt my thong dampening underneath me. Before long, more lady-juice stains would be befouling the familing couch.

I was incorrigible, in my early twenties and the physical prime of my life. My body was nubile, fertile, and tight. My tits were big, my ass was fat, and my pussy was to die for. I had a cute face, with a bratty sneer that gave men hard-ons just looking at them under my half-lidded eyes. Daddy had turned me into this terrible little sex fiend, and I couldn’t get enough of it. He had given me the confidence to live the rest of my life knowing what I had to offer—wherever my life might lead me. In some ways, I felt like that had been his purpose all along, ever since I first walked in on him jerking off to pictures of me, and then he promptly fucked the shit out of me for the first time.

I desperately didn’t want my life to be led away from Vince, but I knew what we had going had to end at some point. It would either end in heartbreak, surprise, or we would fizzle out.

I didn’t place much trust in the latter. There was no “fizzling out” where Vince and I was concerned. No, he would either go crawling back to my mom, having had enough of the secrets and thrill, and wanting to go back to the boring way things were . . . or Mom would find out, probably catching us mid-coitus, and our lives would be flipped upside down.

Whichever way it went, I had a lot of thanks to give my stepdaddy. He had opened my life to whole new possibilities. He had corrupted me and turned me into the sexual woman I was today. I hadn’t thought of the shitty breakup I’d gone through with my college-aged boyfriend for eons, because my mind was always filled with Vincent.

Alas, he wasn’t here this afternoon. It saddened me to know that he was out and about doing errands, while I was here on the couch getting sopping wet, just waiting and imagining him drilling my cunt into submission.

But I knew I would see him soon. It was all part of the plan. Holly and Tori were trying to get me to go to the beach with them because it was such a sunny, beautiful day in San Diego and none of us were working. I’d told my mom—who was still in the house—that that’s where I was going in a little bit.

I wasn’t going to meet up with my besties, though. They could hit the beach without me. I had a big cock to pleasure and slobber on. I was just waiting for the secret call from Vincent to tell me when to come outside.

As far as my mom Jodie knew, Vincent was at a lunch with his employees, handing out gifts for a job well done this year. His investment firm was rolling in the money, making an absolute killing, and today was the day that he handed out raises, promotions, gifts, and all the other stuff that kept the employees of Sorenson & Cafferty happy.

I assumed Roxanne, that big-titted bimbo bitch who blackmailed us into getting her pussy pumped by Vincent, would be getting the biggest handout of all, even if it was off the books.

After the gift-giving ceremony, Vince was supposed to be taking the employees out to some mini golf that would last hours, which meant Vince would be out of the house all day. Secretly, that second part of the plan was time he would be spending with me. Since the office would be emptied out, he would either take me there to bounce me on his cock, or to a five-star suite at one of the hotels nearby.

I was buzzing with energy and excitement, starting to undulate on the couch to rub my throbbing clit against the cushion. It felt nice, and with how wet I was getting imagining all the ways Daddy would demolish me, it wouldn’t be long before I came.

I didn’t want Mom to see, though. She had been upstairs most of the day, but she’d come down a few times to get things out of the kitchen, and I wondered when she’d show up next.

Again, the anticipation and thrill of Mom catching me in the act as I squirted all over the couch had my pussy rumbling with desire.

A buzzing sound caught my attention and I ignored it, continuing to text Holly and Tori while I waited—keeping them in the dark and expectant at the same time.


Ya ya ya, I’ll try to make it,
 I texted.

Bitch it’s beautiful out! Get your hot ass to Marine Street!

That was one of our favorite beaches to go to, but Vince had all but prohibited me from going there after he’d seen me getting hit on by a couple cute boys my own age. That was the day he’d blown off a six-digit client while at restaurant to come “rescue” me and punish me into submission in the restaurant bathroom. I’d walked out with my makeup and mascara smearing my face, tears in my eyes like he’d just been wailing on me, even though the only wailing he’d done had been pumping my pussy until it was raw.

He had made up with the hot, ginger client a bit later, and I wondered if he had a secret thing going on with Michelle Bettencourt, too. I doubted it, because so far it seemed Daddy only had eyes for me. Thank God. I wasn’t sure what I would do if I found out Vince had been lying to me when he whispered sweet nothings in my ear, just to get between my legs, while he secretly had a harem of women at his disposal.

I had almost thought that was a possibility when he had first blown out Roxy’s pussy in the office, after she caught me blowing him. He had completely screwed her into stupefaction, with an anger and vigor that I hadn’t seen before. All I could do was stare, horrified, as he stretched the bimbo’s gaping pussy wide and filled her with his thick seed.

But he had promised me it was only because he’d been angry and had no choice. Roxanne could ruin Vince and the firm with her little blackmailing video, and he needed to put her in her place. I understood.

I shook my head free of thoughts of Roxanne, despite that little incident being so hot. I had lowered myself to crawling up behind Vince as he bent her over his desk, and eating his asshole while he made the mean bimbo see God.

Another buzzing lit up behind me and I craned my neck, properly annoyed and curious now. Slowly, I got up from the couch, leaving my phone on the cushion, and readjusted my booty shorts before rising to my feet. I looked down and smoothed a palm over my front, trembling as the pad of my hand rubbed over my tender clit and made me see dots for a moment.

I hadn’t made a spoiling leak in my gray shorts yet, so that was good.

Stretching my arms over my head and sighing, I leisurely waltzed over to the kitchen counter, where I found a phone jingling from a text message.

I furrowed my brow. It was my mother’s phone.

Mom always kept her phone on her. She was a very private person, for the most part, and the sight of her black iPhone had me scratching my head. She was still upstairs, so what was her phone doing down here?

She’d forgotten it.

Like a nosey little neighbor, I shrugged and grabbed the phone to see who had been texting her. The text had rattled the phone out of its key-in lockscreen, with the green bubble sitting bright in the center of the phone, waiting to be read.

For some reason, my heart started pounding in my chest. Probably because I was being a little eavesdropper for no good reason, but also because I felt an odd pang of something in the pit of my stomach. A sinking feeling, as I thought, who would be texting Mom in the middle of the day? She never talks to anyone—she’s a homebody, for crying out loud, and prides herself in it!


The name from the messenger read “Mister.” Okay, that’s strange. Strike one.


I assumed it was from Vincent, because who else could “Mister” be? Then again, why would Daddy be texting Mom and not me . . . unless he was planning on double-dealing and fucking her instead of me!

