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    It was 3:30p on a Wednesday afternoon and I was in hell. Instead of watching the clock wind down at the end of a long eight-hour shift, hitting the library early for an extra hour of research, or maybe queuing up at the golf course making my way through the nines with a few of my wife’s society friends; I’m at home acting out every man’s wet dream and my own personal nightmare.   
 
    You see, I’m in bed with my eighteen-year-old stepdaughter Ryann, caressing a possessive hand down the front of her perfect naked body, wildly pumping my cock up her scorching hot pussy as we rock together with a firestorm of urgency. I would like to say this was our first time, my first transgression, my first lie, but the truth is Ryann and I have been fucking since the night she turned eighteen. That’s right.  A warm wet virginal pussy that I couldn’t get enough of.    
 
    Don’t kill me yet. Let me explain. As much as I’m groping her young flesh and merrily pumping my forty-year-old cock inside her pristine tight young pussy, this is not how I wanted things to be. Despite the pleasure Ryann always brings me. The wild heat and raging lust that burns between us. This is not the life I would have chosen for me or Ryann, no matter how many orgasms we could give each other during one afternoon fuck. 
 
    Eight years ago, I met Ryann’s mother at a ritzy party in the Hamptons. My agent gloated how he’d sold his left nut to get us in. My first book hit number one bestsellers list and stayed there for six months straight. Top movie executives were supposed to be at this party and my agent just knew if he could get me in the same room with them, “magic would happen”.  His words. Not mine. He was hoping they’d take my book and turn it into a movie making us all filthy rich. Well, I met the execs that night and walked away not with a movie deal, but a date with a high society queen by the name of Tisa Belfont. 
 
    Tisa was a widow with an eleven-year-old daughter. Tisa was from old money. Had dutifully married equal money which left her with more money than she knew what to do with. She was ten years older than me and way out of my league. Once I’d excused myself to the back patio to get away from my agent’s shameful display with the execs, Tisa found me out there, pondering ideas for a new book while nursing my first glass of champagne.  
 
    I had no clue who she was, but she was easy to talk to. She was avoiding the crowd and every man asking her to dance. She was witty and made me laugh. I spouted her a bit of poetry comparing her beauty to the night. A nervous habit when I ran out of things to say. Suddenly she was asking me to dance and slipping her card into my hand before bidding me goodnight.    
 
    Tisa and I dated and was married within that same year. Tisa always called me her rare find. I had a body of a “Greek God”. Her words. Not mine. I was tall and handsome despite the glasses; cut and fit from years of swimming. After college, I’d almost made the Olympics. Many thought I would continue as a swim coach only I had a brain and teaching college level suited me best. It also provided me with the time I needed to write. I’d never given up the swimming. It clears my mind so that I can think. That and the weight training helped me maintain a fit tone frame of a twenty-three-year-old. 
 
    Tisa enjoyed it and as the years went by I learned to ignore her stainless society friends who whispered behind our backs that I was nothing but a silver-tongued gigolo. They would never stop, not even when Tisa gave me twins, four years into our marriage. I learned to ignore it because I knew Tisa loved me. She told me once that I could take a break from teaching to give my focus totally over to the writing. She suggested this after my last two novels flopped. Only I enjoyed teaching. Almost as much as I enjoyed the writing, and I was determined to hold on to my only sure source of income no matter how dependent I was on Tisa’s money to maintain our lifestyle. It was all pretense but necessary to put a cork into her unsupportive friends. Sounds like a pretty terrific life, right?  
 
    The only problem was Ryann Belfont.  
 
    Ryann has always been a younger more beautiful perfect replica of her mother. Long rippling chestnut brown hair that fell in thick loose waves down her back.  The most alluring bronze sheen when the sun hit it just right. Deep clear amber eyes that seem to peer right through you, and skin that seem to glow even under the softest light. She appeared a quiet subdued beauty when Tisa and I got married, but that silence quickly turned into a storm throughout her teenage years.  
 
    Ryann is what anyone would call high maintenance and a bit of a control freak. She needed to control the world around her. Whether it was the household staff, flocking copycats that were her small group of friends, and even her mother and me. Ryann demanded the best of everything, expected the world to bend to her will, and had no concept of the word patience.  
 
    At thirteen she started calling Tisa by her first name and never spoke to me directly, simply referred to me when speaking to others, as “Tisa’s handsome husband”. Not that it mattered. The first year she hardly spoke to me. Shortly following when she could no longer avoid it, she finally used my name, John.  
 
    Suffice it to say we didn’t get along. Ryann was an at home reminder of how unworthy I was to be a part of the Belfont family living in the Belfont tower. The entire floor of the penthouse had been converted into a two-story mansion size condominium. Tisa had rooms specially done to give me my own office/writing space. I hadn’t asked for it, but it was a writer’s dream. Obviously, Ryann didn’t think I deserved it or her mother, an idea she became more verbal about as time went on. 
 
    Well, I had to deal with Tisa’s friends, bite my tongue, and keep my temper when they turned their noses up at me. I wasn’t about to stand for it in a place I would call my home. So, Ryann and I fought. She went from silent disdain to arguing and belittling, to outright defiance by the time she’d hit seventeen. I started out trying to give her space to maybe get use to me and then engaging her to get her to like me. But it made me feel like the awkward skinny kid I used to be with thick glasses and misshaped teeth. That kid who couldn’t get a date to save his life, and any pretty girl I encountered shunning me like the plague. That was before I got serious about swimming and my parents had mercy and found me a good dentist.  
 
    I despised Ryann for making me feel that way. I nicked named her Rea, half in retaliation and half because I generally like the name. She had no sympathy for the mere mortals around her. Men on the street and in our building who couldn’t help but stair and faun over her. Women and young girls who fought to be in her presence, to be familiar with her. As though her acknowledgment would somehow validate them. Ryann was the ultimate female. Designer from head to toe, diamond earrings, and expensive perfumes. She was everything young girls wanted to be, and already the envy of the older women she encountered for what she would soon become. What’s worse is that Ryann knew she had this power and used it.  
 
    By the time Ryann turned seventeen, I outright refused to give her any quarter. When we were in the privacy of our home with no guest around, the air thickened and crackled around us. It was hard being in the same room. I was determined to be a father to her even as she defied me at every turn. We argued over the smallest mundane things.   
 
    Ryann needed to answer to someone and we were her parents. Tisa tried to get between us working hard to play mediator, but I was determined to be the only person who wouldn’t fall in line because Ryann graced me with something more than a fleeting glance. I hated her defiance almost as much as I hated when Ryann started flirting with me.  
 
    When there were people around, Ryann took to flirting shamelessly.  She would dance with no one else at parties but me. She demanded to sit next to me at the dinner table no matter where we were. She would slip her hand into mine when I stood around talking, never engaging into conversation herself, only webbing our fingers together demanding that I hold her hand half the night. When I’d sit to have a drink with friends, Ryann would slip into my lap, sometimes resting an arm over my shoulders, ignoring all the awkward stairs we received as though she belonged there with me. I couldn’t move her off of me. I immediately sprang wood and I knew she felt it. I wouldn’t dare touch her body. I tried that once and she took my arms and wrapped it around her waist as though we were a couple. Holding my hand, sitting up in my lap, staying close to me as though we were together. There was nothing father/daughter about the way Ryann silently interacted with me in public or in a room full of people.   
 
    Pressing a hand to my chest or cheek at parties while saying, “Oh John,” in that unforgiving sensual way while moving her body in to press the front of mine, was simply too much.  I trembled when she got that fucking close. The tone was more womanish than a child, just as her body was no longer that of a teenage girl. The envious looks I got from my friends and other men irritated me as well. What the hell were they thinking to give Ryann that sort of attention, smiling as though it were okay for her to behave in such a manner? The hungry looks they gave her as though there was no price they wouldn’t pay to have Ryann touching them, smiling at them, pressing her young body close to theirs. More than once I’d marched her into a quiet room behind closed doors and demanded that she stop.   
 
    She’d pull away to find a mirror to check her hair and makeup while feigning ignorance, “I’m sure I don’t know what you’re talking about John.”  
 
    I don’t know what the hell she was fixing. She looked perfect. As always, she was flawless. She could stop traffic and sometimes did.  
 
    “The hell you don’t.”  
 
    I took her forearm and sped her around to face me. I hated touching her these days. I avoided it at all cost because I couldn’t stop my body from reacting to her when I did. I refused to acknowledge even to myself how soft her skin truly was. The way I had to fight not to be overwhelmed and captivated by her beauty. It was a daily rigorous annoyance and unacceptable just as her flirting with me had become.  Calling her out when she started playing her games was my only defense.  
 
    “What you’re doing is beyond inappropriate Rea, and if you think your mother hasn’t noticed you’re stupid.”  
 
    Even when her face contorted with anger and irritation, her eyes burning orange fire, she was beautiful. “There is nothing for her to notice because I wasn’t doing anything wrong. I’ve asked you repeatedly not to call me Rea, and do not ever again call me stupid!”  
 
    We stood their toe to toe, the air sizzling all around us. My six-three frame towering over her even as she stood in heals. I was so damned annoyed with her, secretly so full of fear that she wouldn’t stop this, whatever she was doing, and that I would somehow find it… appealing, attractive, that I wanted to shake her.   
 
    Tisa found us like that, glaring at each other ready for battle and the screaming that usually followed. She walked up and touched my arm. Just that small touch and her presence cooled the heat and settled the quake in my body.  
 
    “Hey, you two. We have guests in the other room. Please don’t do this tonight.”   
 
    Ryann slowly stepped back and glanced at Tisa. “You should talk to your husband about his choice of words when attempting to parent a young lady. As a crack writer and college professor, he should know better.”  
 
    With that, Ryann turned on her heels to rejoin the party leaving Tisa to gaze up at me. Sighing, I confessed. “She’s right. Wrong choice of words.”  
 
    “What did you say?” asked Tisa.  
 
    “I called her stupid,” I abashed. “I meant to say that she was behaving stupidly. I just got so angry that I misspoke. It’s frustrating because I know she can do better, behave better.” 
 
    Tisa wrapped an arm around my middle and steered me toward the door back to the party.  “Go ask her to dance.”  
 
    “What?” I stumbled.  
 
    “Honey, all she wants is a bit of attention. Just give it to her and eventually, she’ll lose interest like she always does.”  
 
    Tisa sounded so sure, which confused me. Was this her solution to resolve her daughter’s on-going flirtation? Give her what she wants. Was it really a matter of a simple teenage crush? Did she really think Ryann would lose interest? Why did the thought of that make me grow cold inside with disappointment? I sperm the thought and took Tisa by the hand right out to the main floor. Giving her a little spin, I pulled my wife close and moved her slowly to the music. Tisa smiled. I kissed her there on the dance floor, an uncommon show of public affection. Gazing deep into her eyes which were soft blue, not a turbulent amber flame, I made myself remember that I was in love with her. From the first moment we spoke, she and I always had an enjoyable conversation and an agreeable pleasant relationship. Never doubting for a moment that Ryann would also find me agreeable and would accept me once she got to know me. Tisa smiled up at me pleased. That’s why we’d always got along so well because Tisa was so easy to please.  
 
    I pulled her in to dance cheek to cheek and lift my eyes to the room only to catch Ryann gazing at me in a silent fury. My entire body grew hot and tight at the blustery glare she was giving me. There was something physical about it, invisibly moving across the room to shiver down my spine. 
 
    If she didn’t want me marrying her mother, she should have said so years ago.  What would she have me do? We have children together, the twins. Ryann’s half-brother and sister. The twins she loved and adored. I’d never seen Ryann so kind and loving to anyone as she was with the twins, but with me… Ryann looked as though she could spit fire. We never got that dance she and I. In fact, I went back to ignoring her, simply staying away from her. I didn’t like the way my body warmed when she looked at me, and there was no way I was getting near enough to touch her.  
 
    Too soon it was the night of Ryann’s eighteen birthday, and she was determined to make it the biggest party New York had ever seen. Tall order, yes, but Ryann and her party planner were spending Tisa’s money as though it grew on trees. Well, maybe it did for a daughter of Belfont, but it was so damned annoying when Tisa would say no, enough, only to have Ryann dismiss her mother’s restraining hand and make the purchase anyway.  
 
    The whole extravagant affair was being held at a concert hall with an all exclusive Hollywood guest list that included so many people I doubt even Ryann knew them all. The band was live and loud, and Ryann, with a group of her closes friends, danced on stage.  
 
    The dancing was obscene, but so was Ryann’s dress. A silky black slip of a thing that loosely hung mid-thigh. A thin gold neck ring held up the front which was barely enough material to cover her breast. A deep V-cut in the front ran down past her navel, leaving her arms, shoulders, sides, and back bare. All that soft gorgeous flesh on display, sparkling in the flashing party light as though there was a shimmering dust of diamonds in the lotion she’d rubbed all over her skin. The silky material at her back scooped so low I was astonished it didn’t flash the crack of her ass. What it did display was the new tattoo she’d got earlier today. A tramp stamp it was called in my day. With one sure tug, someone could have ripped the dress clean off her gorgeous body.  
 
    I stood offstage watching Ryann bounce, sway, and move to the music as though she were having sex standing up. It didn’t matter who she danced with male or female. She was confident and sure that she was the most desirable thing in the building.  It was amazing that she could move so languidly in heels that high.  
 
    I wasn’t supposed to be there. Tisa and I were banned from the party. Ryann felt embarrassed to have her parents in tow on her big night, and insulted that we didn’t trust her now that she was eighteen and “a woman”.  I had no desire to come, but Tisa was worried and begged me to check in. To walk around. To make sure the security guards were in place so Ryann would be secure. Security wasn’t the problem.  
 
    If Tisa could have seen the way Ryann was shaking her ass, tempting and teasing all the men around her. Me included. She would not have been pleased.  
 
    Without a doubt, every man in the building had eyes for Ryann.  A fierce jealousy burned through me to see her allow so many of the young guys touch her. To run their hands over her body. To squeeze and grope her as they danced.  The music was loud. The base was strong. Ryann moved, a sensual rhythmic seductress you couldn’t pry your eyes from, and at that moment she seemed so far removed from me. Something that I could never have. Someone who I could not touch.  
 
    I’d spent so much time trying to stay away from her, trying to keep my hands off her, and as soon as she turned eighteen this is what she turned into? A sexy seducing slut. I wanted to turn away from watching her. She wasn’t a slut. She was my pampered beautiful Rea. The thought made me smile. She hated that name. Just as much as I hated seeing all those hands boldly touching her body.  
 
