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Chapter One

Ever since my wife and I adopted the kids, we have been spending our summers at the beach. We'd rent a house and stay for a month or two. The two of us commuting back to town if we had to go into work. Last year was no different, but that summer at the beach my life changed forever.

My wife Janice and I have been married for just over twenty years. We had some wonderful years in the beginning but over time things have gotten stale for the both of us. I have managed to stay in pretty good shape, losing weight recently on the Keto diet and getting back into the gym. My wife however had let herself go quite a bit. At forty-two she was overweight and rarely took the time to dress in a nice outfit or put on makeup.

We had been at the beach for two weeks, and things had been wonderful as always. The weather was fantastic, sun out every day and the kids were getting along. This year, Janice was leaving early to take Darnell into town for his summer football practices. Darnell was a big eighteen-year-old, not a great student but an amazing athlete, and he truly loved to play. The other consideration was that Janice only had 2 weeks of vacation this year, anyway.

Tiana and I stood on the porch watching them drive off. Tiana is nineteen and heading into her sophomore year at college. She was a lithe mocha skinned beauty endowed with heavy and firm breasts that drew many men’s gazes. I tried my hardest to ignore the maturing beauty of my adopted daughter but it was hard to. Her arms and legs were slender and her hips and ass

Tiana and I had the beach house to ourselves for the next two weeks. We'd decided this before we even left home, so there wasn't any protesting when it came time to leave. Tiana and I could rent a car when it came time for us to leave. No problems for anyone.

I was really looking forward to the time with my wonderful girl. After Janice and Darnell left, Tiana and I walked down to the beach. It wasn't dusk yet, but I could see dark clouds coming in. Without warning, Tiana whipped her t-shirt off, and I nearly lost my breath. She'd been wearing a sensible bathing suit - a one-piece - while Janice and Darnell were there. What she had on now was a tiny white triangle bikini, barely enough material to cover nipples and vagina.

"Like it?" She asked while twirling for me.

My breath was taken away for one heart stopping second, I thought she knew my secret fantasies of her, but I relaxed when I noticed the playfulness dancing in her eyes. Her breasts were huge and swayed back and forth, barely contained by the string she was using to corral them. Her butt was only covered by the string in her crack. When she stopped and turned to face me, I noticed the patch of material in front failed to cover the heavy black bush. It was like a Band-Aid on a beard.

"Selina and I got matching sets for spring break and I couldn’t wait to wear it again but Mom's such a prude, I couldn't while she was here. You're more easy-going; I didn't think you'd mind." She smiled her dimples at me and I felt a thrill deep down but tried hard to ignore it.

Fortunately, it was growing dark, and no one else could see the nearly naked girl now at my side. I persuaded her to put her shirt back on after a while as it grew chill, and we trudged through the sand back to the house.

While I fixed supper, Tiana sat in the kitchen talking to me. She had taken a shower and had put the t-shirt she had on at the beach back on, and it was resting on her hips as she sat. I thought she'd put underwear on as well, but it was soon obvious that Tiana was going completely casual. There was nothing covering her hair covered pussy. I could catch glimpses of her big black muff every time she shifted, and every time she moved her arms her titties rolling around under the shirt. She seemed oblivious to my discomfort, and I couldn't believe this was happening. I tried my hardest to ignore the sight and the forbidden fantasies rolling around in my mind, distracting me. It was growing more difficult for me to even look in her direction. I couldn't admit to myself that she was the cause of my stiff dick. Not my daughter - no matter how much of a woman she looked.

We sat and ate, and the view of her snatch was finally obscured, but those big tits seemed to have a mind of their own. They swayed, jerked and jiggled left and right with her every movement. Her nipples pressed through the material of her shirt, big, thick and firm. At one point during the meal, I dropped my fork. When I leaned over to pick it up, I sneaked a peak at her bush. As I was peeking her knees parted slightly, giving me just a teasing peek of wet pink lips in a thatch of curly black hair. Was this my imagination? Was I growing crazy? Was she doing this on purpose?

A storm rolled in while we ate. Lightning was crackling across the picture window. After one particularly loud bolt hit somewhere in the distance, the power in the house went out. We sat in the dark for a minute while I tried to remember where the candles were. Tiana and I both rummaged around until eventually we found them.

We lit three candles and moved to the living room. The room was in shadows. Tiana sat opposite me and squirmed in her seat. I have no idea what she spoke about. I've tried to remember, but I can't think of one thing she said. Instead, I watched as she moved from one position to another, every few seconds. The shirt rode higher and higher and more and more of her smooth dark skin was exposed. My dick was on fire. I couldn't remember being this hard in years. I wanted to reach down and stroke it, relieve the great pressure building up. I knew it wouldn't take much to give me a release. I felt as if I would explode. Was she teasing me? Was this my fantasy, or hers? I was going out of my mind with desire.

Tiana suddenly stood up, and said she was going to bed. She yawned, and stretched, and again the t-shirt rode up toward her hips, revealing smooth skinned hips and ass, so perfectly curved I nearly groaned out loud in desire.

My cock twitched, and I was afraid it was obvious. I hadn't changed from earlier in the day and the confining trunks pressed against my hard dick as it lay against my leg. I was so horny it was becoming painful.

Tiana looked at me and got a strange glint in her eyes. Then she walked towards me slowly and did something with her body that changed the entire atmosphere to the room. Her hips began to sway, almost hypnotically, pussy peeking out on the outside of her swings for brief moments. Her large breasts swayed like a goddess own and my breath came so heavy and fast I felt lightheaded as she drew close to me, her eyes roving up my legs, torso and finally resting on my face.

Tiana stopped in front of me and bent down a hand on each of my knees. She slowly leaned forward. Her heavy breasts swaying forward with the movement of her body. She was fetching, bewitching. She stopped inches from my face and looked into my eyes. Her tongue darting from her mouth, licking her lips slowly, delicately. So close I could breathe her in. My hands were on the couch and I grabbed the cushions to prevent myself from reaching out.

"Good night, Daddy," she purred and I was paralyzed. As she leaned in to give me a kiss, our lips met in what I hoped would only be a tender peck. My mind was racing and my dick was throbbing. Her lips parted ever so slightly, and I felt her tongue flick across my lips. Lightning picked that moment to crack across the sky. Tiana was startled and seemed to lose her balance. Her head came back only slightly, but her hands slid forward across my thighs. Her right hand stopped on my hip, but her left hand came to rest on my dick.

Our eyes met in shock as her small hand tightened slightly on my thick cock. Her fingers flexing and wet lips parting we held the gaze for a frozen moment then I felt her hand slide up my cock and as my beautiful daughter smiled an orgasm ripped through my body and I was cumming.

"Oh, my," she murmured. My dick throbbed and jerked spitting out a heavy load of cream into my shorts. Tiana never let go. My eyes were open but unfocused. As the orgasm neared its end, I looked into Tiana's and saw hers gleaming. I felt her steadily sliding her hand deliberately up and down on the material of the swimming trunks, trying to pump out every last bit of my spunk. In the wake of my orgasm I was filled with shame and fear at what I had just done.

"No, no," I cried jumping up and pushing her away, "I can't do this. Not with you, Tiana. It's not right, I’m so sorry."

The house was still bathed in darkness, and I walked quickly to the bathroom. I peeled off the sperm-filled trunks and took a shower. I needed to think. What had happened? What could I say to her now? Why didn't she back off? Tiana had been the seducer, was this her fantasy too? I had never admitted my own forbidden desires out loud, and then it happened in real life!

The power was still out from the storm when I got out of the shower and I couldn’t hear anything in Tiana’s room. Occasional lightning streaks gave off a little light As I made my way through the house. The candles had been extinguished. I supposed Tiana had retreated to her bedroom. Thinking she must be as thoroughly confused, reluctant and embarrassed to face me as I was to see her. Resigned to an unavoidable conversation in the morning, I padded into my bedroom, and climbed in bed.


Chapter Two

In retrospect, I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised, but as I laid down, the mattress shifted, and Tiana rolled over beside me; startling me. The vixen had been lying in bed, waiting for me. Her huge breasts pressed against my chest and she rubbed herself against me. She threw her leg over my groin and began to climb atop of me. I was physically stronger, but she was obviously my superior emotionally. I grabbed her wrists and held them over her head to move her off and away from me, all the while trying to maintain the upper hand. My position was weakened however, with the betrayal of my dick. Tiana's soft tender flesh ministered to my wants. The nipples of her big titties were like sandpaper raking across my chest. I wanted no part of this, but my cock as it slid along her tight teen flesh, begged to differ. While I tried to pry Tiana off me without letting her know about the erection, I realized I faced an impossible task.

"What, what are you doing, daddy?" She whimpered, and struggled against me, and fought to have her wrists released. "Don't you want me? I have wanted you for so long daddy!" She squirmed and wriggled her body against my own.

"Tiana, you've got to stop this nonsense. What's come over you? You know this isn't right." I spoke the words, but I was losing my conviction. I had both her wrists in my right hand and I was trying to flip her over onto her back. I reached across to push her hips, and instead grabbed a handful of her titty-flesh. It stopped me as if I'd been electrocuted. My fingers sinking into the heavenly flesh in fulfillment of every secret desire.

Tiana took the initiative and the momentum shifted. She began rubbing her leg against my hip, contacting my rock-hard dick with her pussy. Reflexively, I gently massaged the jiggling globe in my left hand. My brain was losing the argument. I heard “This is wrong!”
 Somewhere deep within the recesses of my mind. And then I loosened my hold on her wrists. Tiana's left hand came down behind my head. Her right dropped to my cock.

I heard her gasp and mutter "Oh, my god!" As she tried to get her hand around my girth.

My dick must have felt like a burning piece of steel. She pulled my face toward hers. In the dim light of the room, I could make out the beauty I was about to possess. I leaned forward, and our gentle kiss turned needy, hungry. Her mouth opened and our tongues danced. It was carnal, wrong. My hands were overflowing with her tits and exploring her hips and ass. Tiana moaned as we kissed. I massaged her and pinched her nipples. Her hand fluttered along the length of my shaft and then she slowly began to stroke and explore my cock with soft and gentle hands.

I let go of her breast and dropped my hand to her waiting wet slit. I wanted to know. I touched her and she roughly squeezed my dick. Tiana was sopping wet. She pushed my tool to move me over on my back.

Tiana was half lying on me and began kissing down my chest. She hadn't yet let go of my dick. As she worked her way down, I heard her humming, mumbling. She buried her nose in my pubic hair and teased me with her tongue, then she looked up, facing me.

"Does daddy want his little girl to suck his big dick? Hmmm? Tell Tiana what you want, daddy." She spoke softly and submissively.

This was a line that we could never come back from but instead of pushing her off, all I could manage was, "Suck it, Tiana. Get Daddy's big dick in your mouth." As my greatest fantasies were realized as I saw her smile. Or maybe it was a smirk.

Tiana kissed the head of my dick. It was gentle and soft. It felt like butterflies were landing on it.

"But your dick is so big, daddy. I might not get it in my mouth," she whimpered.

"Lick it, Tiana. Get it all wet, honey. That's a good girl." I instructed her. Tiana was reveling in her own fantasy, and I could see her pleasure spiking whenever I gave her instructions of dominated her.

Tiana licked the shaft. Up one side and down the other. As she licked, her hands kept up a steady pump. Lick up the shaft, downstroke with her hands. Lick down the shaft, hands go up my dick.