My heart raced faster.

I clicked through her messages and gasped.

“Mister” was not Vincent, because she had another text a few rungs down called “Vinnie”—the nickname my stepdad hated to be called was literally written in stone on Jodie’s phone.

Bitch move, Mom.

So then, who was “Mister”?

I read the text, my mouth moving silently over the words.

When will she be gone?

And the most recent one, which had alerted me with the second jingle: Let me know.


My eyes scrolled up the dialogue, which was relatively new—only a few chats between them. My eyebrows were firmly cross now, pulled tightly inward. 

And that’s when I saw the message my mom had sent some time before the two incoming messages.

She’s going to the beach soon with her “friends.”

My mouth dropped open, throat constricting.

First of all, why the hell had Mom called Tori and Holly “friends” . . . unless she didn’t believe I was going to go hang out with them?

And second of all, this whole back-and-forth had me confused as fuck. I blinked rapidly and tossed the phone back on the counter like it was poisonous to my skin.

It seemed Mom wasn’t the homebody we all thought she was.

Jodie Hutchins had some family secrets of her own.
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Chapter Two

Vincent
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I
 t was just around
 midday when I finished my errands. I was pleased with my haul, checking out the rear-view mirror to spy the black bags sitting in the back seat of my brand new Rolls-Royce Cullinan SUV.

That had been the first
 shopping expenditure of the morning, the $330,000 luxury SUV painted sleek black, with a beautiful orange leather, embroidered interior.

It was a nice little present to myself for killing it on the job front all year long. I’d had my Beemer for nearly three years, which was way too long to hold onto one car for someone with money like me.

I knew my little Angel would be ecstatic to see that I’d upgraded to a big-boy ride. And it was literally one of the nicest SUVs on the market, with luxury features out the ass and plenty of headspace.

It had been between this one and the Lamborghini Urus, a sportier Italian SUV, but I had decided on the Rolls because it cost more, it was less flashy, and I’d rather have the interior space than the speed. The Lambo was nice, don’t get me wrong, but the Cullinan oozed class and style.

And beyond that, my little black bags were beckoning me from the backseat, and I smiled in the rear-view mirror.

Employees be damned. They all got their little gifts this morning, including free checks and bonuses—a hefty fifty-grand bonus for that whore Roxanne, that came out of my own pocket—but the real gift came to me. The co-partner of Sorenson & Cafferty, with his name first on the gable, deserved to ride in style. Miles Cafferty, my married, upright partner, liked to live under his means . . . even though his “means” was an eight-figure take-home in the mid-millions. Miles could have bought a few fucking yachts with the money he’d made this year alone, and so could I, but my stoic partner wasn’t the flashy type.

Me, well . . . I planned to get myself a yacht pretty soon here. Why the fuck not? Something to ride off into the sunset with Angelina. And if things really did go south, we could escape on the back of the craft and do backflips off the railing on Catalina Island.

I was creating exit strategies for myself, in case things went awry back home. The thought process made sense, because it had been way
 too close the other night when Jodie had come downstairs while her daughter was choking on my cock. If it hadn’t been for the little blanket Angie had brought down with her before the movie started, which I could drape over her body between my lap and pretend like my legs were cold, we would have been fucked. Caught red-handed.

The thrill of almost-discovery was one thing, but the life-ruining act of actually
 getting caught by my wife, and the turmoil it would lead to, was quite another.

If Jodie found out about me and her daughter—my stepgirl—there was a chance she would try to skin me for half of everything I owned. I had always played it safe with prenups and such, but there were stipulations that went against those, such as proof of infidelity.

Which was why Roxanne had gotten a hefty, mid-five-figure bonus under the table at the company breakfast this morning, when the highest amount the rest of the crew got was about ten K. I couldn’t let her little video of me and Angie together somehow get in front of the face of my wife.

Things were much more tenuous now that the relationship with my Angel had been going on for so long. For one, we were starting to do riskier things, to keep the action spicy and both of us interested.

I never thought I would lose interest in Angelina, but you never knew. With the way things were going at home, and a possible divorce on the horizon, perhaps I’d want to quit the whole dramatic Hutchins family in the household, if things did
 turn to shit.

There had been times when I had doubted my Angel, but not anymore. I knew I had her firmly under my thumb, and there was no way she was getting out from under it unless I let her. Which I didn’t plan to do.

After finishing with my errands, for instance, I planned to take her out of the house and have my way with her. Discipline the little girl for almost getting us caught the other night . . . even though it was mostly my fault because I had forced her to deepthroat my cock while we watched Midnight in Paris.


Boy, that night had turned from romantic to slutty in a hurry.

I swung the Rolls-Royce around the block, turning onto my street, and then drove past my house. The SUV drove like a dream, and I was very happy with my purchase, which I’d bought with cash, of course.

In fact, Jodie didn’t even know I had this beast now. I could probably pull up to the driveway and scoop Angie up, and Jodie would be none the wiser.

But I didn’t want to chance that, so I pulled past the house and around the block before reaching for my phone and texting Angelina that I was there.

I typed into the phone: Your king awaits, Princess. In a new carriage . . .
  

Then I sat back and sighed contentedly, cupping my hands behind my head.

Angelina came running out a minute later, dressed in skimpy little booty shorts that made her big luscious ass jiggle as she ran. My cock sprung to life as I stared at her out the side mirror, pushing against my slacks and making me readjust so I could drive without my hard erection getting in the way.

Then again, I wasn’t planning on doing much driving today.

When she hopped into the passenger seat, her face was lit up like the sun. “Oh my God, Daddy, this ride is fucking rad!”

Oh, kids. They always knew how to make an entrance. Seeing her bubbling up so happily filled me with pride and joy. It was good, because I had thought she had a stern expression on her face before jumping into the lush passenger seat.

I reached over and petted her, running my fingers through her chocolate hair. “Oh? Do you approve of the new ride, Angel?”

“What is it? It’s so badass!”

I chuckled. “A Rolls-Royce, baby. I thought you might enjoy it. I took your suggestion of getting a new car highly. It was time.”

“So the employees didn’t get any bonuses . . . just you?” she asked, then gave me a sly grin.

“Oh, they got some goodies. I got some for you, too.” I nodded my chin over my shoulder to the backseat, where the black bags rested.

“Ooo! What are they?”