    Damn it I was angry again. I wanted to rush the stage, grab her arm, and pull her away. Just then Ryann lift her head. Our eyes met. I didn’t think to censor myself. I let her see what she was doing to me. Her soft body barely covered. All those hands getting away with touch when I had fought to stay away. She went from surprised, too embarrassed, to a fiery insolence in three seconds flat. She pulled away from the person dancing with her, dismissing them as though they were nothing, and strode across the stage toward me. As soon as she was in reach, I grabbed her arm and pulled her into a small dark alcove out of sight. Her back hit the wall and I crowded close. The flashing lights shun across her face highlighting the knowing smirk she was giving me.  
 
    “What are you doing here John.” She yelled up at me so that I could hear her over the thumping music. “This isn’t really your scene.”  
 
    The scent of her perfume and sweat wafted up and caught me off guard. My god, she smelt like dark melting sex. I had to clear my throat and swallow twice as I blinked back at her. I wanted to say something about her mother wanting me to check in. Then I ran my eyes down her body and wanted to demand to know if her mother knew what she was wearing. Only that made me remember her dancing and the hands she allowed to touch her, grope her.  
 
    Jealousy burned through me once more. That along with the fact that we were standing too close and the air between us began to crackle. Every second longer I looked at her, my body betrayed me until I stood there burning up with the hard-on of a lifetime. As if sensing the beast rising in me, Ryann dropped her smile. There was a flash of nerves, excitement, fear. Hers or mine, I didn’t know. Her tongue pushed out to wet her bottom lip and then she was touching me. Her soft hands reached up, grabbed my neck, and forced me down.  
 
    The next moment we were kissing. She opened to me and I kissed her wildly like a dying man fresh from the desert. I got my hands on her. I got my fucking hands all over her. Caressing, squeezing, touching her heated skin everywhere those strangers touched her. Exchanging their touch with mine. When I got my hand between her legs and touched her hot wet panties, I could have cum in my pants. I groan loudly and felt Ryann’s whimpering moan in my mouth. 
 
    We had to stop this. This was so fucking wrong. What the hell was I doing with my hands on Tisa’s daughter? This was no light kiss. Ryann’s tongue was in my mouth. The taste of her tongue was so arousing I thought I might explode. 
 
    I lift my head to pull away to be the adult even if she was eighteen. This couldn’t happen. It just couldn’t, but as I opened my mouth to say so Ryann was already on her knees opening my pants and tugging my thick hard cock out. Suddenly, her warm wet mouth was on the head of my pulsing dick. Her wicked tongue sliding up my long shaft.  
 
    “Fucking Christ!” I threw back my head nearly coming right then and there. The loud base swallowed my cry of pleasure.  
 
    No fucking way was this Ryann’s first cock. Her mouth was too skillful as she drew me in deep. She took both hands to my length as her hungry wet mouth suckled my cock deep and licked my slit to eat the precum bubbling up. I had to watch her suck me. There was nothing to do but watch her in the dim light. She looked up at me, her light amber eyes on fire, as she took my dick down her throat as deep as she could.  
 
    My entire body trembled watching her do it. Her convulsing throat squeezing the head of my dick as the shiny saliva dripped down my shaft had my balls drawing up. Both fist pumping, pumping even as she sucked me. I could’ve come right there right down her throat or painted her beautiful face with my hot seed.  
 
    “Fuck!” I quickly turned away. I couldn’t take it. The imagery was too much.  
 
    Ryann was up, one hand around my cock, the other against my chest pushing me back. I nearly stumbled my dick was so hard, my body so aroused quick movement wasn’t possible. She pushed me across the walkway behind the curtains where the big empty cases used to carry the sound equipment and speakers were. The lighting was better here. I could see her completely, but we weren’t exactly hidden from anyone who might stroll by. Ryann didn’t care. She pushed my pants and boxers off my hips before forcing me down on one of the big long cases. It’ supported my weight like a bench.  
 
    Ryann stepped out of her black thong and slipped the damp material into my pants pocket. She did this one handed as she still fisted my dick stroking it long. I was so thick her fingers couldn’t completely circle me.  
 
    “Rea,” Touching her thigh as she climbed over me, I gave one last feeble protest. “Rea, we shouldn’t…”  
 
    Her perfect white teeth bit into her lower lip as she rubbed the thick head of my dick against her hot wet slit. Shit! She was so fucking hot. Her pussy wet and on fire. I wanted to see. I couldn’t feel a hair on her hot moist skin as she stroked my dick against her moist vulva. I threw back my head and groan at the feel of that flesh on flesh contact. Shutting my eyes tight as she fitted the head at the gaping hole of her young cunt. She was going to do it, and God helps me I wanted it so fucking bad. I held her thighs as she slowly lowered herself on my cock. The shock of her tight heated wet sheath left me gasping and groaning loudly. She got a few inches past the head in and then she cried out. My head snapped up because it wasn’t a cry of pleasure, but of pain. Ryann glares down at me eyes watering, lower lip trembling.  
 
    “It hurts.”  
 
    I could read her lips even though I could hardly hear her.  
 
    “Are you a virgin?” I demanded, caressing her thighs to soothe her.  
 
    She nodded blinking down at me. Growling with disbelief and frustration that she would attempt this, her first time in such a way, I grabbed her hips and nearly tossed her off me. Her palms slapped down against my chest to stop me. She talked fast when I tried to sit up.  
 
    “No. I want this. I’ve waited so long to have you. I just didn’t know you would be so big, that it would hurt so much to work you in.”  
 
    I cringed at her words even as my dick leaped at the thought of taking her virginity. Of being the first and only to have her. Goddamn, I wanted her so fucking bad, but I could have thought of a better setting than this for her first time.  
 
    “Please John. Don’t make me beg. I’m giving you something no one else has ever had. Something any man in this building would kill for. I want it. And I want you.”  
 
    Damn her beautiful spoiled virgin sexy ass. My dick was leaking precum with her arrogant little speech. Ryann knew what she did to me. She was rocking her hips so that her hot mound and moist slit road the length of my dick as it lay across my stomach. Grabbing the nape of her neck, I forced her down into a hungry tongue swirling kiss before growling inside her mouth.  
 
    “I’m going to give you what you want. Show you how it’s done, but mark me. Once I get you home. I’m going to rip inside your demanding little pussy. Fuck you raw and deep and so long you won’t even walk the same.”  
 
    Ryann panted giving me that haughty sexy smile that said once again she was getting her way even if her eyes held a bit of nervous fear. I kissed her sweet mouth once more before forcing her up to straddle my head as I reclined on the length of the case. I began by kissing Ryann’s hot silky thighs slowly working my way to her middle to the naked pussy I was dying to see in the full light of day.  
 
    Ryann gasped and moaned, wiggled and whimpered as I ran my tongue over her smooth bald mound. Of course, she’d wax, a girl like her. I ran my tongue up her slit dipping deep to taste her cream and groan deeply against her mound. Never had I tasted anything as sweet as her. Ryann reached back and grabbed my cock. It was as if she couldn’t keep her hands off it. She stroked me as I grabbed her ass and open my mouth against her pussy. Licking and suckling her little lips, lashing my tongue up until I found her clit. The sexy little cries Ryann made when the music died down kept my cock hard. Her thighs shook and tried to stand up to get away from my tongue when I wouldn’t let up from beating the tip against her clit. I wanted her coming and coming hard. She squeezed my dick and fisted my hair when she was close. Her hips canted as she road my slashing tongue. I doubled my efforts to make her give it up.  
 
    Ryann threw back her head and screamed. The speaker case she was straddling kept her from squeezing her thighs against my head. Sweet cream leaked against my tongue as she orgasmed. I shoved my tongue up her spasming twat while buzzing my thumb over her clit to keep her riding high. Again, Ryann screamed, this time releasing my cock to fist both hands in my hair as she tried to stand. I forced her down to keep my tongue up her pussy until she started rocking her hips to fuck my tongue like a little dick. She bucked and rocked on my face. Her pussy clenching and releasing on my tongue that I forced inside her.  
 
    “John! I’m going to come! I’m going to come again!”  
 
    I kept my fingers on her clit, buzzing her better than a Hitachi. She was so wet now. Her cream covered my face and ran down my chin. Her pussy was soaked, soft, open, and ready. I felt her about to cum. I felt the tremble, the muscles in her pussy gaping and gasping just before the spasm. Ryann’s whole body shivered as she gasped on edge.  
 
    Quickly, I grabbed her hips forced her off my mouth and back until she was once again straddling my thighs. Setting the head of my dick at the mouth of her pussy, I slammed inside of her tearing away her cherry, taking her virginity with one hard unforgiving thrust. Ryann screamed as her body shook. The base and thump of the music once again eating up her momentous moment of deflowering.  
 
    I lifted her slowly off my dick until only the head remained and then pumped right back inside of her. Ryann clutched my shirt and suit jacket gazing down at me with a look between pleasure and pain. I let her work through it but kept fucking her slowly. Her pussy was so fucking hot and tight, I bit my tongue until I tasted blood not to come. All too soon she relaxed, and it was no longer my hands at her hips rocking her, but Ryann herself moving as though she was on the dance floor rocking up and down on my dick as though she owned it. I could hear her moaning, biting into her bottom lip as she found her own rhythm. She looked so fucking beautiful up there riding me taking what she wanted from me.  
 
    Soon I was the one panting, relaxing back into this wild sensation of her pussy fluttering even as it slid up and down my length.  God, this couldn’t be real. She was doing it. We were fucking. My dick was wedged so deep inside Tisa’s daughter bare, and was so happy there was no stopping us. Ryann’s pussy was spectacular. It felt so fucking good, I didn’t care where we were, that she was taking me bare, that I was married to her mother and risking everything my entire life to have this moment. Everything that transpired between Ryann and I was building to this. Holding Ryann’s swaying hips, I gazed up at her and relented. Fuck yes! She could have me.  
 
    “It feels so good, John.” Ryann panted. “You’re so big it’s achy, but I love it.”  
 
    I could say nothing. Just lay there watching her get what she wanted. Refusing to cum. Refusing to let it be over. I hadn’t realized the music had died down or the program of the party had changed until some guy walked up behind Ryann pulling the curtains back a little.  
 
    He chuckled. “Damn baby girl. We wanted to sing happy birthday to you, but it looks like you’re already getting yours. Lucky fucker. You know I wanted to be the one, right?”  
 
    Yeah, him and about a hundred others. Never pausing, Ryann smiled at him over her shoulder grabbing the curtain to pull it back, half enclosing us away from prying eyes once more. The guy standing behind her could still see. Maybe not my face, but his hungry eyes were not for me. They were all for my stepdaughter rocking her sexy ass on her first cock. He was watching Ryann’s body the way she had been on the dance floor.  
 
    “Go ahead,” She said taking me exceptionally deep, causing me to groan aloud for her. “I’ll be out when I’m done.”  
 
    The guy chuckled and then groan. “Damn Ryann. You’re going to break a lot of hearts tonight.” With that, he turned and walked away.  
 
    “Who is he?” Even with my cock wedge ten inches deep up her virgin tight pussy, it still came out jealous and possessive.  
 
    Another haughty smile as she moved faster rocking on my dick again. “Nobody.”  
 
    Growling, I grabbed her ass and rocked my hips up to meet her. I circled her throat with one hand as I fucked her back. “Make me come and then we’ll talk about who that guy is.”  
 
    She leaned over and kissed me as we found that pleasurable toes curling rhythm again. Gazing into her pleasure strained face and turbulent eyes, Ryann and I fucked while the crowd sang happy birthday. The more they sang the rougher and harder we began to fuck until we were clinging to each other crying out together. Orgasm moved inside of me as though it were alive. I was fucking bare my eighteen-year-old stepdaughter and nothing in the world could stop us. The intensity of the lust and pleasure, the heat that moved between us. I didn’t fucking care how wrong it was or who could catch us. Ryann began to scream as her pussy locked around my dick coming hard. Rippling and spasming, she milked it until there was nothing left of my control. I held her tight in my arms, roaring my release as I came dangerously deep inside her, flooding her virgin cunt as I blasted her womb with my hot seed.  
 
      
 
    A week after Ryann’s party had marked a week since I’d licked the bottom of the barrel of my moral decay. I was doing all I could to avoid Ryann. I knew her schedule and had a lot of work of my own to attend to between teaching and my research to make sure we only glanced each other in passing. Her eyes were hot on me as my eyes marked her movements as we came and went. She coming while I was going. I come, while she rushed out late sometimes as she seemed to want to wait at the last minute hoping I’d arrive home before she had to go. If we glimpsed each other it was by accident because most times I made sure she was asleep before I returned home, and I was out of the house before she woke. Tisa didn’t like it because she too was being punished by my absence. To apologize I met Tisa a few times a week for lunch and took her out just the two of us for dinner. I know I was being weak, but Ryann was not the type of woman one could easily say no to. So until I could figure out what to do about what we’d done, avoidance was my game.  
 
    On the second week, as I was dragging myself home late, Ryann accosted me down the hall from me and Tisa’s room. She stood in her silk burgundy robe leaning casually against the doorframe. I paused feet away from her briefcase in hand.  
 
    “Are you having an affair?” She demanded, glaring at me.  
 
    I was so taken aback, I answered without thinking. “What? No. What are you talking about? Why are you out here stalking my bedroom doorway? It’s late, Rea. You should be in bed.” 
 
    “Yes,” She nodded. Her arms crossed under her breast. “It’s late. Past one in the morning, so I figured. Either you’re having an affair or you’re purposely avoiding me.”  
 
    Swallowing hard, I nearly glanced away. Sighing instead I went for my bedroom door where it was safe. “It’s late Rea. You should be in bed.”  
 
    She stopped me with a hand to my chest. “You didn’t enjoy having sex with me?”  
 
    “Keep your voice down!” I scowled with a harsh whisper.  
 
    Tisa was on the other side of this door.  
 
    “Answer the question?” She demanded, stepping up to close the distance between us.  
 
    That one step, putting us so close that we now shared the same air had the heat rising along the back of my neck, hot energy sizzling down my spine. My balls ached. My dick jumped in my pants quickly coming alive. Hell, I’d been growing hard the moment I saw her standing at my bedroom doorway. 
 
    “Don’t do this Rea. It’s not right.”  
 
    She ran her hand down to the front of my slacks to rub my thickening cock. The air went out of me and I nearly groaned aloud. “Yes or no.”  
 
    “What do you think? You feel what I want.”  
 
    Her tongue shot out and slowly moisten her lips drawing my eyes to her mouth remembering how sweet her kisses were. “Feels like you want what I want.” She said.  
 
    She took my briefcase, setting it down against the wall before pulling the sash of her robe letting it fall to the floor. My breath caught. She was gorgeously nude standing before me naked. Her skin was flawless. Her breast two handfuls with nipples the same tone as her skin not pink but hard in the open air. Her hips had a nice soft flare and her ass was simply perfection. She stood there letting me look, allowing me the time to stare at her, to take in her beauty knowing there was no way to resist her.  
 