I reached down for her legs and pulled them to my face. Tiana scooted around nimbly and straddled my face with her bush. My tongue flicked out and connected. I used my fingers to open her lips and then I licked and sucked like a condemned man. I felt her push her cunt into my mouth as she humped my tongue. She was grinding her pussy against my face with an intensity I hadn't known in a long, long time.

"Mmhmmm!" Tiana moaned and groaned while she continued to lick my staff. And then she suddenly quit. My attention to her already steamy muff hadn't taken 30 seconds. She clamped onto my dick with both hands but lifted her neck up and looked at the ceiling. She was pressing and grinding her cunt into my face and using my shaft to keep her balance. I felt her tense and then the wave of release hit her and she screamed.

"AAAAHHHHHH!" Tiana was orgasming as each wave hit, she screamed anew. "DAADDDDYY!!! "AAAYYYEEEEE!!!!!" She pumped and pushed and ground her pussy into my waiting mouth. I sucked and tongued her juicy cunt throughout the powerful orgasm. It went on and on as I tried to wear the youthful harlot down.

But just as her orgasm began to subside, Tiana suddenly leaned over my dick, and with my cock firmly held between both of her hands, then her thick lips and hot mouth engulfed the head. Her hands pumped me like a piston and her head bobbed up and down with growing efficacy and need. I couldn't think. The pleasure was too intense.

I screamed, "Tiana, I'm coming." And waves of cum spurted from my dick into her still sucking mouth. Tiana gobbled the sperm greedily, gagging and choking on the mess. Her hands jerked my shaft in concert with my ejaculation. I'd had two orgasms in less than an hour.

She released her hold on my dick and looked over her shoulder at me with a smile. She was a beautiful woman, there was no doubt. I reached for her and pulled her to me. She nestled in my shoulder, with her warm and soft body still moving slowly across my flesh. She licked my neck with sharp little flicks of her tongue and then kissed my check gently and repeatedly. I stroked the smoothness of her ass while she ground her pelvis against my hip.

Ever conscious of the mounds of inviting titties pressing against my chest, I tiredly whispered, "Let's sleep, Tiana. We'll sort this out in the morning." We both seemed to drift off, sated in our lust.

But it still wasn't over. I awoke a few hours later with a full bladder. I had to pee.

Tiana was still lying there on her back, sleeping peacefully. She had only a sheet covering that heavenly body. I could see her big knockers rise and fall with each breath, and the shadowy outline of her hairy snatch was visible through the sheet.

I padded into the bathroom to piss. Just as I finished, the lights came back on. I discovered later the power company had been at work for hours repairing the lightning damaged junction box.

"Damn, I forgot to turn all the switches off." I was mumbling to myself as I walked naked through the house flipping switches off. I had stupidly turned them on when the power went off and forgot all about them. With all the lights off but those in the bedroom, I walked down the hallway and stood in the doorway. The silent argument I had lost with myself earlier in the evening returned. Part of me wanted to go to another bedroom, and sleep alone, and then try to extricate myself from this mess when we both woke up in the morning. Maybe there was some way to convince Tiana this was aberrant behavior, and we must never do it again. Never speak of it. Just keep it our little secret. But another, larger, selfish and greedy part of me wanted to pull the sheet off Tiana's sleeping form and take in her perfection just one more time.

I struggled but, in the end, I promised myself, "I'll just look at her. That's all. Just look." I walked quietly to the bed and carefully removed the sheet covering her body. The idea alone stirred my dick. I could feel myself stiffening.

"God, what a creation," I murmured. I hadn't turned the lights off and Tiana still hadn't stirred. She was beautiful. Her hair was mussed, but her dark skin was flawless. Her breasts lay suspended on her chest like two monster jello bowls, quivering slightly as she breathed. Her narrow waist swelling to wide hips. I drank in the vision and stared at the black hairy bush in which I had only hours ago nibbled and licked and sucked. I don't know how long I watched her. It couldn't have been very long. My dick was once again rock solid and I stroked it slowly. I couldn't take my eyes away from her. I guess I don't know what I was thinking. It was crazy, I knew. But no crazier than anything else we had done. "One more orgasm," I promised myself, "and then it's over. She'll never even know about this one." I thought I'd just jack off where I stood, and then go to the other bedroom.

Maybe subconsciously I wanted her to wake up. I don't know. I moved too close to the bed and bumped the mattress. Tiana stirred. Her eyes fluttered, trying to adjust to the light in the room. She focused on my cock jutting out from my groin and she moaned out in pleasure, stretching like a cat.

She slowly opened her legs and pushed those big tits together. She bent her knees. I started stroking faster, but Tiana held her arms out toward me.

"Not that way, Daddy. Come… come to me." I took my hand away from my dick as Tiana smiled invitingly.

I moved forward onto the bed in a stupor and climbed between Tiana's open legs, now bent at the knees. I was on my knees, and I aimed my rod at her furry gash.

"Fuck me, daddy. Oh, I can’t believe it’s finally happening!"

With one hand on my dick, I swiped it against Tiana's pussy. Her eyes glowed and she licked her lips. I moved my dick up and down along the moistening pussy, and felt it beckon me. It was all over. I was finished. I knew I was plunging into an abyss, but I didn't care. To fuck her was to possess her, and I wanted her.

"Push that big dick in, daddy. Quit teasing your little girl." She whispered in my ear.

I slid the head in and Tiana groaned.

"More," She grunted at me and pushed her hips up to envelope more of the cock she wanted.

"Does this feel good to baby?" I teased her as I pulled back out and thrust in.

"OH GODDDD!" She groaned when I pushed more of my dick inside her. "Fuck me. Please daddy!"

It was all the invitation I needed and I shoved the rest of myself into her hot pot. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she said repeatedly and I moved in and out.

I leaned forward and grabbed her jiggling titties.

"Play with my tits," she hissed at me wild pleasure. "FUCK ME! UHNNNGGGG! HARDER! UHNNNGGGG! FASTER! UHNNNGGGG!"

I reached down and pulled her legs up over my ass. She locked them together and pushed up with every stroke, trying to ride my dick. She pushed and thrashed and grunted and screamed. I reached for her face and our lips met in passion. Her tongue searched my mouth wildly. She broke the kiss and screamed her satisfaction.

"OH GOD! OH GOD! OH GOD, I'M CUMMMMINNNNNNNNGGGGGGGG!" I felt her push up onto my dick and lock her pussy around it. Her legs were around my waist in a vice grip. I grabbed her titties and mauled them. It put her over the top. She shuddered repeatedly and her pussy contracted and convulsed. It was enough to push me toward another orgasm.

"I’m cumming, Tiana!" I yelled.

"Inside, Daddy. Stay inside. Don't pull out." She begged me.

I felt my dick spit and spurt again as I filled her cunny with my juice.

When the wave had subsided for both of us, Tiana looked at me dreamily, "Was I a bad girl for doing this, Daddy?" Her tongue played across her lips, pouting and waiting for my answer.

There was only one thing to say by then as I leaned in to tickle her nose with my own. "No baby girl. It will be bad if you don’t
 do this with daddy anymore."

My gorgeous dark-skinned daughter growled in pleasure and hugged me close. The two of us fell into a blissful sleep. I would need my rest, because the nest two weeks would be the wildest time of my life.
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Chapter One



I met Selina at my first job out of college. I was a young lawyer at the firm and she was an older assistant. The moment I saw her I fell in love; she was tall with long straight dark brown hair that hung to the middle of her back. Her skin was porcelain with smooth cheeks and a long elegant nose and wide round bright green eyes. Her body was curvy and rounded in the most enticing places, and it was all I could do in those first few days to not stare at her.

She was recently divorced and struggling to raise her young daughter alone. We dated for a few months before moving in together and eventually getting married. We had a good and happy life, until she grew ill, filled with laughter and happiness.



Her ex-husband was a convict, in and out of jail and never around. We moved to another state and never heard from the man again. Isabella was her daughter, in her early teens when we married and already far older and wiser than her years.

The girl took all honors and AP classes, excelled at sports and was volunteered often on weekday nights at church or with some youth group or another. The girl was an angel and her mother was nothing but grateful.

It was in the girls’ junior year of high school when her mother grew ill. Round after round of chemo, surgeries and hospital stays. I worked myself to the point of exhaustion during those two long years. With long hours at the firm to pay the bills and then all of our free time in hospitals or bedside. It was a very difficult time for all of us.

We had the funeral in the middle of summer just after Isabella graduated high school. The saints had looked down and blessed her, and her mother had managed to stick around that long. It was a somber affair, and I remember little of it. The one thing I remember was finding a bottle of whiskey soon after the last guest had left and then blacking out sometime after the seventh glass.

I woke the next morning in bed in just my boxers with the covers over me, having no recollection of how I had gotten there. Getting out of bed I went out to the kitchen to see how bad the house was but was surprised to see that the place was cleaned up.


Issy,
 I thought to myself.

Putting on a fresh pot of coffee I went to find my stepdaughter and see how she was doing. I was feeling pretty guilty for having lost myself in drink the night before, I was sure she was hurting just as much if not more as myself and I should have been there for her.

Her bedroom door was closed so I knocked gently but heard no sound, so opening it a crack I peeked in to see a sight out of my wildest fantasies and gentle moans floated out to my ears.

Isabella lay naked on her side, back to the door. Her light brown skin drew my eyes along her supple curves. The girl was a stunning beauty, often hidden behind her thick glasses and sweaters, and I hadn’t realized what a beauty she had grown into. I could just make out the hint of her large firm young breasts as she lay on her side, with the swell of her hips and firm round ass shot an involuntary thrill of desire through me.

Then I noticed what she was doing down between the cleft of her legs, and my cock got stiff instantly. Her two hands were gripping the base of one of her mother’s dildos, sliding the five inches of plastic cock in and out of her wet pussy. I was amazed I hadn’t noticed the wet sucking sounds her tiny pussy made as she fucked herself.

I felt embarrassment arrive to overcome my desire and realizing she hadn’t noticed my knock or the door opening, I went to make a stealthy exit. Just as I was about to close the door gently, I heard her voice softly moan out, her legs spreading slightly and bending up at the knee.

“Oh Daddy…” Her soft moan was almost too faint to hear, but I had heard her call me that often enough over the past few years, that it was unmistakable.

I froze in place, unbelieving and waited, watching through the smallest crack as she shivered and began to shake gently.

“Yes, take my virgin pussy daddy! Oh! I’m cumming for you!” Her voice a quiet hiss as she had a big shaking orgasm, fucking her pussy more and more gently as she shuddered to a stop.

She just began rolling on her back and I pulled the door shut the final inch as quiet as possible. Praying she hadn’t noticed I ran back to my room and shut the door locking it. Then for good measure I went into the bathroom and locked the door there. Then pulling my cock out I slid my hand down its length and the thought of my gorgeous daughters tiny teen pussy sliding down my cock had me spewing cum all over my hand and stomach in moments.

I cleaned up the mess and found myself hard again, the memory of her pale ass cheeks and soaking pussy driving me wild. I felt shame and guilt crushing me, as I fantasized about my stepdaughter again and again in that bathroom. My twisted mind imagining her in every position and scenario. Was she really a virgin? I wouldn’t let myself dwell too much on certain thoughts.

Eventually I showered and trying to forget my recent madness and the vision I saw that morning, I went about trying to handle the necessary business of losing a loved one, bank accounts and all the rest.