Her excitement was infectious as her little hands balled into fists and she twisted in her seat. I wanted to grab her hand right then and there and force her to rub against my cock before pulling it out of my pants.

But I could wait. For the moment.

I reined in my desire and said, “Handcuffs, whips, a ballgag, a buttplug, two new vibrators, and a new phone for you. Also some lingerie.”

Her mouth popped open as I rattled off the list. Yes, it had been a busy morning of grocery shopping.

I shrugged at her astounded face, which was so cute I could have pinched her cheeks. “I wanted to spice things up a bit.”

“A bit
 ? Daddy, that’s a whole torture chamber worth of shit! What if I don’t like being handcuffed?” She crossed her arms over her chest and pouted.

“Too bad,” I said easily. “Because it’s happening.”

Then I twisted, reached back, and grabbed something from one of the bags. “In fact, put this in right now.”

She opened the little box and pulled out the small buttplug I’d picked out. It tapered at the end and had a jeweled knob with which to pull from.

She licked her lips and stammered. “I-It’s beautiful. Especially for a buttplug. But right now, Daddy? We’re so close to the house.”

“I want you trained for my cock, Princess.” I nodded to her sagely to explain myself.

“It’s going to make my pussy extra super tight. Buttplugs always do, Daddy.”

I smiled at her. “Good. That’s the plan.”

“I don’t want to hurt your cock or clamp too hard against it, Daddy . . .”

With a snort, I waved her off. “Put the plug in, Angie. That’s an order. You let me worry about my cock—I’ll be fine, I assure you.”

“O-Okay.” She nodded diligently to me and gave me a big, doe-eyed look.

Without further ado, she lifted her butt from the seat and started peeling down her booty shorts, hooking her fingers into the waistband.

I watched, licked my lips, and then held out a palm when she was halfway down her creamy thighs.

“Hold that thought,” I said. Then I looked over my shoulders, into the rear-view mirror, and the side mirrors. I had pulled over to the curb and no one was out walking their dogs or anything on this sunny day—which was nice, because the first time we’d been caught fucking in my Beemer had been by a dogwalker.

“I want to do it myself,” I said in a low, husky voice.

She gulped as I turned my steely gaze to her. “R-Really?”

I gestured widely at the car. “Might as well christen the new carriage, right?”

She nodded again, submitting and bowing her head while she pulled her booty shorts back up—high enough up her thighs that I could see the crease her pussy made as the fabric bit into her slit.

My cock twitched again. “Luckily,” I continued, “we have plenty of space in this new ride. Now then, get on your hands and knees and point your ass in my face. Come on, ass up.”

She spun around, face flushing bright pink. I could read the utter desire in her eyes. She made herself into a little ball and raised her butt into the air so it hovered over the center console of the SUV. Her back was perfectly leveled like a plank, and I ran my hand over her spine and the narrow curve of her waist. I could feel the straps of her slutty thong through my fingers and her booty shorts.

I reached over and grabbed the buttplug, then fondled the crease of her cunt through her clothes. When she moaned, I yanked her panties down her thighs, letting her big ass billow out right in front of my face.

I licked my lips again, utterly enjoying the sight of her huge round ass. I casually spanked her right cheek and left a handprint, the sound echoing through the closed windows of the SUV.

She yelped, body jolting at the sound and sensation of flesh on flesh contact.

I pulled aside the thong flossing her asscrack and let the string bite into the curvy flesh of her asscheek, giving her a lewd, dirty appearance that drove me wild.

Everything about Angelina Hutchins drove me crazy. I always wanted to demolish her and corrupt her because she was so sweet. She wasn’t the same innocent girl she had been when I first took her—now molded to my desire—but I would never stop loving the way I could break her and build her back up. She was everything I wanted in a woman, even if she was only half my age.

That made it all the hotter, in fact, because she kept me young.

Now I was staring into the perfect, puckering ring of her tight asshole, the ring of muscles calling to me, while her pussy dripped with juices.

“Ah, honey, you’re soaking down here.”

“I know, Daddy. I’m sorry—I can’t help it.”

My fingers probed the tender folds and glided along her slit, making her body tense up from the suddenness of it. I leaned my head in and flicked my tongue over her engorged clit and she moaned, flexing her wobbly thighs. Her asscheeks bounced above my head, and then I delved deeper with my tongue, licking her pretty pink pussy and lapping up her nectar. She had a beautiful floral scent and taste to her that was unlike anything in the world.

“Oh, Daddy, you’re gonna make me cum already.”

“Not so fast, sweetheart.”

I pulled back, holding her ass in front of my face, clenching down on her big round cheeks that dwarfed my hand. And I didn’t have a small hand, by any means, but her rear-end was just that superior.

My thumb rubbed around the tight skin of her rosebud, making her quiver. I sunk it inside the hole, watching as my finger sank inside her and the skin around her anus suctioned around my digit.

When I’d created a tiny hole for her, I pulled back and then replaced my thumb with the tip of the buttplug.

Her ass shook, swaying left and right as the plug sank deeper and deeper into her, until the entire nub was inside and she managed to close around the tapered end.

When it was all said and done, juices were dripping down Angie’s thighs and she had her forehead against the passenger window as she moaned breathlessly. The diamond-studded hilt of the buttplug stuck out, keeping her filled and clogged as I pulled her panties back into place and her booty shorts up after it.

When she sat down on the seat, she winced before writhing with pleasure.

I rubbed her shoulder, leaned over, and claimed her mouth, stealing a kiss and fusing my lips to hers.

Our tongues darted and batted, but I quickly gained dominance and flattened my muscle over hers, tasting her warmth and essence.

I noticed a flicker of something inside her as I stuck my tongue down her throat. My brow pinched and I pulled back slowly, leaving a strand of saliva drooling from the corner of her lips.

“What’s wrong, Angel? Do you really not like the plug that much?”

She shook her head. “N-No, it’s not that, Daddy. It feels amazing and I think I’ll cum if you so much as touch my little pussy. I want to ride you so bad!”

That announcement only made me harder, but also piqued my curiosity to new heights. “Then what is it, baby? You look troubled.”

“I, um, found something in the house. I forgot about it because I was so excited to see you and your new car.”

I sighed and leaned back in my seat. My cock was quickly turning flaccid in my pants, which I hated, but any mention of my home life—especially when I was so close to devouring Angelina whole—naturally made my boner die as thoughts of Jodie consumed me.