    “I’m as wet as you are hard. Come to my room and give me what you promised at my party.”  
 
    There was no haughty smile attached to that statement, only a confidence and surety that I would do no less than what she demanded.  
 
    Ryann turned to walk away, but I grabbed her arm and jerked her back and up against my chest. Fisting her hair, I tugged it back so that she had no choice but to gaze up at me. I was hurting her a little, scaring her a little, and yet she gasped silently eyes glued to mine.  
 
    “You have no clue, do you?” I scowled. “You think you’re asking for sex Ryann, but what you’re going to get is a hard-rough fuck.”   
 
    She gasped when I shoved her back roughly against the wall next to Tisa’s bedroom door. I forced two fingers inside her mouth which she took to sucking them deeply. Pulling them free, I took them down between her legs. Fuck! She was already wet, so fucking hot and wet. I forced my middle finger up her naïve tight cunt making her gasp aloud and glancing sideways at her mother’s bedroom door. For the first time, a nervous fear washed over her face and I knew I had her. I slowly pumped her little cunt. My thumb quickly finding her small moistened clit.  
 
    “John, let’s go to my room.” She gasped each time my finger went deep.  
 
    I shook my head, gripping her hair tighter. “How many times have I asked you not to call me that?”  
 
    Her eyes were wild, pupils shot. Her heated little pussy was squeezing around my pumping finger even as she shook with uncertainty. She wanted this. It was naughty letting me touch her this way. It made her hot and she was expecting me to give her what she wanted. She was just nervous having her mother so close. I forced a second finger up her pussy, even as tight as she was, I made her take it. She gasped. Her hips squirmed.   
 
    Leaning in, I whispered into her mouth. “Call me daddy, Rea. That’s what I want you screaming when I give your tight little pussy the fucking it deserves.”  
 
    Ryann’s pussy tightened soaking my fingers in warm cream as her entire body shivered at my words. I covered her mouth pushing my tongue inside. She clutched at me tight while I finger fucked her cream flooding pussy and kissed her within an inch of her life. I’d never even kissed Tisa the way I was kissing Ryann. It was wet and sloppy, the way my fingers were carelessly pumping her cunt. I pulled back to see Ryann’s hips now following my pumping fingers.  
 
    Ryann glanced back at the closed door and then back at me. “Please. Let’s just… Please.”  
 
    “What are you afraid of Rea? That your mother will come out and catch me fingering your eighteen-year-old pussy.”  
 
    She shivered unable to answer.  
 
    “Don’t cry out and she won’t hear you.”  
 
    I was rough with her when pulling her away from the wall only to spin her around and shove her back against it. Holding her there with a hand at the nape of her neck, I pressed my rock-hard dick against Ryann’s naked ass while pumping her pussy and buzzing my thumb over her clit. Kicking her legs apart to make room, I rapidly stroked the upper walls of Ryann’s pussy right against her g-spot hitting it hard and fast. Her pussy heated to a Furness drenching my hand with warm cream. Ryann’s squeal was cut short when she bit down hard on her lip to silence her cry of pleasure.  
 
    “What is it, baby?” I crooned in her ear, reaching around with my free hand to cup her breast, and brush her hard nipple. “Tell me.”  
 
    Her body was shaking on edge. I knew what was about to happen.  
 
    “John…”  
 
    I growled menacingly in her ear.  
 
    Ryann shivered and gasped. “Daddy…”  
 
    The word was barely out of her mouth when she clamped her mouth shut on a squeal and her pussy clamped down around my roughly pumping fingers. Ryann’s body shook as she came, her cream dripping down her thighs. I held her with my body against the wall. Her hips bucked back. Her ass rubbed hard against my cock. Fuck! 
 
    I pulled my fingers out of her cunt and into my mouth to taste her cream before going down on my knees. Grabbing Ryann’s firm ass cheeks, I licked them and bit at them, trusting her to take care and keep quiet while I licked and nipped my way down. Spreading her firm plump mounds, I dipped my head and got my mouth on her dripping pussy. Pulling her hips back to make her bend a little so that I could eat my fill of her sweet cream. My tongue lashed ruthlessly through her swollen slit, going up to whip her clit and then down so that I could force it back inside her warm quaking walls. The skin of her puss was smooth and bare, warm and wet. She felt like warm wet silk inside and out on my lips and tongue. 
 
    Ryann’s moans and squeals came muffled as if she’d stuffed a fist in her mouth to keep quiet. I doubled my efforts forcing my tongue deep up her cunt determine that she give me another creamy orgasm.  
 
    The slight bump against the wall was not a concern as I kept pulling her hips back to get my tongue deeper. Ryann was fighting not to bump the wall. She fought to keep her balance and not make too much noise.  I forced her down so that she was practically sitting on my face, giving me free range to lap, slurp, and thrust my tongue in and out of her. 
 
    “John!” She gasped a high pitch squeal.  
 
    I slapped her ass so hard and loud for the first time I was afraid we’d wake the house.  
 
    “Daddy!” She sobbed an apology and a surrender to the pleasure. “Daddy, please! Please! I can’t! I can’t.”  
 
    Gripping her ass, I shook it to rock and rub her spasming pussy against my tongue. Another muffled squealing cry as Ryann fell apart against my mouth. Her legs shook, and she would have fallen if I hadn’t pulled her down on hands and knees to the floor.  
 
    I spread her legs and quickly got my pants open, slapping her ass with my belt as I moved quickly. Ryann glanced back at me over her shoulder whispering frantically.  
 
    “Daddy, not like this. No, please. Not like this.”  
 
    Forcing my pants down to clear my cock, I grabbed her head and forced it down to the floor.  
 
    “Not like this.” She gasped back at me, eyes shooting to the door and back. “Please daddy. I won’t be able to…”  
 
    Setting the head of my dick against her sopping wet opening, I slammed my dick half way up her fiery cunt. Ryann’s fist shot up to her mouth as she squealed with her eyes shut tight. Her body trembled like a leaf. I pressed another inch inside of her until her feet came up off the floor and then held it waiting. We weren’t stopping. I was determined to give her the fucking of her young life, but I didn’t want to hurt her. When her body relaxed, and her feet rested back on the floor, Ryann opened her eyes. They weren’t wet, just wild with arousal and lust and worry that she wouldn’t be able to control it.  
 
    “You’re not in control Rea,” I told her pulling my dick out and slamming back in. “I own your pussy and I’ll fuck it as hard and as raw as I want.”  
 
    Again, I slammed her, my eyes nearly rolling at the feel of her heated wet walls squeezing around my shaft. I slammed her again and again. Her pussy was so hot and wet that our fucking caused a wet smack. My hips slapping against her ass. The sloshing wet of my thick cock ramming into her horny teen cunt felt amazing. I’d never fucked a virgin. She was my first and I’d never fucked a pussy as new and as tight as Ryann’s.  
 
    “This is what you wanted right baby, for daddy to give you a nasty wet fuck right here on the floor?”  
 
    Ryann tried to nod and shake her head at the same time. I never looked away from her eyes. She gazed back at me as I gripped her ass. Holding her head down to the floor, I fucked her hard, pounding my dick up her silky slick pussy as though she was used to taking cock every day. She was naked. I was fully clothed. This was hot and dirty. A raunchy forbidden fuck she wasn’t prepared for, but I was giving it to her and she would damn well take it and beg for more. 
 
    “Is it mine Rea?” I slapped her ass hard when she nodded. “Answer me,” I growled rocking deep, pumping her pussy faster.  
 
    Ryann made a visible effort, swallowing hard before slowly moving her fist from her mouth and even shutting her eyes tight before answering. “Yes, daddy.”  
 
    “Yes, what?” Groaning, I swerved my hips to hit her right and shivered it felt so fucking good.  
 
    Ryann’s jaw clenched, and her body began to tremble.  She was holding herself so tight not to cry out. “Yes, daddy. It’s your pussy daddy.”  
 
    Each word was a trembling gasp. The effort cause tears to spill from her eyes.  
 
    Pulling out I swirled slow, and then snapped my hips hard, thrusting fast, leaning over her to get deep, forcing her to take every inch. “Who’s pussy, Rea? Tell me?”  
 
    “Yours! It’s yours.  Please, daddy!” She whimpered and turned her face half into the floor to muffle her cries of pleasure.  
 
    Her toes curled. Her legs trembled as her feet lifted off the floor. “Daddy it’s your pussy. It’s your pussy. Your pussy!” She was chanting now, babbling.  
 
    The silky muscled walls of her pussy rippled, locked, released.  
 
    “Daddy! Daddy! Daddy, it’s your pussy! It’s your pussy! Please daddy! It’s yours.”  
 
    Lifting one of her legs, I threw it over my hip until I was scissoring her body, straddling one leg that was still on the floor. I jerked her hips back as I thrust forward getting as deep as I possibly could inside of her. 
 
    “Put your fist back in your mouth baby. You’re too loud.”  
 
    Ryann shook her head unable to comprehend or comply. Hot, wet, and sweaty I held her down half turned on her side. Her body twisted like a pretzel while I wildly screwed her into the floor. Slamming her deep, I fucked her young cunt until she was all but on her shoulders bent in two. I knocked her pussy wildly as though it were made for only me.  
 
    “Daddy it’s so deep. Your cock is too big. My pussy…” I slapped a hand over her mouth.  
 
    “Are you going to come baby?”  
 
    “Yes!” She muttered against my palm.  
 
    “This is the way we fuck Rea. From now on, this is the only way we fuck.”  
 
    Ryann was crying now. Crying and shaking as she continued to call me daddy against my hand. I was sweating through my clothes, ramming, thumping, fucking the hottest wettest pussy of my life while my wife slept on the other side of the door.   
 
    My balls drew up and my cock thickened inside Ryann’s fiery little cunt. She screamed into my hand kicking her leg against my hip as I kept the steady hard fucking, feeding her cock over and over again. Her pussy tightened so hard it locked my dick inside. Warm cream leaked out all around it, running down her legs and soaking my balls. I held her as her body convulsed, laying my body over hers to keep her from bumping around.  
 
    I turned her head up to meet my eyes when I couldn’t take anymore. Her pussy spasming around my shaft and the knowledge that I was fucking rough and dirty my own stepdaughter on the hallway floor was enough to make me lose my mind. I released on a silent scream, my body trembled and shook all over that I denied the loud roar it desired for such an explosive orgasm.  
 
    Ryann pulled me down on top of her as I once again flooded her pussy with multiple hot jets of seed. I lay over her. My hips still slamming her pussy as I came and came hard, again and again. I emptied my balls inside of Ryann. Her pussy felt determined to suck me dry. I held my dick deep while shock waves of pleasure sizzled up and down my spine.  
 
    So goddamn good. So fucking good. I came so hard, so strong, my eyes filled with tears.  
 
    “It’s okay daddy. It’s okay.” Ryann whispered to me, pulling me down into a kiss.  
 
    We were a wet sticky mess lying depleted on the hallway floor trying to catch our breaths. I ran a hand up and down Ryann’s soft beautiful naked body until I found her breast. I caressed and held the weight of her firm tit while gazing into her eyes.  
 
    What was I supposed to say to her now? The way I’d taken her, fucking her on the floor like that. I’d never taken Tisa in such a way. Never fucked her as hard as I’d fucked Ryann. Nothing had ever burned so hot between us the way it had between me and Ryann. Didn’t make it right or okay. Hell, she would kill us both if she knew. Well, maybe not kill us, but it would kill something deep inside of her devastating her entire world. Even with the knowledge of that, it had been worth it.  
 
    As if sharing the thought, Ryann and I looked away from each other and sighed. Okay, so we burned when we came together. Best fucking sex of my life hands down, but we couldn’t do this again. There was no way we could keep doing this. I closed my eyes to the feel of Ryann’s pussy still rippling gently around my cock. Slowly, I rolled to my side and she glanced down watching my half hard cock slip out of her pussy. My cum and her cream gushed out behind it when I pulled free. I cringed.  
 
    “Please tell me you’re on some type of birth control,” I whispered.  
 
    “Of course, I am.” She shot back as though the question was stupid and I was stupid for asking.  
 
    I looked back at her, once again watching her frowning irritation, and sighed. Of course, a girl like Ryann would be. I guess I always knew that. When I moved in, she met me for a small sweet kiss.  
 
    “We’ll talk in the morning,” I said “okay?” 
 
    She nodded and then stated in that haughty demanding way of hers. “No more avoiding me.” 
 
    I smiled then, rolling away and reaching for my discarded glasses that I’d tossed aside before pressing my face between the cheeks of her ass. I shuddered at the memory of that. At how sweet her pussy had been, and how hard she fought to stay quiet. I’d owned her then. Controlled her. During the sex, she was mine. All other times she was her bossy controlling self, expecting the world to spin on her axle. I got up and grabbed my clothes. I couldn’t remember when I’d discarded my tie or my jacket. I grabbed my briefcase careful not to leave anything behind.  
 
    “Good night Ryann.” Again, with my old kindness and grace, I dipped my head with a small bow to her before turning toward the guest room to clean up.  
 
    She was on her feet with robe and sash in place. I heard her irritated huff that made me smile as I walked away.    
 
        
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
     Even after my shower, during of which I’d given myself a long lecture about fucking Ryann one night and playing the coward and avoiding her in the morning, I was half in the mind of making plans to skip out before breakfast. Don’t be such a fucking coward John.  
 
    Slinking into bed past two in the morning made me feel like a criminal. Tisa rolled over right into my arms murmuring something about my wet hair and showering so late before bed. Before I could come up with some flimsy excuse about using the guest room so that I wouldn’t wake her, she’d fallen back to sleep.  I held Tisa in my arms while my mind lurked down the hall to Ryann’s room, and how easy it would have been to sleep in her bed tonight. The sex we had played back like movie making my dick grow hard. It was a sin the way I’d taken her up against the door and then on the floor. It wasn’t gentle, passionate, or respectful. I’d turned Ryann into my own personal slut and had administered a harsh punishing fuck as though I were angry with her and she meant nothing to me.  
 
    It wasn’t so. I cared for Ryann. I’d been so excited to meet her and build a strong relationship with her. But Ryann had denied me that relationship. She wasn’t happy when Tisa and I announced our engagement. She’d quickly went from ignoring me to glances of annoyance, to an indifference. When I’d finally stop trying to gain her favor and started ignoring her cold stares of irritation, that’s when the flirting commenced. All that flirting built up to a hot raunchy fuck in the middle of the night, and now I was dying to get back inside her. I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t find it in me to regret it.  
 
    So, I stood coffee cup in hand pretending to listen as Tisa explained her schedule for the day. My body was tight and on edge waiting. I wanted to see Ryann. I needed to see her. My body already yearned to be near her. 
 