I got back in the late afternoon to find Isabella had a couple friends over and they were all eating one of the casseroles a neighbor had brought by after the wake. There were a lot of casseroles to eat. Something about a widowed man creates a desire to bake pasta, meat and sauce into a glass dish. I wasn’t complaining not having to worry about foot or cooking for a couple weeks was pretty.

“Hey Mr. C,” her friend Mindy said when they saw me come into the kitchen bags of groceries in hand. “How are you doing?” The concern was evident in the girls voice and on the others faces as they looked at me. I’d been through this dance a few times over the past few days and knew they meant well, but giving the same responses grew old after a while.

“We are doing ok just have to take it one day at a time, I guess,” I said giving Mindy a small smile as I began putting groceries away. “Thank you for asking and thank you girls for helping to eat all this food.” I said with a chuckle and motioned to the platters on the counters.

“Of course!” Several of the girls said together.

Isabella got up and came over to help me put the groceries away. I was painfully aware of her body so close to me, and I tried my hardest to not stare at her young and sexy body. Placing the last things in the cupboard I cleaned up some as the girls chatted.

“You girls have a good night,” I said in farewell, “I’m going to go shower and then try to sleep.”

Without a word Mindy came up and gave me a hug. Her gentle embrace was kind and heartfelt, but my twisted male brain could only focus on her firm young tits pressed against my body, and I felt my cock starting to grow hard again, at the sight and smell of so many young eighteen-year-old girls.

Breaking the hug, I made a hasty exit and stopped just outside the kitchen breathing deeply and resting my back against a wall, scolding myself for being such a lecherous pervert. I heard the scrape of spoon in bowl as the girls scoop each other ice cream and they low conversation caught my attention.

“That poor man seems so devastated.” One of the girls said.

“I know,” replied Isabella, “He practically killed himself since we found out mom was sick working so hard and taking care of mom till the very end.”

“He will be ok,” said Mindy, “give him some time. A hot older man like that, in great shape and with a good job? He will be beating back the women soon.”

“He is, gorgeous.” Breathed out another girl wistfully to murmurs of agreement all around. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. These girls actually thought an older man like me was attractive? I was old enough to be their fathers!

“What are you going to do Issy? Is he going to let you stay here?” A girl asked.

“I got into state and plan to go there. My dad said I could stay here as long as I want, that it’s my home as long as I want.” I heard her voice catch in sadness and it sounded like one of the girls was hugging her as she continued, sniffing her nose as she spoke, “And he needs me.”

I felt guilty for intruding on their conversation and crept down the hall back to my room. I was making a habit of this skulking behavior it seemed. I took a hot long shower, fantasies of my sexy young stepdaughter and her sexy little friends danced in my head as I came buckets under the streaming water.


Chapter Two



Things were quiet around the house for the next few days. Isabella and I fell into a quiet routine of not speaking much, and both avoiding home as much as possible. I had taken bereavement time from work and found myself listless and lost without its daily routine. I would pull out my laptop and log into the firms intranet and read documentation on cases and send emails. I found myself going for long walks in the woods near our home and thinking sad thoughts. Those were dark days.

Coming back from one long walk I saw dark thunderheads rolling in, and it the middle of summer. I stomped into the house angry and frustrated and not sure with what. I entered the living room and planned to enter the kitchen but the sight of Isabella curled up on the couch wrapped in a blanket stopped me.

She stared off with vacant eyes and as I noticed where she looked, I felt a sharp pain of sadness in my gut. The family portrait we had taken just a year before. I made a snap decision right then. We both needed to get out of this place for a while.

“Pack a bag,” I said, my voice growling slightly from the anger still abating, “We are getting out of here.”

“Huh?” Isabella asked, her beautiful face showing confusion.

“Kauai,” I said and loved the hopeful lift to Isabella’s face, “Your mother always wanted to go but we never made it. At least I can make sure her daughter sees it, incase…” My voice trailed off cracking. And then Issy was holding me close, hugging me tight and I felt the pressure ease in my chest.

She looked up at me and for a heart stopping moment I wanted to kiss her, her soft pink lips parted and her thick long lashes fluttered the air heavy between us. Then the spell broke as she pulled back, a big smile on her face.

“I can’t wait!” She said and turning to hurry off to her room shouted over one shoulder, “Give me an hour!”

I threw a few suits and some things into a suitcase and found that I still had forty-five minutes to wait. So, pulling out my phone I booked our flight and hotel at the Hyatt resort for three nights. Ten minutes late, Isabella came bouncing down the stairs with her dragging two massive suitcases. I just shook my head and packed the luggage in the car and drove into to the airport.

Isabella was dressed in yoga pants and a small black top that showed off her figure to perfection. As we drove, she sat in the passenger seat talking about the trip and googling things we could go and do.

“There is a great snorkeling trip we should try, and Mindy says we have to take a helicopter ride around the island, that it’s amazing.” She folded her legs cross-legged and slouched down, the material pressed against her crotch, skintight. Getting off the highway we pulled up to a stop light and as she was glancing out the window I turned and took her sexy body in, feasting my eyes on the plump little pussy lips and camel toe on full display.

As I watched, knowing I should turn away but unable to I saw a small spot of moisture appear in the middle of her pussy and then a HONK!
 From behind us jolted me out of my staring and I drove forward, thankfully Isabella kept staring out the window.

We checked into our flight and went to grab a bite to eat. I had a couple beer as we munched on our burgers and a nice buzz going when we boarded. We piled into our seats in the back of the plane, and I was thankful I’d never let myself go, like some of the sad passengers. The sight of their massive bodies stuffed into the small seats hurt just to watch.

We took our seats and I promptly fell asleep, the benefits of being afternoon drunk. I woke several hours later from the strangest dream, my eyes popping open to find the cabin dark and most of the shades pulled down. Beside me in the window seat Isabella was under a blanket that she had thrown over me too, seemingly asleep.

I was just about to stir when I felt soft fingertips brushing down the shaft of my stiff cock. My breath caught involuntarily in my throat and I felt the quick motion of Isabella drawing back her arm and trying to mask it by shifting in her ‘sleep’.

I was frozen and my cock so hard it was hurting in my pants, and as I thought of slipping my own hand across the arm rest into her lap, heart beating with nervousness. The man next to me shifted and reminded me where we were.

After a few minutes of trying to calm myself down, I got up, excusing myself and headed to the restroom and locking the door, jacked off to the image of my stepdaughters yoga pant clad pussy and ass. Making my way back to my seat I felt guilt but also excitement. What might happen on this trip?

We landed and I rented us a car. The air was warm and humid even late in the night and it was beautiful, everything so green and lush. We got to the hotel and checked in. We got a strange reaction from the clerk and I realized as we were riding the elevator up that Isabella and I had different names.

“I think that receptionist thought we were a couple,” I said chuckling.

“I know,” Isabella said with a smirk to her lips, “I caught her checking you out when we walked in and she was staring daggers of jealousy at me the whole time.”

“Wait, what?” I asked, “I didn’t notice any of that.”

“You’re oblivious, dad,” she said and slipped an arm around my waist as the door opened. She was standing like that with her leg cocked and a sexy little look on her face, “She can’t have you though, you’re all mine sugar daddy.”

An older couple saw us there and the woman had a look of shock on her face and the man a knowing smirk of approval as they moved into the elevator. My face flushed with embarrassment as I hustled out bags out of their and down to our room. I’d gotten us a suite with two rooms, we would still both have our privacy and being exhausted after traveling for so any hours, I passed out on my bed and slept like the dead.

I woke late the next morning to find the room empty and dressing in swim trunks and a t-shirt went out to find coffee. I managed to get a late breakfast at the buffet and then made my way out to the beach. I found a lounge chair and laid out my towel and then made my way over to the bar.

I’d just ordered a may-tai from the cute bartender when I felt an arm snake around my lower back and a throaty voice whispering at my side sending chills down my spine.

“Hello there stranger buy a girl a drink,” I turned and saw Isabella standing at my side with a wide grin on her face and a strange hungry look in her eyes. I gave her a smile and motioned the bartender to bring another drink, sliding mine over to my stepdaughter. I caught the eye of several men around the bar give Isabella appreciative looks while throwing envious ones my way.

“Just don’t let anyone find out you’re not twenty-one,” I whispered to her under my breath as she sipped her fruity drink.”

“This is good!” She said with a bright smile, “Like a slushee.” The bartender shot her a look and I groaned under my breath.

“Also try to look like you’ve sat at a bar once or twice before.” I said and she smiled at me, sitting up straight and instantly showing the poise of a woman far older than her years. I was reminded of my wife and felt a swell of emotion, but this young girl was not Selina, and her dancing eyes held a mystery I yearned to solve.

I looked down and took the eighteen-year-old in and found my mouth going dry at the sight. She was wearing one of her mother’s old string bikinis. The white material cupping her large and firm young breasts in small triangles that did little to hide her large firm nipples. The bottoms hugged her round firm young ass in skintight perfection and as the bartender brought my drink, she caught me checking the girl out and gave me a wink.

Isabella and I took our drinks over to the lounge chairs and had a relaxing morning sunning and sipping out cocktails. When the sun baking down got our skin too hot, we would run out and hop in the surf, enjoying the warm perfect saltwater.

Coming back from one of these trips Isabella walked out of the water in front of me, her fingers sliding down to putt the bikini bottoms from the crack of her perfect ass and my eyes were lost in the sight, she paused then and I looked up to see she had caught me staring at her. Instead of annoyance or anger, like I half hoped she would show, she flashed me an impish smile and sashayed her hips.

“Like what you see,” she asked looking at me with her dark eyes smiling and pausing before adding, “Daddy?”

“God Issy,” I said, realizing that the second cocktail had gotten me far drunker than I had realized, “You are the sexiest girl on this beach.” Pointing around at all the men trying hard not to stare at the busty and thin teen, “You could have any man you want.”

“There is only one man I want.” She said the smile falling from her face. Then she turned and walked up to the lounge gathered her stuff and began to make her way back to our rooms.

I caught up to her inside the building and found gentle tears streaming down her face. I reached out and drew her into a side conference room. The heat and alcohol making my head swim a bit, but concern for this wonderful young woman was paramount in my mind.

“Issy,” I said as I looked down at her wishing she would meet my eyes, “What the matter? What’s going on? You have been acting strange lately, and I know with your mom it’s been hard.”

“It’s not that.” She said wiping the tears from one cheek and crossing her arms, turning halfway away from me she went to move off, but hesitated. I rested on hand on her shoulder and she sighed heavily.

“Well it is that. It’s mom being gone and everything. But it’s more…” She bowed her head and I could see the flush of red on her cheeks whether embarrassment, shame or anger I didn’t know.

“Let go back to the room.” I said slowly rubbing her back, “You can talk to me about it there.”

“No!” she said and spinning suddenly she was within my arms; her nipples clad in the white bikini just barely grazing the muscles of my stomach. My had was still on her back and I found it sliding down and holding her close, pressed to her lower back.

“Can we talk tonight?” she asked, “I’m just a little drunk and crying and the daylight, it’s… tonight would be best, ok?”

“OK,” I said and went to release her with some regret, but before I did, she sprang up on her tip toes and brushed my lips with hers. The kiss was quick but there was a hunger and passion there that had never existed before. At least for me, I feared this was all in my imagination and the madness of my wife’s death had turned me into some kind of terrible horny bastard who would lust after his own daughter.