“What is it?” I asked darkly. “Don’t keep secrets from me, Angel.”

“N-Never!” She cried back too quickly, reaching out and placing a hand on my bicep. She started biting her bottom lip nervously, and that made my heart pump faster—not in lust, but because I was suddenly getting nervous.

If Angie was getting nervous because of something she saw or heard at the house, I had every reason to share that anxiety.

Now she was driving me crazy in a different way.

“Well? Out with it, honey. Don’t make me ask again,” I said.

She sighed with a little “o” forming in her mouth, her breath ragged and her shoulders slumping.

“I saw Mom’s phone before I left. Someone was texting her.”

“Who?”

She shrugged. “Someone named ‘Mister.’ I didn’t get the whole situation because I was scared, but, um, she was waiting for me to leave. To meet up with the girls.”

Something I rarely felt when I was around Angelina boiled inside me.

Rage.

It started behind my eyes and rippled down my spine and extremities.

But then the rage morphed into something else.

Opportunity.


So, Jodie wants to try and pull a fast one on
 me, does she?
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Chapter Three

Angelina


[image: image]








I
 followed hot on Vincent’s
 heels, unable to stop myself. I was unable to stop him, too, from barreling toward the front door of the house.

I knew I shouldn’t have been following him. I wasn’t even supposed to be home right now—but neither was he. And I wanted to make sure he didn’t do anything stupid, because he seemed so damn angry.

Like a trainwreck, I couldn’t look away from whatever catastrophe was about to unfold. My heart thumped beneath my ribcage, beating so hard that I thought it would try to escape.

Plus, I was infinitely curious about what the hell my mom was getting into. Had she really been fooling us all, the whole time? Acting like a fragile flower while pulling some fast ones with this “Mister” character?

I had to know.

Things were coming to a head—a screeching halt—at a breakneck speed. I had always expected things to turn out this way, but I had just thought that we’d
 be the ones in the crosshairs. My daddy and I, always fucking in the most random places, doing the most obscene things to each other.

The front door flew open from Vincent’s hard push. I streamed in behind him, biting my lip and going to my tiptoes so I could see over his shoulder at whatever was happening.

And what I found shocked me, to say the least, making me gasp aloud and slap a hand over my mouth to keep from crying out.

My mom was bent over the kitchen counter, in mid-moan with her tits flat against the counter surface and a cooking apron around her body, pancaking her boobs.

She wore nothing else under the apron, caught in some kind of light roleplay as she acted like the casual housewife. The housewife that we had all thought she actually was.

Behind her, a man pumped into her pussy, hands gripped tightly around her waist and pulling back on her wide hips.

For the first time in my life, I saw my mother naked. Or at least mostly naked. For the first time in my life, I also saw a hard, veiny cock plunging inside her hole, making her scream with unadulterated bliss as her neck craned backward so she could stare up at the ceiling with her tongue out.

Shock registered in Vincent’s body language, his whole figure going stiff as a board. He froze so fast in the doorway that I ran into him, bumping my nose against his shoulder as he stood frozen to the floor.

I finally got a glimpse of the man railing my mother, both their faces whipping over when the door burst on its hinges and smacked against the wall. The man came at the same time, maybe from the excitement and sudden change in atmosphere, or maybe because Jodie’s pussy just felt that
 good. 

When he pulled his cock out, cum dripped out of my mom’s pussy between her legs, while more spurts of jizz roped onto her bare backside.

The man fucking her was none other than Miles Cafferty, my stepdad’s partner at his investment firm. The stoic, neat, married man who always seemed to have his shit together—who would give Vincent shit whenever he didn’t seem to have his
 stuff together.

I side-eyed my stepdaddy and saw confusion and betrayal written on his face all at the same time. For the first time in my life, I saw the color drain from his chiseled cheeks, utter shock washing over him and stealing the life from his face.

Then the muscles of his neck stiffened, and I knew he was about to do something gnarly.

Miles’ clean face was the very picture of guilt and surprise. If my stepdaddy was rattled, then Miles was instantly terrified.

Mom looked shocked, too, but her guilt was deeper-sewn. While Miles appeared like he was about to pass out, his guilt surface level, Mom had a look on her face that told me this wasn’t over—almost sly, though her mouth was still open. I didn’t even know if it was open from an orgasm and the load Miles had just dumped inside her, or if it was open from the abrupt disturbance to their affair.

I mean, it happened so fast! I had only left the house like twenty minutes before, and here was the upstanding citizen Miles Cafferty giving it to my mom with everything he had. He must have been parked around the corner, just waiting for word of me leaving, before diving into the house for an adulterous quickie.

Miles tried to stuff his hard cock in his slacks, even as he spilled a bit of cum down the front of them. I had to admit, it was pretty damn big for a smaller guy, but I couldn’t help but stare at my mother to watch how her face shifted and went through all the stages of denial at once: shock, guilt, anger, and acceptance.

It probably wasn’t all of the stages, but it was pretty damn close, and the way her face contorted told me everything I needed to know. Almost like she’d wanted
 to get caught in the act, as depraved as that sounded.

She looked hot bent over with her tits spilling out the sides of her apron, her ass red and raw from being spanked over and over—another fact I wanted to disregard and would never say out loud to anyone in my life. Cum dripped down her legs to pool at her feet in the kitchen.

The same kitchen where she, Vince, and I had our evening dinners sometimes. The same kitchen where we cooked popcorn before movie night. It had been utterly defiled, and I wasn’t sure I ever wanted to step foot in there again.

All of this happened in an instant, though it seemed to last ages before anyone said anything.

“V-Vincent!” Mom cried out, limping to stand to her full height, before shuddering reflexively and deflating at her husband’s appearance.

Vince turned furious, his brooding turning from cold to hot in the snap of a finger. Had I been a wiser woman, not lost in the craziness of it all, I would have whipped out my phone—not to hurt my mother, though it inadvertently would, but to help Vince’s case in the future.

Because there was no way he was going to let this stand. Even if he’d been cheating with me for the past few months, he was the alpha man of the relationship—the man of the house who brought home the bacon. And now his wife was cheating on him on a Saturday afternoon.

What a scandal.

Miles raised his palms forward, comically, like he thought he was going to get away with this; like we literally hadn’t just caught him with his pants down.

“Vin, buddy, it’s not what it looks like!”