    “So what do you think?” asked Tisa. 
 
    Taking a sipped of my coffee, I blinked and gazed blankly at Tisa.  
 
    “I’ll take the twins of course, and it will only be a week.” Tisa sounded as though she were repeating herself.  
 
    “What will only be a week.”  
 
    My body grew hot at the sound of Ryann’s voice before I looked up to see her stroll in. Her hair was pulled back in a long ponytail, not a hair out of place. Her makeup was flawless as though she hadn’t spent half the night letting her stepdaddy fuck her silly. White button-down blouse, a navy bow tie with a strip of gold, a short-pleaded navy skirt that hit her mid-thigh, and white silk ankle socks stepping into two inch heals the same navy as her skirt and tie. The private school Ryann attended carried a strict dress code, but Ryann always found ways to “fashion up” her look. The white long-sleeves were neatly rolled up to flash a diamond tennis bracelet to match the studs in her ears. Instead of a belt, she wore a silk colorful scarf that fell to one side blending beautifully with the navy of her pleated skirt. Ryann’s style was subtle yet regal and elegant. She carried the air of importance everywhere she went.  
 
    When she brushed past me toward the refrigerator, my cock hardened and leaped toward her as though sensing her presence. Her nearness.  
 
    Tisa explained. “I have that conference, Ryann. You know that, and I’m taking the twins so they can spend some time with Nanna and grandpa. I would have asked if you wanted to come along, but I know how you feel about missing class.”  
 
    Ryann eyed her mother silently as she drank a small glass of grapefruit juice.  
 
    Tisa sighed. “You can spend the night at a friend’s if you don’t want to be here. And John, this should give you a bit of quiet writing time while I’m away. Surely you two can behave yourselves until I get back.”  
 
    I nodded, dumping my coffee in the sink abandoning the cup there as well. Ryann continued to gaze at her mother in complete silence. Finally, Tisa huffed throwing up her hands.  
 
    “Whatever. I give up. You two will just have to work it out. I have packing to do.” Tisa walked out mumbling to herself.  
 
    We stood there in silence. My body hot. My cock hard because Ryann was in the room with me alone. Tisa would be out of the house for a full fucking week. I didn’t know if it was a blessing or curse because the way my body was reacting to Ryann there was little hope I’d be able to hide it for long. But to have the house alone with Ryann for seven days. I was never that lucky. Surely something would go wrong. It felt dangerous having that much freedom.  
 
    I nearly gasped when Ryann stepped in front of me. I gazed down at her gorgeous perfection and knew there was no escape. Ryann had not mentioned plans or promise Tisa she was going anywhere, and that sexy half smile and those burning eyes told me she wouldn’t. Her hand was suddenly caressing the length of my hardening cock through my slacks. I gasped to the feel of her touching me once more. My body was in need and was damn near begging attention the moment she walked into the room, but Tisa was still in the house. We’d been given a gift today. Couldn’t she wait… 
 
    “Oh, God!”  
 
    Ryann squatted and spread her knees. Her hands worked quickly. She had my dick out and into her mouth before I could find the words. The caress of her warm wet tongue across my sensitive cock head was almost too much.  
 
    “Rea!” Gasping and fighting to breathe was a chore while watching my sexy stepdaughter squatting in heals, thighs spread, with her hands stroking my dick nearly had me coming against her mouth.  
 
    “Don’t touch my hair.”  And then her tongue was back caressing the head of my dick, licking the precum from my slit. She ate it up. Licking her lips before sucking once more. She took just the head of my dick into her mouth and sucked me so fucking hard my knees nearly gave out.  
 
    The breath went out of me and I clutched the island counter behind her remembering at the last minute I wasn’t allowed to grab her hair. “God Rea!”  
 
    She answered by running her tongue up and down my length before pulling more than half my dick in her mouth. Her head twisted and bobbed up and down as she sucked me deep, wet, and long. It felt so fucking good being inside her mouth. The head of my dick hit the back of her throat. Her tongue caressed the sensitive underside as she pulled back.  Using the countertop for balance I began rocking my hips to slowly fuck her mouth. She allowed it using one hand to caress my balls while the other held on as if she meant to direct me. No chance of that.  
 
    “Open Rea,” I moaned gazing down at her. I didn’t want to miss a thing. “Take me, deep honey. Suck me hard and make me cum.”  
 
    Ryann hummed her consent around a mouth full of cock tugging at my spit-slick dick while I fucked her mouth. It felt like hours of heaven while I pumped into Ryann’s beautiful mouth. I rocked my hips to the rhythm of her bobbing head until my balls drew up and the hot sizzle of orgasm shot up my spine forcing me to spew hot seed from my dick.  
 
    “Fuck yes!” I clutched at her shoulder to keep her close and my dick down her throat. “Swallow it, baby. Suck the cum out of me. Take every fucking drop.”  
 
    I slapped her hand away from my dick and took to stroking hard the inches that wouldn’t fit in her mouth. With a deep groan, I came inside of her. Ryann’s eyes widened but she didn’t pull away. I shot hot cum against the back of her throat and then pulled out a little to shoot more of it on her pink tongue. I wanted to paint her face with it, but I didn’t want to risk pissing her off. I resisted and settled for rubbing the head of my dick against her red swollen lips. Ryann’s tongue shot out to catch the rest of my seed so it wouldn’t spill down to her chin. She licked quickly. Her little tongue lapping to get it all. Taking my shaft back from me, she stroked and sucked the head. 
 
    My legs shook as my body basked in the warm euphoric feeling from getting good head and a hard orgasm first thing in the morning. I closed my eyes to it, licking my dry lips while Ryann stuffed my dick back inside my pants. When she finished, I stood off the counter watching her. There wasn’t a hair out of place. She wiped her mouth with a paper towel before reapplying her shiny lip gloss.  
 
    “You’re so fucking beautiful Ryann, and you give the best fucking head.” It was out of my mouth before I could censor it, but it was worth it to see the blush at her cheeks before she turned to me with a knowing smile.  
 
    She grabbed her leather satchel and sweater smiling at me over her shoulder. “Come on. I’ll give you a ride.”  
 
    I shook my head but followed her out.  
 
    I usually take a cab and sometimes walk to work to clear my head and go through my schedule with classes, research, and writing. Today, I’d take the ride. Ryann had a personal driver that took her pretty much everywhere. I pulled out my phone to shoot a quick text to Tisa. Ryann sat beside me watching me closely.  
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    “I’m letting Tisa know I’m riding to work with you, and asking her to call me when she makes it there so that I know she arrived safely.”  
 
    Ryann rolled the privacy partition up and set the locks. Then she grabbed my phone just as I’d hit send for my message. Frowning, I tried to grab it back from her, but she tossed it away on the floor. Immediately I was angry.  
 
    “Ryann, what are you doing? Do not snatch things from me, and hand me back my phone.”  
 
    She smirked shaking her head. “Make me come before we get to my school so that I’m not so tense when everyone starts staring.”  
 
    “What?” I was all for the request, but the reason gave me pause.  
 
    The fading smile and her hesitance as though she’d said too much got me staring at her. She didn’t look completely confident suddenly, and I could tell she definitely did not want to talk about it. 
 
    “You want me to touch you?”  
 
    She nodded.  
 
    I glanced around. We were in a bit of traffic and the privacy partition was up. Slowly caressing a gentle hand up Ryann’s inner thigh caused her to shudder.  
 
    “You like when I touch you.” I made it a statement.  
 
    She nodded.  
 
    “Are you wet? Are your panties wet from sucking me off?”  
 
    Her pink tongue shot out to wet her bottom lip. She nodded, pressing startling white perfectly aligned teeth into the meat of her bottom lip. I wanted to lick her there. To caress my mouth over those soft plush lips and push inside to taste her tongue.  
 
    “Ryann, do you want your daddy to lick your creamy pussy and make you come?” 
 
    Her breathing caught, and I could feel her body vibrating. The heat of her inner thighs nearly burnt my hand. She spread her legs farther apart, and I knew if I let my hand slide up that last quarter of an inch I would be able to feel the heat of her wet panties.  
 
    I turned to her, hovering close. “Ask me sweetly baby. Tell daddy where you want his mouth, his tongue.”  
 
    Ryann shuddered, and her eyes filled. Golden amber sparkled holding tears. I couldn’t tell if she were embarrassed or burning with lust, horny and aching, or just needing the pleasure. I was banking on the second because she wasn’t pushing me away or telling me off about the way I was talking to her. I moved in closer until we were breathing the same air and our lips almost touched.  
 
    “Go on, tell me Rea and I’ll do it. I’ll toss your legs over my shoulders, spread your hot thighs, and eat your young pretty pussy until you can’t take anymore.”  
 
    I moved my hand up that last inch, shocked at how hot she was, and marveling that her panties were indeed soaking wet. It was enough to have my dick jumping my balls tingling once more with interest.  
 
    “Don’t wait too long baby, or I might have to fuck you instead.”  
 
    “Lick my pussy daddy,” She answered quickly remembering my threat of how I would always take her. “Put your tongue on my pussy and make me come.”  
 
    I smiled a little dying to kiss her. “Say please.”  
 
    Her gaze shot up from my mouth to my eyes. They burned orange fire even as they watered with lust and desire.  
 
    “Don’t be such a jerk, John.” She shot back.  
 
    “I will leave you like this. Hot, wet, and wanton if you call me that again. When I’ve got my hands on you, you address me by my proper name.” 
 
    This made her smile a little. I leaned in to caress my lips over Ryann’s. I couldn’t wait for that bit of pleasure any longer.  The truth was I wanted Ryann so fucking bad. I wanted her pussy anyway I could get it for as long as I could have it, but it made me hot turning the tables on her haughty pampered attitude. I would give her pleasure. I would always give her pleasure and although I doubt she believed me, I would care for her and protect her as well. But right now, I wanted her legs open and panties gone so I could squeeze my tongue inside her tight creamy cunt.  
 
    Ryann smiled. Her tone rose to a high ditzy pitch. “Please daddy will you lick my pussy.”  
 
    “You’re such a fucking brat!” I told her.  
 
    We both laughed.  
 
    I grabbed Ryann’s legs and pulled her to lay back against the seat. Pulling her wet panties away, I made a show of folding them neatly before tucking them into my inner suit jacket pocket. She smiled at that but then sighed when I slowly ran open mouth kisses down her legs and up her inner thighs. Her legs went over my shoulders and I got down on the floor on my knees. Jerking her hips forward I watched her beautiful pleasure blushed face with the sight of me down there. Her daddy between her legs mouth inches from her smooth hairless horny pussy. I caressed my hands up and down her meaty thighs, greedy for the touch. I wanted to touch her everywhere as I had last night.  
 
    “Ryann, I love the smell of your warm pussy.” Breathing against her shiny slick mound caused her thighs to quiver. “I love how horny and wet you get because you want to have sex with me.”  
 
    I licked her slit and groan against the flavors bursting over my tongue. I held her thighs wide and kissed her all over her inner thighs and mound. Forcing her legs back and bending her in two, I dipped down to kiss the crease of her ass. Licking and biting, I suckled the meat of her ass. When I spread her cheeks to see her innocent pink little hole, Ryann fisted my hair. I glanced up to see uncertainty and a slight fear in her eyes. Although, this was hidden behind her demanding grip at my hair.  
 
    “I can look, and I can kiss, lick, suck, and touch you anywhere. I can do any fucking thing I want to you, Rea.” Locking eyes, I bent my head and caressed my tongue back down past her pussy to the crack of her ass, going directly for her virgin hole. I kissed her there. Licked her there. Each contact of my mouth and tongue making her body jerk. I gave her attention there until it left her gasping.  
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it baby?” 
 
    Hastily Ryann nodded.  
 
     “We’ll play with that hole a bit later. I’ll teach you how intensely good it feels to have something inside it.”  
 
    Ryann shivered with uncertainty, but then I got my mouth on her pussy where we both wanted. I opened her little cunt and slowly caressed my tongue up her slit. The taste of her devirginized pussy was amazing. Licking her clit, suckling her swollen mound, and tongue fucking the inside of her delicate channel felt like a gift. I was exploring no man’s land. No one had been there before me. No man after me. The thought of that made me burn, it made my mouth and tongue greedy for her.  Fighting to hold her down, I devoured Ryann’s sweet pussy exploring and discovering all the ways I could make her gasp, whimper, and moan. Sucking her puss made me hard. Feeling the soft inner muscles ripple around my tongue made me want to come. I went from vibrating my tongue over her sensitive little clit to forcing my tongue up her cunt trying to see how deep I could go. I could live between Ryann’s thighs, simply eating her pussy while her chauffeur drove us around from one end of New York to the next. It didn’t matter when she kicked her legs or stomped her healed foot against the ceiling of the car. I kept my tongue where I wanted, on her pussy, licking and suckling up all her sweet cream. I gripped her ass cheeks, spreading them to run my tongue down to catch the cream dripping down to her anus, and then back up again to shove my tongue back inside her delectable cunt.  
 
    “Daddy! Please! I can’t come anymore. Please daddy. I have to go to school!” Her cry of pleasure ended on a whine. 
 
    Fuck! Why would she say something like that? Didn’t she realize how forbidden our love play was? I was married to her damn mother. She was my stepdaughter, panties stolen, thighs gapped, letting her stepdaddy go all ravenous on her wet spasming pussy with the driver a few feet away in the front seat. All my cock needed was those taboo words, that naughty confession to make me blow. My balls ached as I greedily ate my fill of Ryann’s pussy. She was so soft wet and open, it would be nothing to slip inside her right now, to pound her quaking little puss until I came hard and deep.  
 
    I suckled her clit back inside my mouth and felt Ryann’s body vibrate behind another hard shudder. God yes. That meant more of her sweet cream for me. It took me a minute to realize Ryann was trying to force me back. Fighting to sit up, she was gripping my hair and shoulder tight.  
 
    “Goddamn, it John! Please!”  
 
    My head shot up with a growl. The look she gave me was pleading. She was flushed and moist with a thin film of sweat on her brow.  
 
    “We’re here daddy. Please.” 
 
    I glanced up and around to see that the car was in park and the driver waited patiently at her door with his back to us. He wouldn’t reach for the handle unless she unlocked the door for him. Oh damn.  
 
    Gazing back down at Ryann’s pink swollen juicy pussy, I felt annoyed that I would have to let her go. Small hands were still pushing me away, but I wouldn’t budge.  
 
    “You can have it again after school. I promise.” She took my face in her hand demanding my gaze. “You can have more of my pussy this evening. You can have as much as you want. Just let me go now. Please, John. I’ll be late for class.”  
 
    “I’ve warned you twice already, and now I’m going to spank your ass for calling me that.”  
 