“It’s a date then!” She said and grinning, flounced from the room.

I went back to our rooms and took a nap, then headed down to the gym to work out and do a few laps in the pool. I tried hard not to think about the fantasies my mind conjured up, but it was difficult. After showering I dressed in a nice shirt and found Isabella waiting for me near the door.

To say she looked beautiful would be to shame beauty beside her radiance. Her makeup was perfect, eyes smoky and lashes long and enticing. Her dark hair was thick, long and flowing down her back in a glossy sheen. The red dress clinging to her skin was new and hung in thin straps with a plunging neckline that did little to hide her gravity defying breasts. The red heels showed off her legs to perfection. This was no teenage girl, she looked like a gorgeous woman in the full flower of her beauty.

“Issy…” I breathed when I took her in, lost for words.

“You like?” She asked and did a little spin, the bottom of her dress flaring out and giving me a peek of an almost nonexistent bright red panties.

“You are beautiful,” I said dragging my eyes from her body with difficulty as I opened the door for her and lead us out.

Taking my arm, she smiled up at me, “So are you.” I chuckled and patted her arm with my hand. “Come on, let’s get you a steak and a beer daddy.”

We made our way down to the high-end steak house just outside the resort and found a nice table out on the patio. We had a wonderful meal, taking or time and enjoying each other’s company and the lack of responsibility or stress, leaving unsaid all of our loss, and filling it with good memories.

Then desert was being served and I had a nice buzz going as I drank my third beer. I was looking out over the water as the sunset, the sky painted purple black and gold in master strokes. I turned to let Isabella know about the sight and was stopped short by the serious and slightly fearful look on her face.

“What is it?” I asked in concern.

“I have tried so many times, but I keep chickening out. Nothing I’m doing seems to work, so I’m taking mom’s advice and just saying it straight.” Her words ran over each other as she spoke so quickly.

“Issy, I said what are you talking about?” My alarm was growing at her expression and words. Then she said words that rocked my world to its core.

“I want you to take my virginity.” She squeezed her eyes shut in embarrassment; face flushed. I sat there for several moments too stunned to speak. Then she opened one eye and peaked at me and saw the stunned expression on my face.

“Not what you expected?” She asked and smiled a little in nervousness.

“Issy!” I hissed leaning forward and whispering, “I am your step-dad, that’s unthinkable!” No matter how many times I had thought of it recently, or the fact that my dick was rock hard at the thought now.

“I’ve thought about it for a long time and finally talked about it with mom.”

“You spoke about this with your mother?” I asked incredulous.

“Yes,” She said and reaching out with one small gentle hand took mine and looking into my eyes, “She thinks it would be best for both of us.” Then standing her face flushed red, she walked up beside my chair and dropped the key to her adjoining room in my lap, her eyes widening at the sight of my cock pressed against my pants.

“If you decide…” She began, her voice breathless, “I’ll be in my room.”

Then I was alone with my thoughts and the key in my lap, burning me with the possibilities. My wife had been in on this? It was like her in a way. She was always looking out for my happiness and that of her daughter, and she had a kinky mind like no one else. The wild stuff she would dream up in the bedroom… It seemed her little girl was cut from the same cloth.

Standing I headed up to the bar and ordered a whiskey, I took my time drinking it and then paid our bill and headed up to our rooms. The lights were dim when I came in and heading to my room, I began went into the restroom to pee. When I came out, my hands shaking in nervousness I stepped out into the living room to find Isabella covered in a robe, standing in her doorway a look of fear and shame on her face.

I saw her and smiled, walking over to her my eyes drinking her in. Her expression changed from shame to hopeful excitement as I made my way over to her slowly.

“I thought, when you went into your room,” she began softly, “That I had upset you.”

“Never my Issy,” I said reaching out and cupping one cheek in my big hand, “you could never upset me. You just surprised me earlier is all, and I had to pee.” I said with a smile and a nod over my shoulder.

She laughed and cried as she hugged me close and I her. My hands moved of their own accord, feeling her young and supple body beneath them and her face turned up towards mine and our lips met.

The promise they had hinted at when they met earlier was realized as we stood there in the hotel room, kissing with passion that drove all thought before it.

I picked the girl up, light as a feather and walked her back into my room, laying her down on the bed.

“This is really going to happen.” She said in breathless wonder.

“If you wish it,” I said, holding myself above her and taking in her young body beneath the silken robe with my hungry gaze, “but this is wrong Issy, so very wrong.”

She smiled up at me and shrugging one shoulder snaked it out of the robe and up to slide gentle fingers down my face.

“No one will know Daddy,” and she drew her arm down my side, sliding it across my crotch to stroke my hard manhood outside my slacks, “Please, let me comfort you.”

Beneath the robe she wore her white bikini from earlier and the sight of her in it drove me wild, I had fantasized just that afternoon about peeling it off her and now I had her in my arms, willing and wet.

Growing in desire I drew her close, dragging the robes off her body as I touched and teased her, kissing her neck and lips with a desire nearly uncontrollable. I was able to master myself and it was with slow and gentle hands that I pulled the strings on her top, peeling the material away to reveal the firm perfect teenage breasts topped in hard thick nipples.

I couldn’t help the moan that escaped my throat, what man in his middle years ever gets the chance to feel such perfect young breasts? I was savoring ever moment with her perfect body.

I sucked one nipple into my mouth and licking and teasing the nipple slid my hands down to touch and tease her pussy.

“Oh daddy!” She moaned out, the taboo and illicit words driving me wild with their wrongness, and as I felt the wetness flood her suit bottoms, I realized she was getting off on it too.

Kissing my way down her body, I drew her bottom off and revealed her tiny bald pussy. Looking up I met my stepdaughters eyes and saw nothing but love, desire and an almost mindless need in them. Then reaching out my tongue I grazed the tip along her outer lips from bottom to top, lightly touching her clit.

“Mmhmmm!” She moaned out as I licked and kissed my way around and into her pussy, before finally getting to her clit and then lightly but persistently licking it with a gentle tongue.

“That’s so good daddy! Oh god, you’re going to make me cum!”

I reached up with one hand and slipped a finger into her tight pussy and teased her opening with gentle probes in and out, in a few seconds she was cumming on my tongue her thighs squeezing my head and her hands gripping the sheet in the agony of pleasure.

She slowly caught her breath and I slipped up beside her, holding her close as she recovered. My hand stroked down her naked back and I was looking down at her perfect teenage ass when she nuzzled into my neck, her hand sliding down between us unbuttoning my shirt.

“That was so good daddy,” she kissed my neck gently as she whispered, “I never dreamed it would feel so good.” Her hands were on the buckle of my pants now sliding it open. Then my zipper was down and with a sharp intake of breath felt her cool hand side in and grasp my cock.

I was watching her beautiful face, the one I knew so well now in a new expression. Her eyes were closed and she had a beatific smile on her face as she hand gently stroked and explored my cock within my pants. I kissed her and held her close, enjoying the moment.

Then she came to herself and leaned back smiling.

“I have dreamed about this for so long, I almost can’t imagine it’s happening.”

“Me too,” I admitted my face flushed with embarrassment even now at the admission. “For a few days at least.”

“I knew you liked seeing that dildo in my pussy,” she said with a mischievous smile as she slid my pants down, her eyes widening as my cock came into view. “Mom was right, you’re big.”

“You knew I saw that?” I asked only half aware of what she was saying. To be honest the sight of my stepdaughters teenage body, so much more nubile than any porn star or glamor model I might have fantasized about, there, naked bend over my stiff cock, had me spellbound.

She just smiled at me and took my cock in one hand and stood it up, her eyes drinking in its length and girth, then licking her lips seductively she drew the head of my cock into her hot wet mouth.

“Oh fuck.” I moaned out at the pleasure and she smiled around my cock head and proceeded to lick and kiss it in between sucking me deep into her mouth.

I could tell almost immediately that she was no expert, in fact this appeared to be the first time she had ever had a dick in her mouth. But she was a quick study. Paying attention for signs I gave of what was pleasurable and exploring my cock as she knelt between my legs.

I endured this pleasure until I could no longer and reaching down, I silently drew her up and rolled her beneath me. Her breath caught in her throat and she reached out and pulled my face to hers, kissing me deeply as I felt her desperate hand reach down and grip my cock.

I was between her legs and felt the hot wetness of her slit drawing me in. I looked deep into her eyes and she smiled in pure love and joy as I slid slowly into her incredibly tight pussy. Her virgin pussy was so tight I had to back my cock out and then it slicker in her sopping wetness I drove my dick deeper into her.

“Oh, daddy yes!” she cried and clung to my back, her hot little breaths into my neck as I worked my cock back and forth into her, deeper with each thrust.

“You feel so incredible,” I said and she pulled back kissing me deep on the lips as I started to fuck her in a gentle rhythm.

“Fuck me daddy,” her smile grew hungry and I saw a hint of the open and confident lover she would become. “Fuck my virgin pussy!!”

Her words had her cumming on my cock, once more her legs tightening as I felt her pussy cinch down on my cock, milking it in her virgin hole. Her tiny body shaking under me and then I rolled her over and fucked her with gentle strokes, letting her calm down.

“Oh god daddy that was so amazing!” She sat back and up on my waist and I felt my cock brushing her g-spot as she rocked her hips, grinding her clit on my cock shaft. She looked down at me and squeezed her arms together, pressing her big young tits together as she lifted herself up and down on my cock.

“Lay back daddy,” She purred, looking down on me with loving lust filled eyes, “let your little girl take care of you now.”

Take care of me she did. Riding me with her firm youthful body on perfect display, her tight pussy gripping my cock, feeling better than anything had before in my life. I felt the orgasm approaching and my toes were curling in the delicious agony of trying to hold it off.

I felt Isabella’s pussy fluttering and pulsating on my cock as her own orgasm got close.

“I close,” I whispered and she opened her eyes and looked down on biting her lip.

“Me too daddy,” She leaned forward and kissed me deeply, still slamming her hips down onto me as my cock drove up into her soaking wet pussy. “Cum in me.”

“But,” I began but she cut me off with her lips on mine and it was kissing her deeply that I began to shoot rope after rope of cum into her virgin little pussy. She felt the cum shoot out of my cock and arched her head back, the orgasm rolling through her body as she cried out in pleasure. Her scream echoing around the room.

We collapsed on the bed together and kissed and cuddled long into the night. I took her twice more in the bed. Before putting her on her hands and knees in front of the mirror and fucking her in hard fast thrusts as I watched her tiny young body and jiggling firm tits. I knew I was in heaven when she sank to her knees in the shower and proceeded to give me a slow and tender blowjob, begging me to cum in her mouth and on her face as she stroked me off.

“Cum for me daddy…” She whispered as she stared into my eyes, and I had the most amazing orgasm of my life watching spurt after spurt of cum cover her face before she sucked the tip in, swallowing all she could.

The next two days of our vacation we rarely came out of our rooms. When we did it was to sun bath and play in the ocean, before running back to the room to fuck like rabbits. We mourned together and healed each other’s wounds. It is unconventional but my wife gave us both a gift before her passing and that was to draw the two of us closer together.