Without a word, Vincent stormed toward the kitchen. My eyes bulged and I followed, trying to wrap a hand around his bicep.

He quickly shrugged it off.

My stepdad towered over his partner and Miles couldn’t help but back up toward the fridge and stove as Vince descended on him.

“W-Wait, Vince!” Miles yelped, cringing and clamping his eyes shut.

Vincent cocked an arm back and my future—our
 futures together—flashed before my eyes.

“Daddy, stop!” I cried out, unable to stop myself. I hadn’t meant to call him “Daddy” in front of everyone, but I couldn’t help it. I had just blurted it out—my luck for using the phrase so often that it just came naturally to me now.

At the sound of my voice, Vincent’s rigid body language froze again, his fist cocked back past his ear. He had been ready to clock a good one on Miles Cafferty, and I didn’t blame him one bit.

But something in my voice had stalled him.

“It’s not worth it!” I yelled, trying to keep him in check. “Think of the future!”

By that, I obviously meant our
 future, but I couldn’t exactly say that out loud without outing myself, could I?

My words somehow sank into Vince’s head, as enraged and scornful as he was in that tense moment.

Mom had backed up into a corner of the kitchen. Miles had his back against the fridge. I was about ten feet behind him, just watching—all of us stock-still.

Vincent Sorenson scared the entire household into frightened silence. At that moment, everyone was terrified of him. As well we should be, given what we’d just walked in on.

Vincent’s hand opened into a palm and he reached out, making Miles squirm and flinch.

Daddy grabbed his business partner’s left hand and yanked it up into the air so it was next to Miles’ face.

“Open your fucking eyes, coward,” Vince snarled, his voice seething full of hatred.

I felt so bad for him, seeing him getting betrayed like this by someone he had trusted for so long. Hell, they’d started a business together—one of the most successful investment firms this side of the Mississippi—and now it was all tumbling down. I could only imagine the doom and gloom coursing through Daddy’s head right now, and I wanted to run over and make it all better for him.

I wanted to get on my knees and whip his cock out, to show Mom and Miles how it was really
 done.

Yes, Vince had been cheating on her, but in this strange turn of events, it didn’t seem to matter. There was a difference between a scandalous, hidden affair, and one out in the open like this.

Miles finally cracked an eye open, to find himself staring at his own wedding band, which Vincent held between his fingers.

That was the other thing: Miles Cafferty had supposedly always been happily married. Had he strayed because things got boring at home? By all accounts, his wife was a smokeshow, so I found that hard to believe. He had enough money to get any
 woman he wanted.

So why Vincent’s wife
 ? Why Jodie?

That was the biggest fuck-you of all—the harshest betrayal in this trainwreck: Miles had made it personal. Maybe he hated Vincent’s good lucks and laissez-faire attitude he had about everything. Maybe he was jealous and angry that Vince seemed to be the top dog in the firm, even though his name was also on the letterhead.

It didn’t matter, really. The reason was irrelevant for everyone except Vincent, I imagined.

“Do you see this?” Daddy yelled, gesturing at Miles’ wedding band with his chin. “You’re a fucking fraud, Miles. Get the fuck out of my house.”

“Vin, please, let me exp—”

“I said get the fuck out!
 Before I wring your skinny little neck and Sorenson & Cafferty has to spend the next week washing your name off the goddamn building! I’ll fucking deal with you later.”

Miles gulped, nodded, and managed to slither past Vincent. Daddy wasn’t giving him any room to maneuver, so Miles had to literally squeeze by like a snake.

He rushed past me, not so much as giving me a glance, and out the door. Like the coward he was.

My heart hurt. I had no room to talk, of course, because we were all cowards in this house if we really got down to it.

My lip was going raw from biting it so hard . . .

. . . and yet, the buttplug lodged in my asshole was making me wetter than rain. Like, this whole situation was so damn hot
 to me, as depraved and terrible as it was.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

Vincent turned to his wife. My mother.

Her knowing, expectant face went slack. She didn’t even seem scared, and for the life of me I couldn’t figure out how she had such a strong poker face. She never had before.

What did she know that she wasn’t telling us?

“Angelina, honey,” Vincent said, his voice calming down just a notch. “Go upstairs. I need to talk to your mother. Alone.”

I gasped and clenched my jaw shut. I hadn’t expected that, and it riled me up. I tried to retort, because I wanted to stay and see how this played out. Why was he making me leave?

“B-But, Vince—”

“Not now, Angel. Not now.” His voice went deeper and deeper, and I knew it brooked no room for argument. I was his precious little Angel, after all, and what he said was the end of it.

If he ordered me to leave, I would. If he ordered me to get on my knees so he could cockslap my pretty face and take his anger out on me in front of my mother, I gladly would have done that, too.

I rushed up the stairs, stomping as loudly and angrily as I could.

I was suddenly close to tears, because Vincent seemed to be shutting me off after such a tense moment—after I had just rescued him from making a huge mistake by clobbering Miles into oblivion.

Now, Vince could probably win something from his partner—force the sleazy bastard out and run the whole operation by himself.

At the top of the stairs, I stepped a few more times loudly on the rug . . . walking in place to make a show of going to my room like a good little girl.

But I stayed glued where I was at the top of the steps. Then I crouched into a ball and leaned forward and down to listen.

I didn’t care what Daddy said. I wasn’t going to fucking miss this for the world.
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Chapter Four

Vincent
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“W
 hat the
 fuck,
 Jodie.”

My voice was level. For the time being. I didn’t want to scare my wife, but I also did.

How could I have been so fooled? In the past, I had thought there was a chance she was cheating on me, but I never thought it would actually play out in real life. It was more of a fantasy, to try and justify my own actions with her daughter.

After all, I was not innocent here. So I had to keep my temper in check, because the guilt that tore inside me was two-faced.

Then again . . . did
 I have to keep my temper in check? Wouldn’t it have made more sense to blow up like this was the craziest shit ever? Or would she suspect something was up if I stayed calm and collected?

Angelina had talked me out of busting open Miles’ jaw. Thank God for her, because I’d been close, but when she’d yelled “It’s not worth it!” I totally understood what she went.

That momentary pause was enough to calm down.

I couldn’t believe the fucking backstabbing snake. Fucking my wife
 ? As my business partner? Over the counter where I sometimes ate dinner with Jodie and Angelina?

Motherfucker.

I would never be able to forgive or trust Jodie after this. It had come as such a shock to my system, I hardly knew what to say. I had thought we were starting to get back on track, but boy had I been wrong.