    She looked worriedly down at me and then up and around the circle drive. I dropped one last open mouth kiss on her pussy while she watched the thinning crowd. Releasing her, I sat back up in my seat pulling her panties out of my inner pocket to wipe my mouth. When she reached for them, I frowned at her.  
 
    “Please John, I need my panties.”  
 
    “No.”  Scooting away from her, I tucked them back in my inner jacket pocket.  
 
    Ryann quickly gave up, pulling out a mirror and dapping her forehead and neck. Then she pulled out her compact and lip gloss. She was still flushed and glowing from the orgasms but beautiful and perfect once more.  
 
    “You’re not staying the night at any friend’s house this week.” I tried to be firm even though I’d never been successful giving Ryann orders such as that.  
 
    But she answered me, all the same, giving her makeup one last check in the mirror. “Of course not. I’m spending the week with you. I want you inside me again. I love that.” Snapping her compact closed she reached over and palmed my hard-aching cock. “And you need it too. I’ll let you work this off inside of me this afternoon.” She squirmed a little in her seat as she squeezed me. “God, my pussy is so wet and sensitive right now. I’ll have to clean up in the ladies before class.”  
 
    It felt as though my cock was doubling in size with her hand on it, her hot words, and the promises she made. I’d have to jerk off in my office before I could take my first class to calm it. Ryann quickly kissed the corner of my mouth, escaping before I could grab her and demand she stay. This was going to be the longest day of my fucking life, waiting to have her again.  
 
      
 
    Two minutes before I released my final class of the day, Ryann walked in unannounced. Suddenly, all my student’s attention was off me and on her. For two seconds my heart dropped to my stomach and I thought something horrible happened to Tisa and the twins, but the expression on Ryann’s face was calm and remote. She was her usual beautiful pristine self, although she’d surprised me by showing up here. I couldn’t recall a time when Ryann willingly step foot on this campus. I had to clear my throat before speaking.  
 
    “Class dismissed.”  
 
    Ryann moved away from the door as the forty-one college students rushed down to leave. Silently she made her way toward the podium where I was gathering my papers back into my bag. My head snapped up when I heard one zealous male approach her.  
 
    “Hi, I don’t remember seeing you on campus. I’m Adam. And you are…” He held out his hand trying to catch Ryann’s gaze. She gave it fleetingly but refused his hand. Many others looked on waiting to see if she would turn Adam down. Waiting to see if they would get a chance. Males were appropriately salivating. The Females were sneering giving side eyed glares before walking away.  
 
    Ryann stood stiff as a statue looking directly at me. I knew I wasn’t as handsome as many of these young guys, but there she stood haughty, remote, and aloof.  
 
    “My daughter,” I barked back at all of them staring, approaching, and desperately trying to pluck up the nerve to make the attempt. “I said get out of here unless you want me to assign more homework.”  
 
    That had the lot of them scrambling to get out of the door. I sighed looking back at Ryann and saw her physically relax. Her body uncoiled loosening the tightness in her stance. She licked her lips and started looking around as if curious about her surroundings. Before her eyes remained on me, had all that male attention frighten her, made her nervous?  
 
    “Make me come before we get to my school so I’m not so tense when everyone starts staring.” 
 
    Had she meant that literally?  
 
    “Is everything alright honey.” 
 
    I could see her haughty smirk as she looked from one wall to the next. There were pictures of writers and poets from every era donning my walls.  
 
    “My daughter… Really John?” And just like that, the untouchable ice queen was back.  
 
    “What are you doing here Ryann?” 
 
    She turned to me then. “You don’t have a car and I do, so the obvious answer would be… I’m here to give you a ride home.”  
 
    We were in New York, Manhattan. I didn’t need a car. Ryann had a car that came with a driver. She didn’t have a driver’s license and I wasn’t certain if she even knew how to drive. I decided not to respond to that. My mind was still on her reaction to all that male attention. Besides that, I had been thinking about her all day long. Thinking about what I would do to her tonight. The last thing I wanted to do was get into anything with her now.  
 
    “Fine.” I grabbed her hand to walk her out locking the door behind me. When I saw a few of my colleagues strolling the hall, I released her hand and placed it on her shoulder instead. The need to touch her was overwhelming. There were too many heads turned her way, young and old. I’d never gotten jealous when men approached Tisa when we were out together. Those who talked to her, but would not even look at me. With Ryann, I wanted to spin around and take her mouth with a possessive kiss to stake my claim. I was a little ashamed I was so jealous at the amount of attention she demanded, and I would have brooded over it if I didn’t feel the tension running through her body. The stiffness in her shoulders as she moved gracefully throughout the crowd. How had I not notice that before?  
 
    As soon as we were secure in the car, Ryann locked the doors and sealed the privacy partition. Her next move was to climb into my lap, straddling my legs. She sat directly on my growing cock that remained semi hard all day thinking about her. Her sweet expensive perfume flooded my senses and her body so close, finally in my arms was too much for me. Her hands were in my hair as she leaned in to kiss me. Holding her hips, I mumbled against her lips, trying to be gentle as I pushed her away.  
 
    “Rea,”  
 
    “What?” She held on. Our eyes locked as she kissed me again.  
 
    I wanted to give in. I wanted to open her mouth with my tongue to taste her sweetness. She granted my wish caressing her lips over mine before giving me her tongue. I clutched at her body as our mouths made love, a hungry make out while I groped her everywhere. Squeezing her thighs, her ass that was still bare as I had left her this morning. I caressed my hands up her back and shoulders noticing the difference in her body. How relaxed and pliant she was now opposed to how stiff and unmoving she had been just minutes before. I groped her breast over her blouse wanting to rip it open so that I could see her nipples.  
 
    Ryann moaned and squealed at my tongue, but she didn’t pull away. I pulled away from her mouth and moved my head back when she moved in for another kiss.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Even her panting frown was beautiful.  
 
    With one hand caressing her tit, I stroked the back of my hand gently down her face and captured her chin. “You don’t like people staring.” I made it a statement understanding now.  
 
    For a split second, Ryann stiffened. Her eyes darted away and then back to me. “Who does?” The smile she gave was false. So was her sudden calm relaxed manner. “I don’t know anyone who enjoys being stared at.”  
 
    I brushed my lips over hers, watching her eyes. Waiting. “You’re so beautiful, baby. People can’t help but notice. They’re just admiring the rarity of you.”  
 
    Ryann scowled, pulling her chin from my hand. She forced me back, shoving my hands off her as her eyes turned hard and mean.  
 
    “People don’t admire. They stare and study me as if looking, hoping for flaws. Well, I’m not a goddamn lab rat! Or some alien specimen! If all they did was look, I could take that, but it’s the constant twenty-four-hour inspection as if they’re waiting for green puss to ease from my eyes and nose. That’s not normal. It will never be normal. And I’m supposed to do what? Stand there and take it, and then smile and thank them for their scrutiny. Well, screw that! Screw them! And screw you, John!”  
 
    Ryann jumped out of my lap so fast I reached out uncertain she wouldn’t fall, but she had it and quickly slapped my hand away. She straightened her skirt, crossed her knees away from me, and gazed out of the window as though I no longer existed. Her posture was poised and stiff once more. The beautiful untouchable statue.  
 
    So this is why she clung to me at parties and out in public. People were no longer looking at her. They were looking at me wondering how I’d gain the devotion of such a beautiful rose. If they only knew how many thorns this rose had. Thorns to keep others at bay, maybe to buy her a little reprieve, a little normalcy.  
 
    No, Ryann hadn’t enjoyed the attention. In fact, she despised it. And the attention was doing more than making her nervous, as a single tear rolled down her soft pretty cheek. The Attention was hurting her. People looked at Ryann and saw a beautiful flawless young lady, but did they know she maintained a 4.0 GPA. Never spoke to or of her real father. She was allergic to strawberries and ate ketchup with her string beans. She might have a smile the angels envied, but her real laugh was a whizzy snorting type thing that was corny as hell. Probably why she never laughed in public or around people, but I heard her do it while entertaining the twins. She loved them and unlike many teenagers always took time out to be with them. Ryann probably had one thousand and one imperfections, and a million and two wonderful loving ways that had absolutely nothing to do with her looks. Yet all the world saw when looking at her was the perfect beautiful young woman. Yes, a bit haughty, pampered, and spoiled, but she was wonderful when she let her guard down. And this she’d rarely did.   
 
    “I do not require your pity and I don’t need a hug, so you can quit staring at me.”  
 
    Okay. So, plans to pull her into my arms to do just that was out. Instead, I slipped my hand over her thigh, pushing her skirt back, and squeezed.  
 
    “So, what do you want from me?” I asked.  
 
    Ryann looked at me. Her stare was better than a drill Sargent. “You really think I’m going to let you touch me now.”  
 
    “You better,” I teased corking a smile at her. “I’ve been thinking about you all damn day.” Slowly I leaned in and kissed the corner of her mouth. “Come here, baby. Come sit in my lap.” I teased her mouth until she started kissing me back.  
 
    She moved then, climbing back into my lap. I kissed her softly, licking and caressing her lips with my own. I kissed her chin, her jaw, her neck. Her skin so soft under my lips. Ryann’s arms wrapped around my neck the same moment I encased her in my arms holding her secure against my chest. She stiffened once more when she realized I’d manipulated her into a hug. I held on until eventually, she relaxed. For a long moment we said nothing, and for the first time ever, Ryann sat still allowing me to simply hold her in my arms to give her comfort.  
 
    “We don’t have to do anything Rea,”  I whispered against her neck kissing her there. “We can simply spend some time together.” 
 
    She was quiet for another minute before pulling back to look at me. “What if I want to do something. I promised you could have as much of my pussy as you wanted tonight. I never break my promises.” She gave me that infuriating knowing smile. “Unless you don’t want it.”  
 
    Damn her! I growled, grabbing her ass and shoving her forward to sit over my cock.  
 
    “I was trying to be…”  
 
    “Gallant?” She answered arching a single brow as she laughed at me under her breath. “You’re so sensitive John.”  
 
    “And you’re a fucking brat.”  
 
      Ryann’s smile was bright and beautiful. Her shoulders shook as she held the laugh in. I promised at that moment I would someday get her to laugh out loud. That real corky laugh. She would always feel free with me, calm, and safe enough to relax.  
 
    I pulled her into an aggressive kiss full of lust, want, and need. God help me. Yes, I wanted her.  
 
    “You just want me wanting you all the fucking time, don’t you?  
 
    She nodded smiling and nibbling at my lips and chin.  
 
    “Lucky for you, I do want you. Always want you,” I groan as she rain kisses down my neck. She was rocking her hips in my lap. I could feel the heat and wetness of her pussy even through my slacks. My dick jumped to attention and toward her sweet hole. I was desperate to get back inside of her. “I’m also going to give you that spanking I promised you.”  
 
    Ryann nibbled my earlobe and then licked and suckled at my neck. “Why would you spank me, daddy, when I’m already offering up my pussy?”  
 
    I could hardly breathe hearing that needy plea in her voice. Ryann submitting to me turned me the fuck on, and when she called me daddy… It was all I could do not to come in my pants. I grabbed her bare ass and shoved a hand between her legs cupping her naked wet pussy. I pushed my thumb up her slit between her mounds to find her clit and buzzed a thumb over it to give her some pleasure. I wanted her on edge begging me for dick. She whimpered, groaning deeply as she rocked her pussy against my hand. Ryann lifted her head to find my mouth and kissed me wildly.  
 
    “I want to rip your clothes off Rea,” I told her when we came up for air. “I want you naked. Your gorgeous body bared to me so I can see your beautiful breast and your pussy wet and ready. That’s when I’ll sink my cock into you. That’s when I’ll give it to you hard and deep.”  
 
    I slipped a finger inside her scorching cunt.  
 
    She gasped clutching me tightly. “Yes! I want that. You know I want that.” Her amber eyes darkened, sparkling with fire and lust. She was horny as fuck as she canted her hips to get more of my finger.  
 
    “Lift your skirt up in the back.”  
 
    Gazing into her eyes I dared her not to question me. She reached back and held her skirt up pulling it up her torso until it belted just under her breast. I pressed my finger deep inside her. My thumb busy on her clit and brought my free hand down hard against her naked ass. The slap was loud and so hard Ryann yelped and frowned at me. Fire lit in her eyes and I could see my name at the tip of her tongue. Her need to protest.  
 
    “Don’t you dare,” I growled shoving a second finger up her juicy twat.  
 
    She gasped at the stretch of my fingers. I brought my hand down against her ass harder still before she could protest. This time she gave a small cry. The muscles in her cunt locked around my fingers, and her pussy dolloped my hand with warm cream. I wanted to yank them out and sucked them off. Instead, I spanked her again and again.  Ryann whimpered clinching her jaw this time not to cry out. The will and determination in her face were both startling and laughable. She knew nothing about sex. Nothing about pleasure/pain. And nothing about how or why her body was responding to the spanking.  
 
    I laughed in her face. “You’re playing a dangerous game, Rea.”  
 
    “I’m not playing anything with you.” She barked between clinched teeth shooting daggers at me.  
 
    She had no idea. If she didn’t like it, want it, or need it, she would have released her skirt and shoved off my lap by now. Ryann never tolerated anything she did not want or like. Her breathing was out of control. Her pussy was rippling, creaming around my fingers. It would take nothing to make her come. She was so worked up, I could’ve easily tipped her over by accident. Quickly, I moved my thumb off her clit. I could’ve taken control, tossed her down, and finger banged her silly pussy until she exploded, spraying the car down, but I didn’t want it to be over so soon. After I made her come, there was no way I could keep my dick out of her.  
 
    The car slowed, pulling into the circle drive in front of the marquee. I pulled Ryann down into a hot tongue lapping kiss before pulling my fingers free of her clenching pussy. She watched me shove them into my mouth to lick and suck off her juice.  
 
    “Fix your clothes. Hurry up.”  
 
    I barked adjusting my dick that stood thick and hard as a lead pipe. There’d be no way to hide it even as I tugged the lapels of my suit jacket down. And what’s worse, there was a wet spot over my crotch either from Ryann’s pussy or the precum flowing freely from the head of my cock. Damn it. For this much trouble, I should have just fucked her in the car. Grabbing my bag, I held it in front of me as I got out. Ryann was right behind me. I grabbed her hand and with long strides got us inside. 
 
      
 
      
 
    We both dropped our bags and as I turned from locking the front door, Ryann jumped me. She was in my arms. Her thin arms wrapped tight around my neck as she devoured my mouth sweetly. I kissed her back just as passionately just as anxious, and desperate to finish what we started. I had to peel her off of me to set her down on her feet. Then I took her blouse and ripped it open and down off her arms. Her bra when next until she was naked waist up. I held her close taking one of her hard nipples into my mouth, licking and suckling her apple size breast that was as soft and as sweet as the rest of her.  
 