Everything was perfect there in Hawaii, and when we returned, we were stronger and healthier for it. We had told each other that we would stop once we returned. There was always the chance of getting caught if we carried on back home. That promise to each other lasted about twenty minutes after we got through the door. Passing each other in the hall I don’t even know who moved first but we were all over each other and soon I had her panties off and skirt pushed up and was holding her up legs wrapped around my waist as I fucked her against the wall.

That night she slept in my bed and for months after, that is until we were caught one day. But that is a tale for another time.
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Chapter One

I imagine it’s difficult for any man when he realizes just how sexy his stepdaughter has become. For me it was especially so, because the young woman growing up in my home was the most gorgeous creature I had ever seen.

My mind was troubled by these thoughts as morning sunlight streamed through her window illuminating her peacefully slumbering feminine form. She was lying on her belly. Her covers thrown aside revealing an abundance of maturing female shapes. Thin, white-cotton panties stretched tightly over her shapely ass. The panties fit so tightly the entire crack of her ass made a deep crease down its length. Her sleeveless, pink t-shirt was pulled up enough to show a wide expanse of the soft, summer-tanned skin on her back. 

She had changed a lot since she'd first come into my life ten years ago when I married her mother. At the age of twenty-six, I'd become father to an eight-year-old child. I had no children of my own and had not really wanted any. The girl's mother was adamant about not wanting anymore kids, so I had a vasectomy. 

She stirred on the bed and I started to turn away, but she settled back down in slumber. I sighed and continued to watch her; she needed her rest. This had been a busy week for the young lady. Several momentous events had occurred in the past seven days. She had gone to her senior prom, graduated from high school, and had celebrated her eighteenth birthday. 

Yes, my little Kristine was growing up. Unconsciously, I took a step into her bedroom. I looked at her hair. Curly locks draped her shoulders and ran down her back. The color was somewhere between a radiant red and a brilliant brown. I guess the name for it would be 'auburn'. Morning sunlight caused her luminous auburn curls to shimmer and shine. 

Kristine wasn't a skinny girl by any means, yet she wasn't fat. Her legs weren't thin and long, yet they stretched out with a seductively enticing allure. Not only were the legs stretched out, they were spread open. My eyes were drawn back irresistibly to her panties. I took another step closer. There between her legs a protruding mound of flesh hung below her and pushed at the thin fabric. 

I had twenty acres of hay to bale and another twenty acres to reap. Before turning away, I gave in to an irresistible impulse. I leaned over and quickly kissed the exposed skin of the girl's back. I then kissed her pretty, panty-covered ass. I would let her sleep a little longer, but I knew I'd have to awaken her soon. She was a farmer's daughter and she too had work to do. I planned on having her drive the smaller tractor and rake the hay while I drove the big tractor and pulled the baler. Together, we made a good farming team.

I was sitting at the table eating breakfast and watching the weather report when Kristine walked into the kitchen. I was torn between looking at the TV and looking at the seductive feminine vision standing in the room. I was waiting for the weatherman to let me know about how the chances of rain might affect my farming activities. 

Hell, I missed the weather report completely, I couldn't take my eyes off the girl. While I wouldn't call my daughter a 'raving-beauty', she most certainly was strikingly pretty. This morning she walked into the kitchen wearing only her thin, white panties and her short, pink t-shirt. She didn't even have on a bra. Shit, I could plainly see the imprints of nipples. Damn, she could have at least put on the ratty old robe she usually wore. Why, she'd never paraded around in front of me in only her underwear before. 

I heard her speaking, "Morning Dad. Why didn't you wake me? I could have cooked you bacon and eggs. Have we got anymore corn flakes?"

Without awaiting an answer, she strode to a high cabinet and reached up to open it. Her shirt hiked up and her panties stretched so tightly over the crack of her ass as she grabbed a box of cereal. 

My bedazzled mind cleared enough for me to finally say, "Well, sleepyhead, you're not a little kid anymore. I thought an 'old gal' like you would need all the restful sleep she could get."

Kristine was a playful girl and she could give as well as she got when it came to teasing. She winked and said, "Listen here 'Old Man', I'm not quite as ancient as a certain old-timer
 I know who is nearing his thirty eighth birthday."

The girl had put me down effortlessly. Yet, instead of continuing with her frivolous, early-morning banter, her face turned somber. She had something more serious to discuss. She said, "I know you saw Mom last night at my graduation. You came home late. Did you fuck the bitch
?"

I was startled by the viciousness of her words. I didn't know for sure how the divorce was affecting the girl. I knew she and her mother didn't get along. She had chosen to live with me instead of her. In truth, her mother didn't really want her. In fact, my ex-wife had insisted that Kris stay with me.

I didn't want to encourage the estrangement between mother and daughter, so I answered, "Kristine, you shouldn't talk about your mother like that."

She had a quick reply, "Dad, you can do a lot better than her. She 'is' a bitch and she treats you like shit. I know that she was really sexually repressed throughout your marriage. Well Dad, for your information, there are a lot of females out there that would fuck a nice guy like you in a heartbeat. There's even one living right here in this house. Have we got any milk?"

She turned around and headed for the refrigerator. What did she say? What did she mean by that statement? Why, she was the only female living in this house.

I watched as the girl opened the refrigerator door. She stood flatfooted and bent over to reach inside. Her rear end was pointed at me and her panties stretched to their limit over her ass. Surprisingly, I didn't see any darkness which might indicate pubic hair. Did she shave her pussy?

My cock jumped excitedly. In a matter of a few seconds it had sprung to fully erect attention. It had been stiffening ever since I first peeked into her room. But now, my meaty shaft had grown into a thick, hard rod. I reached inside my pants to straighten it to a more comfortable position.

Kristine turned before I had extricated my hand from my pants. A sly grin formed on her face and her voice rang merrily, "Do you need some help with that, Dad?"

What the hell did she say? She didn't say what I thought she said, did she? As if reading my thoughts, the girl clarified her statement, "Dad, if you ever need any help with your cock, you just let me know. I'll help you all I can."

Maybe I needed to see a doctor. My ears were ringing, my throat was choking, and my cock was thumping excitedly. Maybe I could find a specialist to see, one of those ears, throat & cock doctors. 

I knew for a fact I was hearing things that shouldn't be said. But those words I heard were sounding again, "Do I make you horny, Dad? I hope I do. Have you got a hard-on right now? I was partly awake when you came into my room. I know you kissed my back and I know you kissed my ass. Oh Dad, sometimes you make me so horny I can't stand it. I saw you fucking Mom once, two years ago, and I was so jealous because I wanted it to be me. I went out and lost my virginity that night. I pretended I was with you."

I was so shocked by the girl's boldly spoken confessions I didn't know how to respond. But I'd never told a lie to my daughter and I wouldn't do so now. Reluctantly, I answered, "Yes Kristine, you make me horny. And, yes, I have a hard-on right now. But there's nothing that can be done about it. Hell girl, I wouldn't touch you with a ten-foot pole."

Kristine giggled and smiled. With a mischievous grin she wantonly corrected, "Mister, the pole I want is long, but not quite ten feet long. And yes, something 'can' be done about that hard-on you have."

Just to prove her point, she turned my chair to face her and dropped to her knees between my legs. I would have stopped her if I could have, but I was utterly powerless. I sat unmoving in speechless, stoic silence. 

The impish young vixen between my legs loosened my belt and unzipped my pants. With both hands she tugged and the pants and briefs slipped down to my knees. There must have been something magnetic about the girl. When my clothes came down, my cock sprang free and the rigid shaft pointed straight as a compass needle at the center of her feminine body. 

Not one to pass up an opportunity to get what she wanted; Kristine grabbed my cock with both hands. As a farm girl, she was used to working with her hands. Yet, surprisingly, those hands were soft and petite. Her fingers were relatively short. Consequently, her fingertips barely touched as they encircled my thick, meaty, muscular shaft.

Kristine took in a deep breath and expelled it in words spoken lustily, "Oh Dad, I knew your cock would be beautiful, and it is. It's magnificent! I only got a quick look at it when I caught you fucking Mom. As soon as I saw it, you drove it deep into her pussy. I've wanted to see it again ever since then. Now, it's all mine. I love it, I love it, I do!"

To prove the validity of her statement, she started fondling and kissing the object of her desires. With tongue-moistened lips she rained wet kisses up and down the entire length of my engorged shaft. Hot blood raced through the pulsating blue veins throbbing just below the surface skin of my stimulated cock. 

Hot-damn, that girl was driving me crazy. Just what were her intentions and what was she planning to do next? The answer was not long in coming. Her slippery-wet lips closed over the head of my cock. Her tongue darted into the slit of my pee hole. Her saliva ducts opened and she drenched the throbbing bald head of my manhood. Her tongue made slow, lazy circles around and around.

My hands reached for her head. My fingers grabbed hands-full of long, curly, auburn hair. My mind argued in a fierce debate; should I pull her closer, or push her away? What the hell was a father supposed to do in a situation like this? I had no answer, so I just hung on for the ride.

Kristine, my sweet little-girl-woman daughter, turned on a vacuum and sucked half the length of my cock into her mouth. Her lubricated mouth bobbed up and down frantically. So frantic was she that the shaft repeatedly popped out. Each time it did, she grabbed it and sucked it back in. 

Finally, good sense told me to stop her. Shit, I couldn't cum in her mouth. I tugged on her hair. Oh damn, that cock-sucking girl wouldn't stop. I took a firm grip on her hair and viciously pulled. 

My cock popped out of her mouth. The wanton, wild-eyed girl attempted to reach for the shaft again. I spoke sternly, "Honey, oh shit girl, you've got to stop. You don't want me to shoot my load in your mouth."

Fiery lust shone in her eyes. Her voice was laced with impetuous heat, "Hell yes, I do. That's exactly what I want!"

My head shook as I gazed in amazed wonder at the girl. My innocent little darling daughter had grown to fully matured womanhood. Her teenage body craved carnal satisfaction. I didn't know if I had the strength or the will to deny her desires. I was uncertain as to whether or not I could deny my own raging lusts. 

Kristine unbuttoned my khaki shirt and removed it. She unlaced my heavy work boots and pulled them off my feet. My socks, pants, and briefs were pulled off. I sat there before the girl with not one stitch of clothing on.

Suddenly, bedevilment entered my mind. I realized that I too could have wanton, mischievous thoughts. I spoke teasingly, "Baby doll, don't you feel a little overdressed?"

Kristine climbed back to her knees before me. She grabbed the hem of her pretty, pink shirt, pulled it over her head, and tossed it across the room. Her thin, white panties slipped off quickly and they too flew across the kitchen. 

God dammit-to-hell, there was a naked young woman in my kitchen. She was kneeling between my legs. My eyes told me that I was correct in a couple of my previous observations. She 'had' come to the kitchen with no bra on and her pussy 'was' completely nude. 

Of their own accord, my hands reached for the girl's exposed breasts. I never paid much attention to the technicalities of boob cup size. A, B, and C were all letters of the alphabet to me. I much preferred a more objective measurement. Therefore, my eyes saw alluring breasts the size and shape of fully ripened 'sunshine-state' grapefruits. Nickel-sized, dark-pink nipples protrude out proudly. Silver dollar-sized, pale-pink areolas framed the ripe buds.

My mouth begged to taste the fruit of those two tantalizing nectarines. I slipped off the chair and instructed Kristine to take my place. As soon as her ass touched the seat, my mouth closed around a nipple. I sucked with the hunger of a newborn infant. One nipple wasn't enough. I devoured the other one, too.