So if I felt so shitty about the situation, why the hell did she have that knowing, smug expression on her face? She was close to a smirk, and it threw me off.

For the longest time, she said nothing.

“Well?” I asked finally. “Are you going to say anything? Are you going to try and defend yourself? Or are you just gonna stand there with your tits out and that stupid, silly apron on?”

She shrugged. “What’s there to say, Vincent?”

Ah. So she knew she was caught and nothing would talk me off the ledge. Well, then maybe I could dig into her a little bit, just so I’d feel better about myself—about my own infidelity.

“Why Miles, Jodie? Why my business partner? Are you trying to ruin my life?”

“I could ask the same about you.”

My brow furrowed, head snapping back on my neck. “What’s that
 supposed to mean?”

She put her hands on her bare hips, and I had to admit it was enticing. But I was so angry, my hard-on was there only for Angelina—not because of what I’d just witnessed. At least that’s what I told myself as I tried to shift my weight and hide it.

“Never mind,” she said, shaking her head. Cum still dripped down the insides of her thighs. Goddammit. “Maybe I’m trying to help
 you, Vinnie.”

I snorted incredulously, almost breaking out into an evil laugh. “Don’t be fucking stupid, Jodie. That makes no goddamn sense. You were only helping yourself. Clearly.”

She shrugged again. “I’ve singlehandedly gotten Miles out of the picture for your business, right? Isn’t that something?”

“That was never your intent and you know it. You’re just unlucky because I caught you.” I turned away, disgusted at her face.

All this time, I’d thought she was lounging around and moping because she was depressed. I had felt bad
 for her, when in actuality it seemed like she had just been putting on a façade—waiting for me to leave at night or whenever, to make her booty call.

“How long has this been going on?” I demanded.

She shrugged again. Way too nonchalantly—it riled me. “Not too long. A couple weeks, maybe.”

“What did you do to entice him? What did it take to get that married goody-two-shoes to fuck you, Jodie?”

She scoffed. “What, you don’t think I’m pretty enough to lure a man in?”

“I don’t think you’re cunning enough.”

Her face scrunched angrily at that. Basically, I was calling her stupid.

“Well, I have questions for you, then,” she blurted, losing a bit of control. Her hands bunched into fists at her sides. “Since I know you’ve
 been helping yourself, too.”

Are you trying to ruin my life?

Maybe I’m trying to help you.

You’re only helping yourself.

She keeps taking my words and throwing them back at me. Why? The fuck is up with that?

“Do you really think this is a time for you to press me, Jodie?” I snarled.

“Well, answer this for me. When did you start fucking my daughter?”

I blinked, face going slack.

My mind broke, short-circuiting, and all my thoughts melted away.

“W-What?” I stuttered.

She threw up her arms. “Oh, I know, honey.
 You’re fucking Angelina, I’m fucking Miles”—her hands flew up in frustration—“it’s just one big incestuous family around here, isn’t it?!”

She was on the verge of hysterics now, eyes glistening with unshed tears.

The strategy I went with was the oldest one in the book, despite my heart tumbling to my shoes.

Deny, deny, deny.  

I flapped a hand at her, scoffing incredulously and trying to regain my composure. “Don’t be ridiculous, Jo—”

“Don’t fucking patronize me, Vincent Sorenson. I know what’s been going on between you and my daughter. You asked how could I? How could you
 ?!”

She stepped forward and I backpedaled. Though she only came up to my chest, her words and body movements were scaring me. For a moment, I thought she was going to reach for a kitchen knife.

Then she abruptly cooled down. Her whole body deflated in defeat.

My shoulders slumped, and I couldn’t keep the façade up any longer either. Angelina had taught me to be a less angry, hateful man, and now that I was in the thick of it, I couldn’t press on with my righteous indignation.

If anything, it opened a gaping hole of relief inside me. Relief that it was all over—that Jodie knew.

If only I could calm her down, I hoped we could get to the bottom of this together—that we could figure this out without it being life-altering.

My denial could only go so far before I had to man up. I didn’t want to make a fool of myself any more than I had to.

“I’m sorry,” I said simply. “How . . . how do you know?”

Her face flattened, like she had lost any and all emotion as she tried to bury her sadness deep inside. “Because I’m not an idiot, and I’m more cunning than you’ve ever given me credit for, Vincent. That’s how.”

I swallowed hard. My tongue was stuck to the roof of my mouth. My lips were about to crack open as all the moisture flooded out of my body.

“How long has it been going on?” she asked.

Now that
 was a question I didn’t want to answer. “I don’t know exactly.”

She tilted her head, unconvinced. “Ballpark it, motherfucker.”

“A couple months.”

Oh, how the tables had turned.

Maybe my wife really was cleverer than I’d ever imagined. Maybe this really had
 all been planned by her. I didn’t even know which way was up anymore.

I’d never take her mind for granted again.

She crossed her arms over her chest, still uncaring that she only wore an apron and nothing else underneath. There was a sadness in her eyes that I knew was final.

“I don’t have love for you anymore, Vincent.”

I nodded slowly, begrudgingly. “I know, Jodie. I don’t think you have for a while.”

“Do you still love me?”

“No. I don’t think so.”

She returned my nod, bottom lip trembling. “That’s why I cheated on you.” Her voice was quiet now, but I knew one wrong move might get it to the upper-tier pitch again.

“Same here,” I said glumly.

She scoffed. “No, I think you’ve always been attracted to younger women. You just didn’t think one would blossom so close to you, in your own house.”

I didn’t want to answer that. I had already incriminated myself—what more did she want me to say? That I was sorry? Because I wasn’t.

“You’re sick, Vincent,” she said. “But in a strange way, I understand it. I’m sick, too. We’re all just a bunch of sick fucking puppies in this house.”

I stepped closer to her. “Don’t take this out on Angelina, please.”

One eye bulged, the single brow rising. “Are you grooming her?”

I lurched back with an incredulous gasp. “W-What? No! Never!”

“So why, then—”

“Because I love her. I’ll never let another man lay a finger on her. I promise. She’s my Angel, Jodie.”

“And the daughter of your wife. You’re fucking stepdaughter.
 ”

“Yes. I’m aware of that. I’m not proud of it.”

“I think you are.”