    “Oh God, John! That feels wonderful!” She moaned aloud holding my head against her chest.  
 
    I pulled away with a low growl, spinning her around, and bending her over the roundtable stationed in the middle of the foyer. I’d done it so quickly, she nearly toppled over the crystal vase of flowers on top.  
 
    “I meant daddy! I meant daddy!” She cried and squealed when I shoved two fingers back up her cunt.  
 
    “Too late.” Flipping her skirt up to bare her round firm ass, my hand came down swiftly on pink cheeks with a hard smack.  
 
    Ryann’s pussy clenched and creamed as she cried out. I kicked her ankles apart to spread her legs and pumped her pussy while smacking her ass again and again. I reddened one cheek and then switched to the other. All the while Ryann’s pussy sputtered and drenched my hand with warm cream.  
 
    “I should have been spanking your ass from day one. Then maybe you wouldn’t have given me so much fucking attitude. You would have given me half a chance to get to know you to have a place in your life. That’s all I’ve ever wanted Rea. Was to have a place in your life.”  
 
    Ryann panted clinging to the table as her body trembled against my hand. I held her down and pumped her pussy while buzzing my thumb across and circling her clit.  
 
    “You do daddy! You do.” She cried, legs trembling as she began to lose control.  
 
    “Are you about to come?”  
 
    “Yes, daddy! Yes!”  
 
    I got down on my knees, tossed one thigh over my shoulder, and replaced my thumb with my mouth. I licked at her pulsing clit, beating at it rapidly before suckling it into my mouth.  
 
    “Oh my God! Oh God! Oh!”  
 
    She screamed as I shoved my fingers deep against the upper wall of her pussy, suckling and pulling her clit between lips and tongue. Her warm juice dripped down my hand and between her legs, running like a thin clear rod down her inner thighs. When I pulled away from her, Ryann slumped down on the table panting and trembling. I wasn’t going to let her rest.  
 
    Grabbing her up, Ryann stumbled behind me as I drug her to me and her mother’s room. I tossed her down at the foot of the four-poster bed and barked at her to spread her legs. Ryann was looking about the room scandalized. What the hell ever for. She was fucking her mother’s husband. The time for shock had passed. Undressing while she surveyed the room as though she’d never been here before, I was standing before her fully naked when she looked back up at me. Grabbing her thighs, I tossed her legs over my forearms standing between her splayed legs. I flipped her skirt back to bare her pretty pussy and angled the thick head of my dick right at her juicy opening. My dick was so fucking hard I was dripping precum all over her mound and clit. I was aching to get inside of her nearly blinded by lust to fuck her young pussy hard and mean. I held back not wanting to hurt her, but there was no way I was changing locations. I needed her pussy so fucking bad at that moment it didn’t matter where we were. I loved it that she was still in her small heals and the thin white silk socks that were neatly turned down just once. It was so sexy to see her nakedness splayed out for me like this and yet still in her heels. I brought her leg up to kiss her ankle sock all while keeping the head of my dick firmly at the door of her warm gaping hole. 
 
    Ryann’s frown brought a devilish smile across my face.  
 
    “What’s wrong? You don’t want me to fuck you on your mother’s bed.”  
 
    She bit down hard on her bottom lip and then slowly shook her head no.  
 
    I thrust in hard sending half my dick up her hot creamy puss. Ryann’s breath caught making her release the bite she had on her cherry tinged lips and drawing her gaze down between her legs where my dick was stretching her wide. Slowly I pulled back only to thrust again making her take more.   
 
    “That’s too bad baby. It’s not up to you.” I held Ryann’s legs apart and began to fuck her slowly. “Where and when I decide to fuck you is solely up to me.”  
 
    Her pussy was so fucking hot inside and tight as ever. Despite the finger fuck I’d given her in the front room, it felt like taking her virginity all over again.  
 
    “You’re only job is to make sure your pussy is hot wet and ready for me.”   
 
    Ryann frowned even as her pussy rippled at my words, creaming hard around my pumping shaft. She might not have like me dominating her but her pussy sure as hell did. Still, she was gasping and squealing so loudly there was no room for protest. Pressing her legs back to spread her wide I thrust harder determined to make her take all of me.  
 
    Ryann cried out with a pleading look, locked between pleasure and pain. “You’re stretching my pussy.” She snapped at me as if to complain. Her pussy lips spread. The mouth of her pretty cunt stretched around the girth of my dick blushing red and soaking wet with cream.  
 
    I continued knocking my dick inside her pussy over and over again as she gasped and sputtered and whined. The ripple muscled walls massaging around my dick felt so fucking good I could hardly keep my eyes open. 
 
    “It’s so thick.” She whined. “You’re too fucking big daddy to be fucking my pussy like this!” 
 
    Stretching her legs back past her ears, I leaned over and suckled her tit before licking her panting mouth. “Keep talking sweet like that to me baby. It turns me the fuck on.”  
 
    She cried out as I pumped my hips between her legs laying into her to fuck her deep. She was laid out just at the perfect angle on top of the high bed so that it took very little effort to lay into her wildly.  The head of my cock brushed the upper wall of her sex to hit her spot before slamming deep inside, thumping her womb. Fisting the top cover until she was white knuckled, Ryann continues to cry even as her pussy creamed and rippled around my shaft.  
 
    “You’re taking all ten inches of my dick Rea. Your pussy is so perfect for the fucking I need.”  
 
    She was sweating and shaking. Her beautiful body glistened in the evening sunlit room. She was so fucking beautiful laying there trembling, whimpering. Her untouched pussy opening for only me. I held myself up over her so we’d both have an unobstructed view of raw and obscene it was. Her stepdaddy’s thick horny dick pulping her wet teen pussy.  
 
    I kissed her mouth, tonguing her with a sloppy kiss that she fully responded to. Even fisting my hair to hold me there. She loved the kissing as much as I did. When I pulled back she was dazed from the kiss. Her pleading expression awash with pleasure, but that small frown remained. I leaned over her, arms on either side of her head so she could no longer see what I was doing between her legs. I was pumping her hard, a rapid jackhammering beat. Then I slowed a bit, rolling my hips to make her feel every rippling bump of my shaft sinking in, pulling out. Listening to her moan and whimper at the change in tempo was erotic.  
 
    “Does it really hurt baby? I know I’m big, but your pussy is so wet and open to me. You’re taking all of me and it feels so fucking good Rea.” I sped up rabbiting inside of her pussy once more. She cried out clutching my back to hold me close.  
 
    I kissed the squeal out of her mouth and held her until she caught her breath.  
 
    “Yes, it feels good daddy. But it so intense. Oooh, stretching me so thick. You fill up my pussy to the brim. Oh! Until there’s no room left. Mmm! Ooh, daddy! You really know how to fuck!”  
 
    I dipped my tongue in her mouth licking the inside of her. Her tongue was so sweet. Her lips so soft. Her pussy divine. “Let me fuck you, Rea. Let daddy have as much pussy as he wants. You promise baby, remember. You promised I could have your pussy as much as I wanted.”  
 
    Groaning against her lips, I swirled my tongue there licking at her squealing mouth while I drove my dick up her tight hot cave, planking as I rammed her hard and fast and so deep I knew might hurt a little.  
 
    Ryann clutched my back and held on tight as I pounded her young pussy until we shook the bed. 
 
    “I love it, baby. I love it so goddamn much!”  
 
    Ryann’s hand reached down and clutched my flexing ass. I shuddered at the feel of her hands on me. My dick was in heaven, but to have her willingly touch me like this… Oh, God!  
 
    “It hurts, but it feels so good daddy! Don’t stop.” She cried.  
 
    I must have faltered at the feel of her hands on my body. I sped back up, sweating as I worked her over. Fighting to stay in control. Determined not to come before she did. But the pleasure was on me and from the hard blush infusing her beautiful face and the dark sparkle of her amber eyes, I knew she was close. I could feel her pussy tightening even as my dick thickened inside of her. Oh, God! She was going to fucking come. My balls drew up. I shut my eyes tight fighting it off. The hot tight sheath. My stepdaughter’s virgin pussy. On her mother’s bed.  
 
    “Fuck Rea! Are you close? Please tell me you’re close!” The orgasmic sizzle began buzzing up my back. I fisted the covers so I wouldn’t hurt her by grabbing her.  
 
    “Daddy!” She cried shaking all over bucking her hips against my ramming cock. “My pussy! My pussy aches so bad daddy! I can’t! I can’t control it!”  
 
    I could feel her holding on. I could feel her stubborn will.  
 
    Fuck! I quickly wrapped my arms around her body and held her as I continued to pummel her cunt. “Come for me, baby. Let go and come for me! I’ll catch you, Rea. Just give into it and let your pussy come all around my dick!”    
 
    She squealed and cried even as she continued to throw her hips up against me.  
 
    “Let it happen, Rea. Come for me and I promise to full your young cunt with my hot seed. I’ll spill all of it inside you baby.” Reaching down, I grabbed her ass cheek and worked my fingers between her crack to brush her quivering anus. “Daddy promises to flood your pretty pussy until you’re dripping hot seed.”  
 
    I don’t know if it was the words or the tip of my finger that I’d force inside her asshole, but Ryann screamed, bucking wildly, coming so hard she forced me over with her. I orgasmed blindly in mid-pump. My dick exploding inside her creaming cave as I fought to keep fucking her even through the orgasm. I could see nothing. The bed shook.  Her wales and my groaning roar filled the room. I could feel Ryann’s body bucking, trembling, coming as I was coming. Her pussy locking and releasing and wetting the bed as I was emptying my balls deep inside of her. Her pussy felt like a haven for my cock.  
 
       
 
    I kissed Ryann’s neck, suckling and nibbling at her salty sweet skin. She was so warm and wet underneath me. Her hands sliding up and down my back brought sharp stings in areas, but I couldn’t be concerned about that now. I wanted my mouth on every inch of her body. I wanted to kiss and suckled her everywhere. Her neck. Her shoulders. Her chest and breast. I sucked the sweat from her skin and tried to get one whole breast in my mouth. She whimpered fisting my hair until I released her and moved on. I went down and down licking the sweat from her torso and belly. Sipping at her belly button and then on down to her thighs. I ran my tongue up her thigh to lick away her dripping cream mixed with my cum. We taste good together. I let my half hard dick slip from her pussy. She whimpered gently caressing my damp hair. I licked and suckled both of her inner thighs down to the meat of her ass. There I lift my head to watch my seed running like a river from her bursting fucked out cunt. Damn. For the first time, I actually wished she wasn’t on birth control. What if I got her pregnant? She would be so angry with me. It wouldn’t make her happy. Not a girl like Ryann.  
 
    “I really am on birth control, John.” She said watching my face and totally misreading me.  
 
    “That’s not what I was thinking,” I said.  
 
    She tried to close her legs, but I held them open. I was standing between them silently admiring her pussy wondering how I’d ever be able to give it up.  
 
    “Well, if you’re thinking the other thing you really need to let me go. I am so not in for that.”  
 
    But I held her and even ran a gentle thumb over her open wet slit. She jerked and shivered at the contact. Of course, she was sensitive.  
 
    “I know getting you pregnant wouldn’t make you happy Rea,” I said.  
 
    She sighed and stopped trying to close her legs but answered all the same. “No, it wouldn’t.”  
 
    I nodded and then gazed into her sated golden amber eyes. “I just really love what we’re doing baby. I know it’s wrong and I don’t mean to hurt Tisa, but I want you so bad Rea.” I let her legs rest down and leaned over to kiss her gently. “I don’t know how much time we’ll have with you going off to college soon, leaving me here all alone, but for now you have to give me your pussy Rea. You have to let me fuck you as much as I want. It’s heaven being inside you baby. It’s so fucking good, I could die in your pussy with no regrets. I just love it so much. I’ve never felt about anyone the way I feel when we’re together. Even though we argue and fight. I don’t care because I know now that when we touch, we’ll burn. I don’t burn like that with anyone but you Rea.”  
 
    The pretty smile she gave me was easy and warm. “Are you trying to tell me you love me?”  
 
    “Fuck.”  
 
    I buried my face in her hair taking in her sweet erotic scent. Damn it. I was all screwed up from one end to the other. I couldn’t be in love with her, could I? It would be too complicated to actually be in love with her, but God help me, I think I was. I think I’ve always been.  
 
    Tisa and my relationship were easy, kind and sweet, but there was never any real heat. We were both amiable people. Never argued or fought about anything as a couple. Hell, we were too polite to each other to ever disagree.  
 
    With Ryann and I, it was a constant storm, like a hurricane. Even when we were trying to give each other the silent treatment. The tension in the room, the hot current of electricity that was our silent stares always sent Tisa running to put out the inevitable fire. And all that fire burned as we fucked as though the storm was inside of us, set off when we touched. 
 
    I held my mind perfectly still. My body still as well. I wouldn’t dare think of the words she spoke because… 
 
    “I can’t have you, Ryann.” I murmured against her neck.  
 
    “Shouldn’t I be the one deciding that? I chose you as my first John, you. You think I would have trusted anyone else to take my virginity. I knew longer than you’re comfortable with that you would be my first.” She explained pulling at my hair to get me to lift my head.  
 
    I stayed where I was. Hiding in her hair. My lips pressed to her neck. “No. You’re right. I’m not comfortable hearing that.”  
 
    “It doesn’t matter now.” She said annoyed as though I were missing the point. “I’m a grown woman now. Although, I’ve been a capable adult for much longer…”  
 
    “There’s no arguing that.”  
 
    She smacked the side of my head for the quip. It made me laugh, a silent chuckle against the side of her neck.  
 
    “Will you stop this,” She even sounded annoyed now, tugging at my hair hard enough to hurt. “Look at me when I’m speaking to you. Pretend to be an adult, the grown man I gave my virginity to. John!” Her voice snapped like a whip. An all too familiar crack when she got ready to tell me off followed by a clear-cut declaration on how I wasn’t her father or her anything to be telling her what to do.  
 
    “I’m trying to have a conversation with you.”  
 
    I looked up then gazing into her eyes. Even behind the slight irritation, I saw it. I saw the soft sweet innocence and the giving of her heart. I saw the emotion. The purest manifestation of the word I would not dare utter or even allow myself to think. Love. She was in love with me.  
 
    “Maybe I don’t want to have this conversation with you.” It came out a harsh growl and I could feel myself hardening, growing cold. Throwing up walls leaving nothing for her to penetrate. It was so unfair to her, but I couldn’t control it. I wouldn’t allow myself to feel it.  
 