My mouth, my eyes, and my tongue began an odyssey of exploration around the girl's two magnificent mammary mounds. I mapped every square inch of the soft feminine landscape. Each place my tongue touched; I planted a kiss as a claim of ownership. 

Kristine had her hands on my head. She said not a word, yet her soft moans and sighs encouraged me to lay claim to more and more of her tender, young flesh. I gladly obliged. 

I looked toward my girl's face. She looked back with contented delight. She leaned toward me and offered her lips for kissing. I'd given this girl many fatherly kisses, but I knew this was not what she wanted now. It wasn't what I desired, either. We wanted to share the kind of kisses a man gives to a woman and a woman gives to a man.

My lips touched hers. Our tongues moisturized each other’s mouths and our lips melted together in a series of hypnotic, erotic, slippery kisses. Our tongues dueled and teased with unrestrained, impassioned zeal. Our tongues slipped in and out of each other’s mouth tasting and exploring with an ardent frenzy. 

I kissed her cheeks, her neck, and her shoulders. I worked my way back to her breasts. Again, I ravaged those beautiful mounds by kissing, and licking, and sucking mercilessly. 

My eyes strayed to the girl's feminine pubic mound. The moment of truth had come. I love tits and ass. But, when it comes right down to it, I'm a pussy man. I love pussy more than any other feminine delight.

This very fact had led up too much of the tension in my marriage to Kristine's mother. With her, the missionary position was the only acceptable way to have sexual relations. The woman's father was a preacher and she had been brought up believing that oral sex was immoral sex. As my wife, she had never once sucked my cock. And, rare was the time I ever ate her pussy. The few times I did always sparked bitter arguments and accusations of sexual perversion. 

I wondered if Kristine's mother had polluted her daughter's mind with such thoughts of depraved sexual immorality. My mind questioned as to whether or not I dare tempt rebuke by trying to satisfy my oral lusts with this young woman. 

But, wait. I'm forgetting something. This girl has already displayed a curiosity about oral gratification. Why, the young lady has just now had my cock in her mouth. Didn't she proudly proclaim her passionate enjoyment? Hell yes, she did. So, maybe she won't object too much if I attempt to gratify myself orally playing with her pussy.

This girl can tell me to stop if she must, but I'm going to eat me some pussy if I can. I bodily lifted Kristine from the chair and laid her flat on the kitchen table with her legs hanging off the edge. Ours is a big country kitchen and the table is long, wide, and sturdily built. 

I pulled a chair up and sat between Kristine's knees. She made no objections as I spread her legs for a better view. Her bare-nude pussy mound thrilled me to the bone. One hard, muscular bone in particular throbbed achingly. God, if there was anything in this whole world more beautiful than that girl's pussy, I had yet to see it. 

Yet, the fact that her pussy was shaved puzzled me and I wondered why she would do it. Unconsciously, I asked the question out loud, "Kristine, why have you shaved your pussy? Did you do it for some guy?"

The naked girl lay on the table without the least bit of embarrassment or timidity. She seemed to glory in her nudity. She giggled and answered cheerfully, "Well Dad, a few months ago, after Mom left, I found your stash of 'nudie' magazines. I bet Mom never knew you had them. That prudish bitch would have raised hell if she'd known. But I thought it was wonderful that you had them. I flipped through some of them and noticed you had earmarked certain photos. Every one of those naked females had shaved pussies. So, I went and shaved mine. I shaved my pussy for a guy. I shaved it for you. And now, you're the only guy to see my bare pussy."

I felt an overwhelming sense of love, pride, and gratitude. I pulled Kristine to a sitting position and kissed her passionately. My words whispered in her ears, "Thank you baby. Now, lie back down and let me play." 

And play, I did. My eyes played first. They gloried in the nude expanse of feminine flesh. The girl's outer pussy lips puffed out as thick, hairless mounds of protruding femininity. With her legs spread, her erect clit had escaped its confinement inside the swollen vaginal lips. Here the pink of her nipples was mirrored and magnified. Never had my eyes seen such a dazzling shade of clitoral pink. 

My mouth and tongue begged to touch the tantalizing jewel that was the girl's clitoral treasure. With gentleness I didn't know I had; my tongue touched her pee hole. Erotic ecstasy flowed through my loins. Animal magnetism spurred me on. My tongue explored the length of the clit tickling, flicking, sucking, and teasing with unrestrained lustful delight. Kristine wiggled and moaned.

My hands squeezed her pussy lips with a grip that was tender, yet firm. Without the hindrance of pubic hair, my lips touched the soft, warm, vaginal tissue. My mouth journeyed into the valleys between pussy lips and thighs and climbed the surrounding hills. Again, my kisses lay claim to feminine flesh and declared ownership. This was now my goddamn pussy. Kristine squirmed and sighed.

My journey led me back to my girl's enticingly tempting clit. My lips and tongue ravaged it again. This time, I had not the restraint of gentleness. My mouth, my lips, my tongue, and even my teeth savagely attacked the tender, pink flesh. I pulled, I tugged, I bit, and I sucked. 

Surprisingly, Kristine didn't cry out or recoil in pain or fear. She didn't tell me to stop. She didn't tell me to slow down. She didn't beg me to be gentle. Instead, her clit stiffened into a firmer erection in order to withstand the oral assault upon it. 

Kristine's legs spread wider and she lifted them up. My lips accepted her unspoken invitation to explore more freely. My tongue traveled down her clit and spread open the inviting inner lips it found. I touched moisture. 

I pulled back for a quick look. My eyes were mesmerized by the brilliant pink flesh of the girl's vaginal opening. Herein lay the glory hole Mother Nature had provided especially for the housing of a male's erect cock. Damn my wicked soul to hell, I wanted my stiffened shaft inside that hole. But I knew I didn't dare seriously think about really fucking the girl. For now, I would be content just to revel in the tastes and textures so long denied to me by the girl's mother. 

The opening to Kristine's womanly home was glistening with wetness. Her body had released warm, moisturizing fluids in preparation for penile penetration. Yet, it wasn't a penis that now penetrated this feminine sanctum, it was my tongue. With it cupped to stiffen it, I plunged my hardened mouth-cock deep into the slippery, wet cavity. 

Moisture attacked my taste buds. Glorious, sweet, feminine juices were mine to lick, to drink, and to enjoy. My tongue, my lips, and my mouth became coated with intoxicating vaginal nectars. 

I continued eating Kristine's pussy in a frenzy of sexually inebriated lust. For ten years I been denied the carnal delights of oral vaginal pleasure. I was now so gleefully enchanted with this girl's pussy that I had no power to tell myself to stop. I couldn't have heard her words even if she were screaming for me to stop touching her. 

I made another assault on the feminine object of my uncontrollable lustful desires. My mouth, my lips, and my tongue joined together as an attack force. They attacked the nude pussy mound and captured every hill and valley claiming their flesh as sexual captives. The clit came next as these oral troops sucked, and licked, and flicked, and kissed until surrender was achieved. Finally, this team challenged the moisturized glory hole penetrating deep, twisting and twirling, licking and lapping. 

Kristine's hips were bucking and jumping. If she was squealing or screaming, I didn't hear. I was lost in pussy-lust heaven. Finally, for the first time in ten years, a stream of vaginal cum shot into my face. My daughter's girl-woman pussy had erupted and was discharging orgasmic liquid into my pussy-starved mouth. 

This girl's mother, the frigid cold-hearted bitch, had never once sprayed my mouth with feminine cum. Hell, I don't believe she'd ever had an oral orgasm in her life. 

The old adage of 'like mother like daughter' was not holding true here. My befuddled, pussy-eating brain began to understand. Kristine was cumming. I was making my sweet, young daughter cum. My mind's bewilderment began to clear. The girl most certainly was screaming and squealing. Her body was writhing in blissful orgasmic ecstasy. Instinctively, I licked up and down her clit again. Again, she squealed as another orgasm shook her. 

Still, I didn't stop. Again, my tongue dove deep into her pussy's inflamed vaginal void. I licked, I slurped, I tickled, I teased, and I frantically massaged every tender pussy nerve ending. This time, her voice screamed and cried as more orgasmic tremors rattled her body from the tips of her toes to the top of her head.

After an eternity, I ended my oral pussy assault and pulled back from the sexually sated girl lying on the table. Kristine lay still. Her chest was rapidly rising and falling with labored breathing. Time passed slowly, but the girl finally sat up. Her shimmering auburn hair glistened with perspiration, yet her summer-tanned face beamed with the radiance of sexual satisfaction. 

Suddenly, the girl jumped from the table with an energetic bounce. She landed in my lap astride my legs. Her arms encircled my head and her lips pressed tightly to mine. She kissed me with the wanton passion of a woman possessed and words whispered in my ear, "Thanks Dad. Oh shit, that was goddamn amazing. I thought I'd never stop cumming. I never knew orgasms could be so violent and so glorious." 

The young woman sitting in my lap kissed me again and pressed her breast tightly against my chest. She brazenly whispered, "Mister, you started this orgasm game and now it's your turn. I told you I wanted to eat your meat and drink your cream. That's just what I intend to do. I'm going to give you a cock sucking you'll remember to your dying day." 

That grown-up little girl of mine took charge. She instructed me to take her place on the table. She had me to lean back into a semi-reclining position. She moved her chair between my legs. Then she began.

Not once in my ten-year marriage to this girl's mother had the woman sucked my cock. Yet, here was her young daughter sucking away. Kristine was wasting no time. As soon as her ass hit the seat of the chair, she had grabbed the engorged shaft and into her open mouth it went. 

This cock-hungry minx didn't stop at an inch, or two, or even three. The deep-throated vixen sucked in five inches before hitting the back of her throat. Then she went to work with her mouth, her lips, and her tongue. 

Many a time I'd seen this girl, as a child, licking a popsicle or sucking on a lollipop. She must be recalling the skills learned from those activities because she was doing a mighty fine job in both areas. That wasn't a popsicle in her mouth and it wasn't a lollipop. That was my cock she was licking and sucking on.

She was also kissing my shaft up and down its entire elongated length. She kissed, and squeezed, and tugged, and pumped. Her tongue circled around and around my cockhead stimulating my erection into a stiff, meaty, steel-hard rod. 

That wicked, young sex-pot's mouth captured my shaft again. Her slippery-wet oral orifice bobbed up and down. Sometimes she went three inches deep and sometimes she went more. Five inches seemed to be her limit. 

This girl seemed to have an instinctive knowledge about how far to go without causing an ejaculation. She must have liked teasing me with this skill. Time after time she brought me to the brink of eruption only to back off and let it pass. I wanted to scream out and tell her to goddamnit let me cum. But I didn't say a word. This was my first cock-sucking in ten years, so she could take all day if she wanted.

Well, she took her own sweet time, but it wasn't all day. I lost track of time, but I felt every kiss, every lick, and every suck. I certainly felt it when the sucking stopped. 

I looked down and Kristine looked up at me. She spoke with a ring of authority in her voice, "Dad, I'm going to make you cum now. I want you to keep your hands out of my hair. I don't want you to pull me away. You just hang on and let me do what I want. And, Mister, that's an order."

I wasn't in any condition to argue the point with the girl. Hell, if I didn't get some relief soon, I was going to go crazy. So, I hung on. I saw a head-full of auburn curls descend towards my cock. Early-morning sunlight was captured within the shimmering curls and reflected out in a rainbow shower of magnified colors as Kristine's head bobbed up and down on my erect shaft. 