Silence fell over us. There wasn’t much I could say in terms of defending myself. I just felt a little better that I had the Miles situation I could hold over her, too—it gave me a little bit of leverage in an otherwise indefensible position.

“What will you do?” I finally asked, trepidation creeping in my voice. That’s what it really came down to, wasn’t it? Would she try to ruin my life, or not?

And why were our voices so low? Why wasn’t Jodie kicking me out on the spot?

What was she . . . okay with all this?

This entire time, I had imagined this moment being a terrible wrath—the ungodly wrath of a woman scorned, filled with flying pots and pans and thrown punches and tears.

Was Jodie really so defeated that she didn’t care anymore? About her own daughter and her husband carrying on an affair for months?

“I don’t know,” she answered, and I trusted her. For some reason. She sounded genuine. “We need some time apart, clearly. Let me live my life, and I’ll let you live yours . . . for the time being.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

“Just know this—I saw you guys splashing around in the pool on her twenty-first. You thought I didn’t notice Angie squirming between your legs during the movie the other night?

“You’re not as sly as you think, Vincent Sorenson. You should take that with you for the rest of your life, and I’ll always remind you of it—how far you would swoop in the name of sex. How much of a bastard you are.”

I gulped but said nothing.

Jodie turned around and started to walk up the stairs. I watched her ass sashay on the steps as she went—presumably to clothe herself and then leave the house.

I felt defeated, but my rage came roaring back . . .

Yes, I was a bastard. I’d always been a beautiful bastard, though. She knew that when she married me—when she married me for my money,
 no less.

If I was a bastard, she was a golddigger. I provided Jodie everything.

And she provided me with an Angel . . . an innocent, chaste girl I could break and defile and mold to my liking.

Yes, I was grooming Angie. For myself. For a lifetime with me.

And Jodie had just given me the ticket to that lifetime of bliss.
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Chapter Five

Angelina
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I
 squeezed my eyes
 shut and yelled into my pillow, crying hot tears as I scrunched up into a fetal position.

When Mom had finally said that she knew what Vince and I were up to, I’d run away from the scene like a bat out of hell.

I couldn’t eavesdrop anymore—couldn’t take what I expected to hear. I buried myself in my room and wept, because I knew I had lost Daddy.

We had been discovered. Finally. There was no going back from that.

And it had been so abrupt—Mom had turned the tables on Vince masterfully, showing her own ace in the hole after we’d caught her cheating on him.

I expected to hear raised voices, shouting, and banging from downstairs after that.

But I didn’t.

It made me sniffle, realizing the raised voices weren’t coming. I could hear the humming of their voices carrying on the floor of my room, but couldn’t understand them.

And I didn’t want to. I wanted to wallow in my misery and give myself up because I had been such a bad daughter.

Then the door to my room opened.

The silhouette in the doorway was Vince’s—strong, ripped, and bulky. He looked like a savior standing in that doorway.

Or a demon, out for blood.

He slammed the door shut behind him and approached me. “It’s okay, Angel.”

When I saw his face more clearly, I noticed that he truly did have a demonic look on his face, but not one of guilt . . . No, this was the demon to my angelic nature that was fueled by lust and nothing else.

“D-Daddy?” I whined. “I know she knows. I heard it all.”

He laughed and wiped a tear from my eye. “Well, obviously not everything, honey.”

I tilted my head. “What do you mean?”

He kneeled before me and slanted his mouth over mine. I melted into the kiss, knowing it was probably our last one.

When he pulled away, leaving my heartbeat ragged in my chest, he said, “It’s all going to be okay, baby. We’ll get through this.”

“We will?”

I couldn’t believe it. There had to be a trick.

Where was the rage? The guilt? Why hadn’t it come flooding to my throat, constricting my esophagus like Vince’s cock down my throat?

“Your mom and I both have something against each other. But neither of us want to use it.”

I furrowed my brow. “Why not? She could ruin you.”

He shrugged. “I think she’s doing it for your sake, Angel. I can’t believe it either, but she’s . . . okay with it. Well, not okay, but she’s not going to murder me in my sleep, either.”

My eyebrows jumped.

His furrowed, second-guessing himself. “Well, I don’t think so anyway. Should probably be cognizant of that for the next week or so.”

I chuckled breathlessly. “Oh my God, that’s fucking nuts. I-I don’t know what to think.”

“Then don’t think, baby. Just sink into my arms and let your daddy do all the work, okay?”

“H-Here? On my bed?”

He nodded. “Your mom left the house. We don’t need to hide anymore.”

We had never had sex on my bed, though. Not that I could remember. This was like my holy place—the place I could retreat to when things weren’t going well.

And my demon daddy wanted to defile it.

And by God I wanted him to so bad.

I nodded, swallowing hard.

He kissed me again, grabbing the back of my neck and yanking me toward him like he owned me.

Daddy did
 own me. Finally, we didn’t have to hide. Mom knew what was going on and she wasn’t going to go to the cops or file for immediate divorce or try to take all of his money.

Life could go on in a way that neither of us had ever expected.

I reached out between his legs and felt the hardening bulge. I wanted it so badly. I was still slick from watching everything transpire, because I was seriously fucked up and had a voyeur kink I’d never really known about.

Exhibitionism, sure. But I hadn’t known it morphed the other way, too.

Daddy’s cock stiffened in my grip. He groaned and hopped on the bed on his hands and knees like an animal.

With a bestial grunt, he pushed hard on my tits, palms closing around them so he could feel my tightening nipples through my cotton tank top.

He tore my tank top off—not even bothering to fling it over my head, but tearing it straight down the middle like a fucking WWE wrestler.

Then he straddled my thighs so I couldn’t move, stuck on my back.

Daddy forced my legs up with his hands and reached under, yanking my booty shorts down to my ankles in one swift motion. I yelped and giggled, still feeling dazed, confused, and jittery about the whole situation.

My bed was plush, with my body embedded perfectly into it. I wanted to make room for Vince to embed right next to me, and never let him go.

I tore my thong away and then I was naked before him. His feasting gaze ate me up and only made me wetter. He was so big and strong and commanding.

Going to his knees, he licked my clit and my asshole throbbed from the buttplug I still held wedged inside me.

He didn’t take anymore time with the foreplay, foregoing the cunnilingus so he could go to his knees before me. The zipper of his slacks went down and his belt unbuckled, and I reached out and ripped his pants down with my toes.