    The pain slowly infusing Ryann’s face was heartbreaking and the tears filling her beautiful eyes made me want to rip out my own damn throat. The shaking hand that reached to brush her face in a wordless apology was slapped away. The hot white fire across my cheek was the second slap that nearly took the breath out of me. Never had I been slapped so hard by a woman in my life.  
 
    “Rea… baby, wait…”  
 
    Wiggling, bucking, slapping she shoved her way free of me and ran. 
 
         
  
 
    I got up took a shower and changed into something comfortable. A half hour later I was knocking on her bedroom door.  
 
    “Ryann.” I jiggle the handle when she wouldn’t answer, finding it locked. “Baby, please open the door.” Nothing. I stood there for the next twenty minutes pleading with her only to be turned away.  
 
    I went into my office to unpack my bag and the test I needed to grade. I made a pot of coffee and called down to the front desk and even to her chauffeur to confirm she was in fact still in the building. Then I left a request to be informed if and when she tried to leave. It was all I could do.  
 
    I went back to my office and tried to get some work done. I didn’t feel like grading papers and I couldn’t concentrate to retain what I read of my research notes. Writing was out because all I could think about was fucking Ryann one minute and that heartbroken look in her eyes the next. Fucking hell. Finally, I broke down. Grabbing a fresh cup of coffee, I sat against her locked bedroom door.  
 
    I didn’t know what the hell to say to her. What we were doing was all kinds of wrong. I was married to Tisa and yet fucking her eighteen-year-old daughter. Legal or not, I should be locked up. Only, the thought of being without Ryann and living without her hurt inside. It physically fucking hurt. Why couldn’t I feel this way for Tisa? She was so sweet and kind, but when I thought of Tisa, I felt only fondness, a kind of comfortable friendship. Damn, I couldn’t even think of her sexually anymore. Those thoughts and feelings were reserved for Ryann.  Just the thought of Ryann’s beautiful tight body made my dick hard.  
 
    Didn’t she understand? I would never be able to give Ryann what she wanted. I wouldn’t dare allow her to believe there was a future with us. No matter how dull or lukewarm my passion for Tisa, ending the marriage with her was not an option. So these intense random hot fucks were all Ryann and I could have. I needed Ryann to face the truth of that. I just didn’t want her hurt in the process. Although, that seemed inevitable.  
 
    Snapping my head back, I knocked the back of my head against Ryann’s door with frustration.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said to myself since she wouldn’t listen. “I’m sorry, Ryann,” I said louder. “Please. Please baby, let me in.” I kept knocking my head against the door over and over again until my ears started ringing.  
 
    The last time I snapped my head back, I kept going. I fell back and gazed up at Ryann. She was showered and changed in jeans and a long sleeve blouse with a duffle bag over her shoulder. Shit! I jumped to my feet and stood to block the doorway. She stood stiff and upright, the untouchable ice queen once more.  
 
    “Fuck, Ryann. Where in the hell do you think you’re going?”  
 
    She studied me calmly and coldly as though I wasn’t even there. “I don’t believe that is any of your business John.”  
 
    Goddamn it. I hated when she said my name like that. Called me John as though she were the adult and I was the child. In the past, it always pissed me off. This time it made me sad and desperate.  
 
    “I’m sorry baby, alright.”  
 
    She merely blinked at me.  
 
    “God, Ryann,” I stepped into her room shoving both hands through my hair, so I wouldn’t grab her and shake her. “Don’t do this. You don’t understand what you’re doing to me.”  
 
    “I don’t plan on doing anything to you or with you ever again. Now if you would please step aside.”  
 
    Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! She was doing it again. The cold untouchable act. Dismissing me, discarding me as though I were nothing. Like I didn’t matter. As though I hadn’t spent the greater part of an hour wrecking havoc between her legs. I’d touched and kissed every inch of her soft beautiful body and dipped my tongue inside her most intimate crevasses and holes. The taste of her pussy was still on my tongue. The memory of Ryann’s warm wet cunt taking me deep, encasing my shaft had my dick half hard even now.   
 
    Her walls were up and firmly in place. A mile-wide wall of ice, but she forgot that I knew her now. This was her defense mechanism. This was how she protected herself from people who stared at her. Who looked at her as though she was something unreal or unnatural. It’s how she dealt with all the men who couldn’t help but lust after her beauty. Begging and pleading, dying to touch her. Once again, like the first time we met, she was protecting herself from me. I dared not touch her. We both knew what would happen if I touched her, but God help me I needed to. There was no way I could let her go.  
 
    “Is that what you want?” I asked.  
 
    She’d gazed away in the short silence running her eyes over my body. One blink and her eyes captured my gaze. “It’s what you don’t want that seems to matter.”  
 
    Before she could stop me, I cupped her soft cheek with a gentle hand leaning close to whisper against her mouth. “I want you, Ryann.”  
 
    I kissed her before her doubt and fear could override my touch. Removing the bag from her shoulder, I walked her backward towards her bed pulling her clothes away. Her busy hands worked my clothes off as we fought to keep her lips locked. As though the act of not kissing would break the spell.  
 
    “Let me show you what I can give you Rea. What I promise to give you for as long as I can.” Taking her warm nude body into my arms, I crawled into bed with her as she wrapped herself around me tight to hold on. 
 
    Ryann watched me close as I caressed my hands up and down her body, my lips and tongue following each caress. I suckled her small sensitive breast until she writhed lifting her hips against my thick harden shaft that was slowly pumping against her warm wet mound. I squeezed Ryann’s tits pumping my hips and gazing into her pleasure glazed eyes.  
 
    “How is your pussy baby? Is it too sore to take me? I wasn’t very nice to it earlier.”  
 
    “Yes, you were,” Ryann protested. “I love the way you take me. It aches a little, but I still want you to make love to me, J…”  
 
    I rose up over her body crowding her close so she’d have to tip her head back to keep my gaze. She was about to call me John until I slipped a hand down and pressed it against her pulsing mound. She was so fucking wet and warm. I could feel that greedy gaping hole of her pussy fluttering against my palm. Brushing a thumb across her swollen clit left her gasping. Her hips jerking.  
 
    “Daddy,” She whispered into my mouth.  
 
    “Uh huh,”  
 
    I took her mouth. Giving her my tongue the same moment I slipped two fingers up her cunt. I kissed down Ryann’s body between her legs to take her clit into my mouth. Skillfully fingering her, I rubbed the upper wall of her pussy aiming for her sweet spot. When she came, creaming hard around my fingers, I allowed myself one tongue suckling taste before shoving half my hard dick up her quaking puss. I held Ryann’s thighs apart and gave her a slow shallow fuck. The head of my cock targeting the upper wall of her cunt. She writhed, bucked, fisting the sheets one moment and pulling at them the next all the while screaming for a deeper fuck.  
 
    “You sound so sexy laying there Rea, begging your daddy to fuck you hard and deep. I wish I could record us fucking to keep as a treasured gift the sounds you make when your horny little pussy is in need.” I caressed down her inner thighs and then up her torso to take her tits in my hands. I squeezed them as I thrust inside her. “I’m promising to touch you, Rea. I’ll never stop touching you.”  
 
    She slipped her hands over my ass and squeezed. “Every day,” Panting, she gazed into my eyes demanding, “you promise to touch me like this to give it to me every day no matter what?”  
 
    I smiled. “I swear to give your little pussy as much dick as it can handle every single day baby, no matter what.”  
 
    She smiled up at me and gasped when I grabbed one leg to turn her to one side to change the angle of my thrust. I watched with fascination the way my thick cock seesawed in and out of her creamy tight pussy.  I watch the progress of her orgasm admiring how beautifully she blushed when she came. At the last moment, I pulled my dick free of Ryann’s pussy and shot my hot seed all over her quivering mound. I shot along her inner thighs and flat belly. It was obscene the way I fisted my dick pumping it hard and aimed my shots to paint her pussy, her belly, her body. Ryann frowned down at it as though she couldn’t decide if she should be offended or not. It didn’t matter. I was marking her, clearly marking her as mine.  
 
      I refused to allow her to wash off. Instead, we crawled underneath the covers and I pulled Ryann to lay across my body so that I could hold her tight. She fell asleep faster than I thought she would. I lay awake watching her wondering how I’d manage to claim her. A beautiful girl like that. The geeky boy I used to be wanted to grin and jump with glee. Instead, I held Ryann close and took in my surroundings.    
 
    I was rarely allowed inside Ryann’s room and at those times it had been to stand idly at the doorway. Never inside. It was as immaculate, stylish, and studious as her everyday appearance. There was a lot of beige, soft lavender with highlights of mint green so pale it looked like mist. And there was a narrow floor to ceiling book shelve built into the wall next to her fireplace filled with books. It amazed me at my first glance into her room that a teenage girl would collect so many leather-bound books. And yet I couldn’t spot a single magazine anywhere in the room. There was one shelf of encyclopedias. The rest was reserved for her personal favorites.  I glanced down at my beautiful Rea as she slept peacefully on my chest and felt that there were many other things we’d have in common. 
 
    Would that we had met in a different way in a different place where I wasn’t married to her mother, but maybe her teacher. What if we had met when she went off to college. Then I would have been free to love her openly. I would only be risking my job at the university to be with her. It was a risk I’m sure I would have taken.  Currently, I was risking my entire life and her relationship with her mother. Well, for now, Tisa was out of town for a week and I planned to take advantage.  
 
    It was as though Ryann and I were the only two people on the planet. We slept in her bed every night, ate breakfast together every morning, and shared the car to work and school. To the outside world, we were still father and daughter. Inside our home, I was fucking Ryann at least twice a day on and against any flat surface. I rode to work with Ryann’s mouth around my cock and spent hours eating her little pussy every day after school. She let me take her out to dinner many nights. Friends of Tisa’s and mine would stop and say hello to us at shows. Ryann drug me to a club. They knew her by name and ushered us right in.  She made me dance with her and allowed me to fuck her in the bathroom stall while people came and went, congratulating her and egging me on to screw her blind. One even offered us some type of sex enhanced drug, but I growled fuck no and threaten Ryann with a punishment so severe she’d wish for death if she ever fell stupid enough to partake. She simply smiled and kissed me while I continued to fuck her up against the wall.  
 
    The real test came when Tisa returned. Nothing changed. Only when at home, Ryann and I became more discreet. I was still fucking Ryann every single day. One night, Ryann asked me to remain in her bed to sleep with her throughout the night. I was surprised but said nothing and simply held her until she fell back to sleep. There was no way I could do that and risk Tisa finding me asleep in her daughter’s bed.   
 
    One afternoon one of the twins walked in on Ryann and me fucking on the small sofa in my office. It was so hard to stop and pull out of her heated clinching pussy because I hadn’t spent any time with Ryann that morning. But I knew Tisa would soon follow to find him. I got up and dressed quickly before taking him back into his room. That night at dinner Ryann did all she could to drive me crazy.  
 
    Tisa wanted to go out for dinner which was fine, but Ryann demanded to come along. I could tell Tisa didn’t want this, but Ryann wouldn’t be denied. She also couldn’t keep her hands off me. She sat next to me in the limo resting a hand on my thigh. Then she gazed out of the window as if she meant to ignore Tisa and me as we sat talking. When I tried to push her hand away Ryann webbed our fingers together demanding that I hold her hand. Fine. At dinner she ate in silence, not engaging in any conversation, but her hand was back on my thigh. I had to dance with her after I’d danced with Tisa. And when Tisa was called away to speak with people she knew, Ryann was pulling me into the men’s restroom. I went willingly to tell her to stop. Her mother would figure it out if she didn’t stop openly flirting with me. Ryann had other plans. She was on her knees opening my pants before I could speak and soon my dick was in her mouth.  
 
    “Baby this isn’t going to work if you don’t settle down.” Why was I trying to chastise her while she had my dick down her throat?  
 
    Ryann said nothing. Just continued bobbing her head up and down as she masterfully sucked on my pole. Using both hands, she caressed me up and down what she couldn’t manage to take inside her mouth.  
 
    “Fuck yes baby, that feels so good.” She’d gotten so good at sucking cock. Morning after morning of practice. She didn’t like swallowing at first, but she’d gotten used to it. Now she barely spilt a drop when I came in her mouth. “Damn Ryann, suck me harder. Suck your daddy good and make me cum.”  
 
    I was there. I was nearly there. My balls drew up in her caressing hand and my dick thickened in her mouth about to blow. That’s when she pulled her mouth off my cock and left me gasping. Ryann stood up, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and stepped back. My rock-hard dick flopped and jerked in the open air abandoned by her wet mouth. She turned toward the sink to wash her hands and wipe her mouth clean.  
 
    “Rea!” She glanced at me when I growled. “Get over here and finish me. Baby don’t leave me like this.”  
 
    She shook her head. “Stop pretending you’re not making love to me every morning and fucking me every night. Stop acting as though we don’t have a relationship.”  
 
    “We do have a relationship.”  
 
    “You know what I mean.” She said coming back to stand before me.  
 
    My dick was so fucking hard it felt as though it would fall off if she didn’t hurry up and do something. Get her mouth back on it or bend her ass over and let me force it between her legs. Hell, I was ten seconds from forcing her down, so I could stroke off and shoot all over her face. Ryann flicked the tip of my dick with a finger. It bounced up and down in the open air. I was so worked up I was leaking precum. She took the drop on her finger into her mouth to taste.  
 
    “You have the most beautiful cock, John.” She admired gazing at it and tracing a teasing finger up the underside. “I love it so much. I love the way you move it inside of me, but I don’t want you giving it to my mother anymore.”  
 
    I had to look away from her playing with my dick like that, teasing it and making it bounce. “Tisa and I haven’t touched since she got back. I haven’t had sex with her, not once.”  
 
    Ryann gently fisted my cock, teasingly caressing up and down my long thick length. On the fourth stroke, she slid her hand down to caress my balls as she went up on tiptoe to kiss my cheek. “That’s good. Now all you need to do is sleep in my bed tonight.”  
 
    I gaped at her speechless. She didn’t appear surprised or concerned with the knowledge that I hadn’t had sex with Tisa. She was determined to have me do as she wanted. When she reached for the door, I called her back.  
 
    “Rea, my dick.”  
 
    “Tonight daddy. I promise.”    
 
    She walked out leaving me struggling to wrestle my dick back into my pants. We left soon after that. There was no forcing my dick down, and no way people wouldn’t notice I was fighting to hide an erection. Ryann sat in my lap in the limo ride home pretending to be asleep which helped, but it left me having to carry her inside all the way up to her room. Tisa said nothing. She simply watched Ryann and then she took to watching me. Studying us both closely. Too close. When I lay Ryann down in bed she opened her eyes and pulled me down into a kiss.  
 
    “Take your clothes off and climb into bed.”  
 
    Again, I gaped at her. “Ryann, I can’t do that right now. You know I can’t.”  
 