The brazen, young wench seemed to lose control. Did she know what she was doing? Her head moved erratically. Her wet, warm, saliva-coated mouth continued bouncing up and down on my well-lubricated shaft. She seemed to lose all caution. Her oral thrusts became more frenzied. She swallowed five inches. She then swallowed six. Unbelievably, all seven inches of my cock disappeared into her ravenous mouth.

She didn't gag and she didn't stop, but she did allow my shaft to back up a few inches. She sucked with invigorated enthusiasm. She sucked insistently with only one goal in mind. She wanted her dad to cum. 

That's just what the girl's dad did. Because of my vasectomy, I couldn't ejaculate sperm, but I had semen aplenty. I felt this pot of seminal fluid boiling and I felt the heated liquid enter my shaft. Oh shit, should I stop the girl? She had adamantly told me not to, so I didn't. My entire body shuddered and shook as the eruption built to an explosive climax. My orgasm had begun. A dam burst and flooded seminal river rapidly flowed out. Steaming-hot, pressurized cream shot out in streams of milky-white fluid. 

My cock, inside my daughter's mouth, burned with unquenchable, orgasmic fire. Kristine inflamed the fire by continuing to hungrily suck. Her mouth began to fill with seminal liquid. She swallowed. Goddamn almighty, the girl swallowed again and again. With her lips closed tightly around my thick, meaty shaft, she swallowed every single drop she could get. 

Never in my lifetime had my loins experienced such an abundance of ecstatic, orgasmic explosions. My body, my mind, and my heart rejoiced in a lust-filled celebration of uninhibited carnal contentment. 

Just when I thought it was over, Kristine's lips and mouth attacked once more. Unbelievably, I had another orgasm in me and a few more drops of cream. My daughter devoured every bite of meat and cream. No woman's mouth had ever milked me so dry. 

At last, I fell back on the table. Kristine lapped at the few remaining drops trickling from my slowly shrinking cock. This time, I was the one to lie with a chest rising and falling with labored breathing. I was completely and totally sexually sated and satisfied beyond my wildest dreams. I'd just had the finest blowjob any man could ever want. Kristine was right, I'd remember this cock-sucking to my dying day.

Thankfully, the wickedly wonderful girl of mine was nothing like her mother. With Kristine, I knew there would be no remorseful guilt or accusing recriminations resulting from our consensual sexual adventure. 

As if reading my mind, Kristine kissed my now flaccid cock. She laid a soft, summer-tanned cheek against the relaxing shaft. Her voice whispered quietly, "Listen to me 'Old man', don't you worry about this cock being so limp. I know how I can get it hard again. Let's go take a long hot bath. Then I want you to take me to your bed. I want your big, beautiful meat inside my pussy. Oh Dad, I want you to fuck my brains out."

With a smile of love and happiness, I grinned at my sweet, loving, lascivious daughter. I winked mischievously and said, "Yes Milady, your wish is my command. But woman, before there's any 'brain-fucking' around here, I'm going to eat my breakfast. Girl, you should eat hearty too because we've got a hard day of farm work ahead of us." 

Without covering our nude bodies, Kristine and I ate breakfast. Neither of us seemed to mind that our mouths and loins were covered in sticky, male and female fluids. 

My heart swelled with love while watching Kristine flutter about the kitchen with all her glorious feminine nudity on display. What a joyous, refreshing change this was from all the years of breakfasts with the girl's sexually repressed mother. 

I helped dry the morning dishes and put them away. Kristine turned to me, took my hand, and placed it between her legs. As I played with the pussy I loved, my daughter's hand closed over my slowly recovering cock. In a husky whisper full of forbidden promises, she said, "Dad let's go take our bath and then I'll see what I can do about getting this fella hard enough for fucking. My pussy is already getting drippy wet with bedtime anticipation."


Chapter Two

The words my stepdaughter said to me after she had drained all my seminal fluids into her mouth still rang in my ears. In a soft whisper, she had lustily said, "Listen here 'old man', don't you worry about this limp cock. I know I can get it hard again. Let's go take a long hot bath. Then I want you to take me to your bed. I want your beautiful meat inside my pussy. Oh Dad, I want you to fuck my brains out!"

So, here I was with my bathtub filled with hot water, me, and my naked, sexy-soft daughter. Hell, the limp cock I'd had earlier was now just a memory. My stimulated shaft was now a fully erect, meaty, steel-hard rod. If that daughter of mine wanted to be fucked, then I was just the man for the job.

The nude girl in my bath leaned over and pulled the plug on the tub. As the water drained out, she twisted around so suddenly that some of the remaining water sloshed over the edges. She ended up facing me with her ass between my legs and her legs wrapped around me. I just stared as the water level dropped. She reclined back on her hands and spoke seductively, "Dad, do you like what you see?"

I continued to stare, but my voice whispered huskily, "Oh god dammit to hell, Kristine, I've never seen anything so erotically beautiful in all my life. Shit girl, you've got my cock swollen so hard it just might explode and shoot cum all over you again."

Kristine giggled, winked, and mischievously said, "Mister, you just hang on to your creamy man-milk until I'm ready for it. I'm going to take care of that cock in just a little bit!"

While I wouldn't call my daughter a 'raving-beauty', but she is most certainly seductively pretty. They say beauty is in the eye of the beholder. Well, my eyes beheld the wonderments of that girl's feminine flesh. Kristine isn't a skinny girl, yet she isn't the least bit fat. She is a fully matured girl who has ripened into an undeniably attractive woman. 

My eyes glazed adoringly at her breasts while my hands juggled and played with them. The girl's chest was adorned with two tantalizing tits each the size and shape of fully ripened grapefruits. Now, a finicky 'tit-man' might like his tits bigger. As for me, I was perfectly satisfied with the size and shape of my daughter's magnificent mammary orbs. I especially liked the dark pink, nickel sized nipples which jutted out proudly. Pale pink, silver dollar sized areolas surrounded these tempting jewels. 

Tits are mighty fine things for a female to have and Kristine had really nice ones. But, the fact of the matter is, I'm a 'pussy-man'. Why, I love pussy more than any other feminine delight. Here then, was where this girl of mine excelled above all other females. She has the finest pussy my eyes have ever seen. 

This girl's pussy puffed out with two swollen outer lips and a seductive slit running down the center. The tip of a pretty pink clit peeked out from the slit. Best of all, not one spot on this mound of feminine flesh was concealed by pubic hair. This wickedly wonderful young lady had shaved her pussy just for me. Her mystical mound of vaginal flesh was completely nude. God, that's just the way I liked pussies.

My cock throbbed demandingly. I needed to place it inside that bedazzling young female's pussy. But first, I needed to again taste the gorgeous vaginal wonder with my mouth. I reached for Kristine's legs, pulled them up to my chest, and wrapped them around my neck. Her ass scooted on the slippery ceramic and she fell back into the water. Good damn thing the tub was nearly empty or I would have drowned the girl. 

I reached under her hips and bodily lifted her ass off the tub. I'm not a big man, but my arms are muscular and strong. I pulled the girl's body up until her pussy was in front of my face. I began kissing, and licking, and sucking the silky soft feminine flesh. 

My ten-year banishment from eating at the pussy-table had come to an end. Thanks to my wonderfully loving and benevolent young daughter, I had all the delicious pussy I could consume. And, consume it, I did. I ate with a hearty, ravenous appetite.

For my appetizer, I had a heaping helping of mounded pussy lips. I kissed, licked, and sucked down into the valleys between the girl's pussy and thighs. My lips climbed back up the hills teasing and tasting feminine skin. Kristine softly moaned.

My main course consisted of a silky, warm, quivering clit. I devoured this delectable delicacy with the vigor of a man possessed with devilish delight. My tongue licked, flicked, tickled, and teased this fabulous feminine treat. Kristine wiggled and moaned more feverously.

For dessert, my mouth found the pussy's warm, wet vaginal cavity. My tongue penetrated deep into the moisturized opening licking and lapping the dripping feminine juices. Kristine squirmed and softly squealed. 

My pussy-starved lust demanded that I have seconds. So, I again ate hungrily. I had a second helping of mounded pussy lips. I then devoured another portion of silky soft clit. And then, once again I tasted the wet flesh and fluids of the pussy's quivering vaginal orifice. 

That wondrous daughter of mine had her legs wrapped tightly around my neck and her body was twisting, turning, and bucking spastically. The feminine voice that spoke was trembling, begging, and demanding, "Oh Dad, oh goddamn Dad. Please don't make me cum again with your mouth. Oh, I want to feel your cock inside my pussy when I cum. Oh, please Dad, take me to your bed and fuck me."

That did it. Her heated words released my mind from its demanding, pussy-hungry trance. I held onto Kristine's ass as her legs untangled from my neck and shoulders. Her body slid down the length of my chest and landed in my lap. 

Unintentionally, the girl's inflamed, moisturized pussy impaled itself onto my stiffened shaft. A steel-hard rod of swollen meat 'accidentally' slid deep into the pussy's slippery, wet opening. Kristine jumped up as if a hot poker had penetrated her flesh. My cock was pulled out a few inches, but my hands were still holding onto her ass tightly, so she fell back down. The pussy-intruder the girl was sitting on was again thrust deep into its vaginal home. 

Kristine jumped up again and once more a few inches of my shaft pulled out of her pussy. Yet, uncontrollably, I pulled her down and again my cock buried itself inside her sweltering hot, cock-comforting hole. The girl screamed demandingly, "No, no, no, oh god damnit no. Dad, don't fuck me here! I want to be fucked in your bed!"

It was too damn late. Her demands came way too late. How in the unholy-goddamn-hell is a man supposed to control the unstoppable urges of his throbbing cock once it's buried inside a vivacious young woman's pussy? I had lusted after this young lady all morning long, so how could I let go of her now? I couldn't and dammit I just wouldn't.

Kristine jumped up again, but it was a feeble gesture of rebellion because she quickly sat back down. This time, she deliberately impaled herself on the manhood penetrating deep inside her. It was too late for her, too. Her own feminine lusts had been inflamed by the pussy eating she'd just had. Her womanly instincts wouldn't allow her body to reject the cock buried inside her. 

This young woman's carnal cravings overruled her mind. She voluntarily rose up and fell down again and again. Pussy and cock joined together in a race toward orgasmic relief. Deep, wanton desire encouraged frenzied fucking. Anymore thoughts about tender, loving foreplay were forgotten. Ready or not, it was time to fuck.

I held the girl as she sat fucking her dad. My hips thrust up to meet each and every impalement as she rose and fell. Time after time, the wicked, young vixen would stop and sit still. The damn little cockteaser was trying to prolong the excitement. Hell, her hot, young pussy was driving me crazy. She'd better stop taking her own sweet-damn-time or I'll have to hogtie that girl and fuck her like I wanted to. 

My swollen cock pulsated with racing blood. Seminal fluid moved into place ready for release. Because of my vasectomy, I couldn't release sperm, but I still had semen. It wouldn't be as much this time because the girl's mouth had already sucked me dry earlier.

Hot seminal fire swept through the length of my lust-enraged, muscular shaft and spewed forth into Kristine's welcoming pussy. Surprisingly, I'd built up more orgasmic heat than I had expected. A gloriously violent, cock-quaking orgasm exploded and shook my body. This thunderous sexual eruption thrilled my mind, body, and soul. 