His cock sprang to life before me—massive, hard, veiny. It curved slightly upward and bounced up and down as he crawled over me like a lion about to settle over his prey.

The look in his dark eyes was enough to make me spurt a little bit of ladyjizz all over my bedsheets. The buttplug helped, in that respect. I felt so fucking tight because of it, ready to explode at the first erogenous touch to any part of my body.

And of course, Daddy made sure it was his cock that did the touching. He leaned down and hovered over me, his muscled arms framing my head.

When he plunged inside without looking, penetrating my cunt easily due to all the wetness going on, I let out a moan and bowed my back.

He caught me and kept me aloft in the air, while my ass stubbed flat against the tops of his thighs. He was strong enough to carry me off into a blissful orgasm as he fucked the thoughts out of my head.

All the worries. The trepidation. The fear of getting caught.

No more.

Gone went the thrill of discovery, too, perhaps making things less hot and spicy . . . but for now, I didn’t care. I was with my daddy like I’d always wanted to be, and Mom knew what was going on right behind her back.

She had probably left the house to meet up with Miles again, to continue this roundabout scandal-triangle that we had going on.

No one wanted to say a thing: Vince could ruin Mom by making sure she got nothing out of a divorce, due to infidelity. He could ruin Miles and break up the band, so to speak. Jodie could ruin Vince, too, and break up the business the other way.

Everyone would end up losers.

Instead, the adult thinking prevailed: Why not everyone end up winners?

Daddy soared into me, murmuring, “Goddamn, honey, you weren’t kidding. Tight as a fucking button.” His huge cock stretched my soppy folds and battered deep inside me, filling my walls and commanding my guts.

He fucked me hard, but also kindly. This might have been the first time we’d gone missionary in my entire life, and I couldn’t believe it. I wrapped my legs around his waist and dragged my palms down his flexing sides, feeling every dip and plane of his well-muscled body as he claimed his little Angel.

We kissed intimately. I breathed into his mouth and he groaned, swallowing up my breath. He tasted my tongue, sucking on me and keeping me close to him—connected.

His cock thrust into me hard, belly going flush against my center. The fleshy claps of our sex rang out and filled the hallways of our house.

If anything, this was the most chaste, innocent sex we had ever had.

But it didn’t stay that way. There was only so much Vincent Sorenson could take before he demanded what was his.

And I was all his. His sweet little girl, wanting and begging to be corrupted.

He flipped me aside and withdrew his cock swiftly enough that I gasped and lost all the wind from my lungs. I came, body coiling around him.

He pushed me aside, not letting me encircle him with my legs, and then I was on my stomach and he was raising my ass with both hands.

He spanked me like the naughty girl I was. “Y-Yes, Daddy! Harder, please! Teach your little girl what a stupid slut she is.”

He kept slapping my ass until it was raw.

Then his fingers hooked around the buttplug and he pulled. I groaned, one eye twitching and getting small in my head as a euphoric sensation enveloped me.

I had no control of myself any longer. My mind was broken with lust, with confusion, with all the feelings.

Vince played with my asshole, licking the donut he’d opened with the buttplug. His tongue darted inside my anus and teased the sweaty, tight muscles there.

Then I felt the wet, aching presence of his oversized cockhead—way too big to fit inside my tight little rear-end.

The buttplug wasn’t enough to train me all the way. It hadn’t been inside long enough.

But Daddy couldn’t take it any longer.

He curved his cock inside my anus and took me doggystyle before pushing me down and forcing my legs wider apart.

I was in the speedbump position, getting prone-boned just like I’d wanted earlier that day. It was everything I wished for and more as he took my asshole and claimed my entire body.

His fingers roved over my back. He yanked my hair and forced my neck to snap back while I let out a guttural groan.

I felt so crude and nasty having my asshole filled by my stepdaddy’s cock, but it also filled me with marvelous joy. Orgasm after orgasm racked my body, making my writhe and tremble in the bed.

He spanked me as he went to both feet and crouched over my ass, barreling down on my tight pucker and stretching my asshole to its limits.

I screamed and grabbed fistfuls of sheets, unable to control myself.

His thrusts were hard, hips bucking and gaining speed as our sweat flung all over the room.

Then I squirted back like a fire hydrant. I heard it splatter against the door and the floor leading up to my bed.

And still Daddy was relentless. “You’re such a good girl, Angel!” he told me, still grabbing my head by my hair and controlling my entire body.

I came an endless amount of times, filling the room with cum and sweet nectar. When Daddy finally exploded inside me, it was gooey, thick, and filling.

It washed up my insides and spread out inside me, feeling like it reached all the way to his belly with its volume and velocity.

His cock was too damn big to be anywhere near my ass, and yet I had taken him with aplomb.

My body settled onto my belly, legs spreading as his cum burped out of my used asshole, now gaping from the girth of his cock.

He slapped his cock on my buttcheek a few times, chuckling, and I felt him growing hard already.

My stepdaddy was relentless. This was a celebratory shag and we both knew it—the shift in our lives.

Everything had changed as of a half hour ago, and it made Vincent harder than diamonds. It turned me on like no other, as I forgot all about Mom, Miles, Roxanne, work, and anything else.

It was just me and Daddy, together at last. Hopefully forever.

We would take the punches as they came. If we were lucky, we would sail off into the sunset like we’d both talked about before.

But for now, we were content with being in each other’s arms, having egregious, mind-numbing sex that filled my body with sensations I’d never felt before.

I was still a young woman. Hadn’t even finished college. He was an older man—a rich, successful, dominant daddy figure.

We were so different, and that’s what attracted us to each other. I was certain of it.

When they said “opposites attract,” I’m not sure they had in mind a gruff, lusty billionaire filling his daughter’s asshole with his mammoth cock, gaping me until I was seeing stars and cumming my brains out and full of Daddy’s spunk.

I’m not sure that’s the “opposites” they were talking about.

But I wouldn’t have it any other way. We didn’t have to hide anymore. I could have him ravish me on my bed over and over again, and Mom wouldn’t do anything about it.

For the first time in my life, I felt free.

Free with Daddy.

Free to be his good little girl forever.

~
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The End!

~
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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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I
 HOPE YOU ENJOYED
 this lewd story of Angelina and her stepdaddy, Vincent. Check out other hot, steamy books by me 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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A
 BEAUTIFUL COUGAR
 is ready to prowl on young, hung guys so she can get all her holes stretched and filled!


The Cougar’s Den: 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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