    “Why not?” She demanded, frowning up at me.  
 
    For the love of hell! Was she serious? Releasing her I fled the room. Tisa and I walked around each other silently prepping for bed. She was removing her makeup when I jumped in the shower. Despite it running cold my dick continued to rage at me. It wouldn’t fucking go down. Thoughts of spending an entire night inside Ryann’s bed left me aching. I missed sleeping with her. I missed talking to her softly until we fell asleep. I missed singing to her and rocking her in my arms. Hell, I missed rolling her over in the middle of the night spreading her legs to slip my dick back inside her. I fucked her once in her sleep until she woke up seconds later screaming from an orgasm. I loved to watch her face blushing with pleasure. I took her pussy whenever I wanted, however, I wanted. I missed that. Missed waking up to the sweet fragrance of her hair, of holding her warm firm body in my arms. I missed kissing her throughout the night, and most of all whispering to her how much I loved her when I was certain she was asleep.  
 
    I hadn’t realized I’d grabbed my dick and was slowly stroking it until I heard Tisa’s voice behind me. She appeared on the other side of the glass watching me.  
 
    “Want some help with that?” 
 
    “No.” It was out of my mouth before I could fully look at her and think twice about why she would ask.  
 
    Tisa’s eyes were roaming heatedly over my tall muscular frame. I took great care in the gym daily not to appear the geek I’d once been in high school. I knew I had a great body and now it complimented my oversize cock beautifully. Tisa shouldn’t have to ask. The ring I’d put on her finger gave her every right to step inside the shower with me, to demand what she wanted. Only now, Ryann was doing all of the demanding and the thick erection in my hand was all for her.  
 
    Tisa dropped her eyes glancing away, turning to walk out of the bathroom leaving me feeling like seven types of shit. I released my cock tossing my head back and cursing loudly. When dried off I pulled on thin cotton pants. Tisa was already in bed with the lights off. I thought of grabbing my bag muttering something about grading papers in my office, but that was the coward’s way out. For so long I’d been the fucking coward.  If I was any kind of man, I would’ve climbed into bed with her and fucked her silly. Restored her faith in me. But I couldn’t do that either. I was afraid my dick wouldn’t rise to the occasion once again humiliating us both. Tisa was a beautiful quiet gentlewoman. Why wasn’t that enough for me? Even ten years older than me, she still looked good. 
 
    As soon as I crawled under the covers, Tisa turned over stopping my heart by staring back at me. The soft light from the bathroom was enough for us to see each other clearly.  
 
    I had to clear my throat before speaking. “Okay yes. We need to talk.”  
 
    She pressed a finger to my lips silencing me. “No. I talk. You listen.”  
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “The week after Ryann’s birthday party when you were leaving early and coming home late. You weren’t having an affair, you were simply trying to avoid Ryann, weren’t you?”  
 
    Swallowing hard, I nodded. She sighed.  
 
    “Yes. I thought the two of you might have been fighting and she was obviously winning if you were refusing to be in the same room with her.” Again, I nodded. Tisa continued. “But the night before I left for New Hampshire you two made up.”  
 
    I said nothing. My body went cold. I held perfectly still again playing the coward.  
 
    “I heard the two of you out in the hall.” She whispered. I stopped breathing. “The morning after, you couldn’t keep your eyes off her even though the two of you refuse to speak to each other in my presence.”  
 
    I had been such a fool and she damn near knew everything. Again, I said nothing, simply waited for the tears. Waited for her to call me horrible names and kick me out.  
 
     “Tonight, when you two disappeared from the table when she pulled you into the men’s room…” Tisa swallowed. “Did you have sex?” 
 
    I started to shake my head no, but then stopped and licked my dry lips to explain. Only she spoke first.  
 
    “Oh, I see. That’s why it won’t go down.”  
 
    My heart was in my ears all but leaping out of my chest, and she lay there silently calmly watching me waiting for answers. Finally, I found my voice.  
 
    “Tisa, please. I’m so sorry honey. I don’t know how it happened.” 
 
    Ryann would have slapped me for that bit of babbling idiocy. Tisa simply placed her fingers against my lips to silence me. There was no fire in her, I realized. She was all water.  But there was fire in Ryann. That’s why Ryann and I burned.  
 
    “I’ve always known she blamed me for her father leaving. For never trying to contact him to work it out.” I was shaking my head, but she wouldn’t let me speak. “She doesn’t really need me, you know. She was twenty-five the day she turned thirteen. She manages for herself. Where she attends school. Her classes. Her driver. Everything. She won’t even allow me to help her manage her bank account. She doesn’t need me. She successfully manages all on her own. She never really liked for me to do things for her anyway.”  
 
    I knew all of this already. I knew how independent Ryann truly was from me and her mother. I understood Ryann and her need to handle every aspect of her life. I didn’t want to believe Ryann held hidden animosity against her mother behind the outcome of Tisa’s first marriage. I didn’t want to believe it because I needed to believe Ryann really wanted me, loved me. I didn’t want to believe her pursuit of me was nothing but a childish revenge upon her mother.   
 
    “She can’t have you, John.” Tisa was saying drawing my full attention once more. “Go to her if you want. Give her what she needs. But you can never leave me for her, and you can never ask for a divorce.”  
 
    I swallowed hard gazing back at Tisa stupefied. Again, I was shocked and utterly speechless. Shouldn’t I tell Tisa that it wasn’t just sex between us, that I was truly and completely in love with Ryann? But how could I say that to Tisa when I was refusing to say it to Ryann? God, what a fool I’ve been. What a complete fucking idiot and I’d somehow managed to hurt Tisa, my sweet giving friend along the way. Tisa pulled away from me. She turned over giving her back to me and pulled the covers up over her shoulder. I lay there for what seemed like hours watching her still silent form wanting to explain wanting to apologize again, but it wasn’t needed. Tisa decided what would be acceptable what she would and would not tolerate, so no matter what Ryann and I felt for each other as soon as she left for college it would be over between us. There would no longer be an us. 
 
    I found myself in Ryann’s bedroom minutes later stepping out of the thin cotton pants and pulling back her covers to crawl in. Ryann slept on her stomach in panties and a silk camisole. I got behind her spreading her thighs and lifting her hips to put her on her knees. My cock was hard, and my temper was hot for how far we’d allowed this to go. For not being careful enough to hide it from her mother.  
 
    Ryann woke, slowly turning her head on the pillow to glare at me over her shoulder just as I was pulling her panties off her ass.  
 
    “John, you can’t keep slipping in and out of my bed and still expect me to give you my pussy on demand when you’re refusing to sleep with me.”  
 
    I cleared her panties ripping them down her legs and then forcing her up on her knees so that her firm round ass was high in the air. It surprised her when I turned on the lamplight. I wanted to see everything. I wanted to watch her pussy cream. I wanted to watch my dick slide in and out of it. I wanted to watch her face when she realized I wasn’t going to stop until I came deep inside of her. 
 
    Ryann rose up on her elbows glaring back at me.  
 
    “We had an agreement,” I said clutching her meaty ass, a cheek in each hand.  
 
    “Yes,” She nodded. “That you would touch me daily. That you would make love to me daily. That you would give me what I want.”  
 
    Using my thumbs to spread open her pink little pussy lips, I ran my tongue languidly up and through her slit. I caressed my tongue over every inch of her pussy dipping it inside and then suckling her clit which left Ryann gasping and moaning, pushing her ass against my face. Silently begging for more. Enough of that. I got up and wedged the head of my cock at the mouth of her pussy and with one solid thrust slipped inside her wet heat.  
 
    “Fuck.” I groaned.  
 
    Ryann moaned aloud. “Yes, daddy. I’ve waited all night for this.”  
 
    The sensation of her tight teen pussy was too sweet. It felt so fucking good to finally be back inside her I could no longer think. I came to her angry and with a point to make, but Ryann’s sexy pussy erased all that. I simply wanted her. Wanted to fuck her. Wanted to rub my dick deep inside of her until we both exploded. Clutching her ass tight, I rammed my dick up Ryann’s pussy uncaring how much noise we made. The wet smack of flesh on flesh, my hips spanking her ass, my cock sloshing in her creamy little cunt left me shivering, panting, and fucking her harder.  
 
    Her moaning whimpers for me to fuck her harder, to never stop fucking her no matter what. My groaning demanding growls that she admit her pussy was mine, only mine, forever mine. All of it filled the night air. On and on I banged her hot young cunt and held her down when she tried to rise or turn over. I wanted her just like that with her ass in the air fucking so hard we rocked the bed. I was going to come inside of her bent over just like that.  
 
    “I’m going to come, Rea! I’m going to come so fucking hard deep inside you! I’m going to flood your little cunt until you’re leaking my cum.”  
 
    I got my fingers on her clit just as the orgasm ripped up my spine, my balls crawling up my body, and my dick thickened right before it exploded. Ryann screamed into her pillow as I groaned aloud jackhammering deep inside her spasming pussy. It was the purest pleasure. So hot so raw I thought I might die. My hips kept knocking even when Ryann collapsed on the bed. I pushed her knees out with my legs so I could continue thrusting deep inside her. She wiggled to turn over, but I held her down and in place with the weight of my body locked balls deep inside of her.  
 
    “Daddy get up.” Her voice was breathy and panicked. “Move. I’m serious. We were too loud and you forgot to close the door.”  
 
    “What do you care?” I sighed pushing her hair aside to kiss the back of her neck.  
 
    She sent her elbow in my side, but I didn’t budge. “What do you mean? Will you get up.” 
 
    “No.” Suckling the sweat from her shoulder I finally glanced up to meet her eyes. It was there in her eyes so clear as she suddenly grew calm and stop moving. “How long have you known that Tisa knew about us and why didn’t you tell me.”  
 
    Ryann sucked her bottom lip inside her mouth gazing back at me. “Can you at least pull out of me so that I can turn over while we talk.”  
 
    “No,” I said harshly. The anger was coming back. The real reason I wanted to give her that controlling punishing fuck. Only we were so attuned to each other I’d quickly lost my mind and gave over to the pleasure. “I want my dick balls deep up your demanding little pussy where it belongs.”  
 
    Again, Ryann licked her lips and her pussy rippled around my shaft behind those words.  
 
    “I’ve known for a little while.” She admitted. “She caught us fucking once in here. She was watching through the crack of my door. You came so hard inside of me shifting up and that’s when I glimpsed her walking away. She never spoke of it, but I could tell by the way she looked at me afterward that she knew.”  
 
    “And why didn’t you tell me,” I demanded when she grew quiet.  
 
    Ryann sighed. “I don’t like talking about this while you’re inside of me.” 
 
    “Tough shit.” I barked back.  
 
    I knew it wasn’t hurting her. Damn, it still felt so fucking good for the both of us. Her pussy was so wet and warm, and the muscled walls kept rippling around my length. Little left over spasms of orgasm. I reached under and cupped her tits, and even pumped my hips to rock inside of her a little.  
 
    Ryann moaned aloud. “I don’t know daddy. I thought you’d figure it out.”  
 
    “No.” I went still and waited for the pleasure to pass so she’d open her eyes and look at me again. “You were hoping that she’d leave me. Ask for a divorce and kick me out.”  
 
    She frowned shaking her head. “Why would I want that?”       
 
    “So you can have me all to yourself.”  
 
    She bit down into her bottom lip but didn’t deny it.  
 
    “She’s not going to divorce me, Rea,” I told her. “She’ll never release me.”  
 
    “Yes, she will.” She shifted wriggling so that I would release her. I didn’t budge. “She has to. She won’t stand for you fucking me every day sleeping in my bed every night.”  
 
    I simply shook my head.  
 
    “You don’t understand her like I do. She’ll never stand for us being together.”  
 
    I wanted to yell at her to accuse her of knowing all along, but I was the married one, not Ryann. I was the one breaking vows and fucking my beautiful stepdaughter. I was supposed to be the adult in the situation no matter how successful Ryann had been at making everyone around her seem childlike and inferior.  
 
    “No baby. Listen to me.” I caressed her dark hair meeting her eyes. “This is all we’ll ever have you and me. This insane attraction and the intensity when we come together. We will never have a relationship past what we are right now.” She was shaking her head as tears filled her eyes. “I will touch you as much as you want, and I will take your body as much as we both can stand. I’ll even sleep with you every night if that’s what you need, but when you go off to college this between us will cease to be.”  
 
    I kissed the tear falling across her nose and held her as her body shook with a silent cry. I began to move, slowly sliding my dick in and out of her. Rubbing the inside of her pussy to give it pleasure. It was heartbreaking to see her denied everything she wanted. It was a new experience for her I’m sure. Caressing her breast and pumping her pussy soon stopped the trimmers wrecking her body. She went from crying to moaning. She reached back to clutch at my thigh. I shifted against her back throwing my hips against her ass to take her deep. With long vigorous thrust that left me moaning aloud, groaning her name as I fucked her. I felt drunk on Ryann’s pussy. Drugged when I was inside of her. 
 
    “Ryann baby! God Ryann. No pussy should feel this fucking good.” Damn. Her pussy had me babbling, it felt too good fucking her. “I’ll give you as much as you want baby. For as long as you want. Don’t worry. I’m ready to live inside your sweet pussy if need be. Tell me it’s mine, Ryann. Make me believe it.”  
 
    I flipped us over allowing Ryann to sit atop of me. She held herself up with her palms flat on my chest allowing me the pleasure of her firm meaty ass bouncing on my dick reverse cowgirl. She cried and whimpered as she bounced on my pole, and screamed when I pumped underneath her. She got so loud I slapped a hand over her mouth.  
 
    Ryann and I fucked from one end of her bed to the next and it didn’t stop there.  
 
    We didn’t flaunt what we did to Tisa, even though she knew. We simply pretended that she didn’t know and continued to fuck every day and every night. As time went on Ryann grew angry and resentful that Tisa wouldn’t let me go, but I convinced her to see it my way.  
 
    We were getting what we wanted. No one was telling us to stop. There were nothing and no one who would keep me out of Ryann’s pussy as long as she wanted me there. I knew things would change between us after Ryann went off to college, but until that time I was determined to give her as much as she wanted. To spend as much time inside of her as I could.  
 
    Which is how I found myself in Ryann’s bedroom three thirty in the afternoon. The two of us naked in her bed while I pumped wildly inside her sexy as fuck body. My wife will be home soon. Most likely within the hour, but until then Ryann belonged to me.  My beautiful stepdaughter was mine; to touch to kiss to fuck. And the fucking I wouldn’t stop doing until I filled her sweet little pussy up with cum and hopefully have time enough to do it all over again. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed Relenting to Ryann by Josie Myer, please rate and review this book! Your ratings and reviews will help other readers find my work.   
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