Kristine too was shuddering and shaking as orgasms rocked her young, feminine body in spastic waves of carnal delight. Orgasmic glee lit her radiant face with joyful happiness.

I was grunting and groaning like a wild stud mounting a mustang mare. Kristine was moaning, squealing, and screaming with the lustful wantonness of an untamed filly welcoming her stallion lover.

This young lady's tight pussy was squeezing and smothering my inflamed manhood while her vaginal juices were trying to drown it. In self-defense, my cock fought back by continuing to pound into the slippery-wet opening with powerful thrusts. Seminal fluids and vaginal fluids joined together as allies in lubrication. Pussy and cock slipped in and out of each other effortlessly. 

Kristine rode my cock with her legs clenched around my back. Orgasms were not yet through toying with this young woman's body. She bucked up and down, her ass wiggled back and forth, and multiple waves of delight spurred her on.

We two, my young Kristine and I, were lost in a netherworld of orgasmic enchantment. We lived and loved in this world for as long as we could. It was a good place to live. Very, very good it was. But we couldn't live there forever. This place of magical pleasures and charms slowly slipped away as we each rode the blissful, mystical ride until the magic slowly faded.

There in the bathtub, I held my girl and she held me. Her head was gentling lying on my shoulder. Surprisingly, I felt warm moisture falling in soft drops on my skin. Kristine was crying. I whispered endearingly, "Honey, have I hurt you? Are you sorry for what we've done?"

Kristine's head jerked up and she quickly replied, "Oh Dad, no, I'm not sorry. I've never had such wonderful orgasms in my life. But, Dad, I wanted to fuck you in your bed. I wanted to be your playmate and your bedmate. I wanted to do things to you that Mom would never do to you."

All I could do was laugh. I wasn't laughing at the girl. I was laughing because of her. I told her the reason why, "Kristine, my sweet baby doll girl, you've done more to me this morning than your mom did to me in ten years. I ate your pussy in the kitchen. I never touched your mom's pussy in the kitchen. You gave me a cock-sucking on the kitchen table. Your mom never once sucked my cock on the table or anywhere else. I've now eaten your pussy in the bathtub. Shit, your mom never bathed with me one time. And, now you've sat in my lap and fucked me. Hell, your mom would have died before she would have ridden my cock like that. Damn girl, a man couldn't ask for a better sexual playmate than I have with you. I'll love you for this morning until my dying day."

Kristine's face lit with a radiant smile. She was a playful young lady with a wickedly, mischievous quick wit. She winked and spoke seductively, "Dad, this day is not over yet. I'll have my bedtime fun with you before the sun goes down. Mister, I'm not through with you by a long shot!"

I was remembering my daughter's words as I maneuvered the big tractor around the hayfield. I was certainly looking forward to the bedtime adventures her words had promised. 

I looked out across the pasture and saw the girl driving the smaller tractor. Kristine was doing a good job with the hay rake. My girl was a mighty fine farmhand. I was sitting in an air-conditioned tractor cab while she had no such comfort. The blazing sun beat down on her. She must be working on her tan because she wore only her red bathing suit top and a pair of cutoff jeans. 

Twice, I'd given her the chance to switch jobs with me so she could have some of the air-conditioned coolness. I knew she could handle the massive monster tractor and hay baler with practiced skill. Both times, she had declined. We didn't stop at lunchtime because a darkening sky to the west indicated rain. 

About two o'clock, I decided that we needed a short break. I whistled for the girl to follow me and we pulled our tractors under the shade of some tall oak trees. We both jumped from our seats and sat on the bank of the slow-moving creek which cut the farm in half. 

Kristine plopped her ass in my lap and sat there just as if it was a place she belonged. Well, she wanted to be there and I wanted her there, so her ass was exactly in a place it belonged.

This girl's body was slick and sticky with perspiration, but her lips tasted sugary sweet to her dear old dad. I wondered if those luscious lips were stingingly sore like mine. I'd never kissed a female so many times in one day as I'd kissed this girl today. Each kiss was a sweet, warm, passionate awakening of lust and love.

Kristine's clothes didn't stay on long. Without any discussion, I stripped her down to her birthday suit and she did the same to me. I stood and bodily picked the girl up and walked into the cool water of the creek. She didn't notice the teasing grin on my face as I pitched her out of my arms into an inviting pool of water. 

She spluttered and splashed, but she rose to her feet with a glistening wet nude body. Her long, auburn hair had come loose from its ribbon and the tangled, curly-wet locks draped her shoulders and covered her breasts. Her voice rang merrily, "Come on in Dad and get that big fella between your legs wet."

My cock had fully recovered from the sucking and fucking it had this morning. The sight of the naked young woman made the shaft erect and ready for pussy penetration. Yet, I knew the hardened rod wouldn't be hard for long. Cold creek water plays havoc with the best intentions of an erection. 

I walked into the deeper water where the girl stood. The cool water did its dastardly deed. My hard, meaty erection shriveled up and shrank. 

Just because I wasn't hard didn't mean I wasn't horny. After this morning's stimulating sexual shenanigans, I knew I'd never be able to even look at Kristine without getting horny as hell.

My hands brushed away the wet hair covering Kristine's dangling breasts. Hot-damn, those mammary twins were beautiful girls. I began a slow massage of each tit and nipple. To my surprise, I found out that the cold water had prevented her nipples from staying erect. Well, I had a fix for that problem. I reached under her ass and lifted her out of the water. When her tits brushed my face, my lips found each nipple and sucked until each nubile nub warmed up then popped out and blossomed into stiffened buds. 

Kristine's legs encircled my waist and the crack of her ass settled against my shriveled shaft. Confused by the absence of hardness, she looked down at me with questioning eyes. I allowed her body to slip back down into the water. 

As soon as her feet found firm footing, the girl reached beneath the water and found my limp shaft. Her voice spoke quizzically, "Damn Dad, what the hell happened to my big, beautiful cock?"

I answered my curious daughter with merriment in my voice, "Baby doll, cold water and hard cocks are age-old, life-long sworn enemies."

This wickedly wonderful woman-child squeezed my drooping shaft and mischievously said, "Don't worry old man, I've got a couple of nice, warm holes where you can heat that floppy fella up in after we've played around a little bit. I've got a hole between the lips of my mouth and a hole between the lips of my pussy. You're welcome to use either one as a cock warmer."

Well, I could be just as wicked and mischievous as this young lady. To prove it, I squeezed her ass and replied with mischievous devilment, "Girl, there's another hole you have that I haven't yet tried. You've got a hole between the cheeks of your ass."

As soon as I said those words, I was immediately sorry. Oh shit, the girl will think I'm a sexually perverted fiend. Her mother had certainly thought so. Why, I wouldn't have dared to even think about ass-fucking the woman I had been married to for ten years. The cold-hearted, frigid bitch would have kicked me out of the house, locked the doors, and flushed the keys away.

Even though I knew Kristine had none of her mother's sexual inhibitions, I still felt that I'd gone too far with my 'hole-in-the-ass' comment. In an effort to forestall any awkwardness, I scooped the young woman up into my arms again and pitched her into a deeper pool of water. We two splashed and swam, we fondled and groped, and we tickled and teased. We kissed with a passionate ardor which went beyond the boundaries of lust and delved deep into the territory of love. 

Time passed as a wondrous haze. We raced in the shallow waters near a place where a truck could cross the creek. We kicked and splashed water on each other. We gloried in our shared nudity. God, I was completely mesmerized by the sight of Kristine's bouncing tits and her jiggling ass. 

The effervescent vixen of a young woman was wearing this old man out. I made my way back down the creek to a place where a large, flat rock protruded out from the bank. The ledge rock was nearly double the size of our kitchen table. 

I plopped down on my back with my legs dangling in the water. Kristine swam over and stood between my legs. The girl started making good on her promise of providing a hole for warming my cock. She grabbed my half-limp, cold-wet shaft and put it in her mouth. 

Goddamn, it felt good. After the coolness of the creek, the girl's mouth felt like a fiery furnace. Her tongue and her lips massaged my tender, soft flesh. My cock sprang back to life incredibly fast. The girl's warm, wet mouth bobbed up and down on the shaft victoriously. 

Before I knew what was happening, that deep-throated, cock-sucking daughter of mine had every swollen inch of my thick, meaty shaft inside of her hungry mouth. Oh god, this wondrously wicked young woman knew tricks that could drive a man insane. She sure as hell didn't learn them from her hard-hearted bitch of a mother.

The devilish young wench must have been using every cock-eating trick in her book because I knew I'd never been this fanatically 'turned on' sex-crazed before today. I don't think I'd be surprised to find the marks of my fingernails imbedded in the solid stone of the ledge rock under me. 

Kristine stopped sucking just in time. She must have guessed that I was about to shoot my wad. She sprang from the water and straddled my belly. She leaned over with her young breasts dangling in front of my mouth. Her two tantalizing, grapefruit sized orbs hung down like overripe fruit ready to be picked. 

Hell, I didn't need an engraved invitation to that tittle picking party. Quick as a cat, I started picking and instantly had two hands full of the tender, luscious nectarines. My hands squeezed, massaged, and played. My mouth joined in and began sucking all the dripping creek water off. My tongue licked and lapped at the tasty, all-natural female tit flesh. 

Suddenly, Kristine sat up straight. A nipple was jerked out of my tit-sucking mouth so quickly that I heard an audible 'pop'. The girl scooted down and sat on my waist. Without awaiting my approval or consent, she grabbed my cock and guided it to its favorite place to be. She impaled her drippy wet pussy on it. The throbbing, pulsating shaft that had been in her mouth was now inside a warm, inviting feminine home. 

Here I was again with my daughter riding my cock. Yet, curiously, the girl wasn't riding very hard. The horny young lady wasn't jumping up and down nor was she wiggling or squirming her ass. In fact, she was sitting without moving. I looked at her questioningly. 

Kristine's eyes squinted as if she were deep in thought. She finally found the words she wanted to say, "Dad, do you remember me telling you that I want to do things with you that Mom wouldn't do? Well, in the past few minutes, I've had your cock in my mouth and I've had it in my pussy. But, according to what you said a little while ago, I've got another hole you might want to put your cock in. Dad, did you ever ass-fuck Mom? Do you want to fuck me in the ass?"

What the goddamn hell was a father supposed to say when asked a question like that by his sexy young daughter? The answer came in a blink. I would just tell her the truth. 

I took a deep breath and let out the words, "No girl, I never ass-fucked your mother. My cock never came close to touching her asshole. Why, that straitlaced prude would have killed me a thousand times and sent my dead body and soul straight to the fires of Hell." 

I paused for a second before saying, "As for you girl, well I guess I was just kidding with my talk about another hole. I was just trying to say something that was shockingly 'naughty'. It might be fun, but I wouldn't dare expect you to do something so...so wicked. I'd better keep my cock out of your asshole!"

The girl bristled with annoyance. She leaned forward, looked me directly in the eyes, and vehemently said, "Mister, I'm not my mother and I don't give a shit about wickedness. Not with you, I don't. What we do in the privacy of our own sexual couplings is our own damn business. We two, you and I, set the rules for ourselves.

The wondrous girl kissed me then. She gave me a kiss that set my loins and my heart on fire. She whispered wantonly, "Now Dad, shut the hell up and ass-fuck me."

Kristine pulled her dripping pussy off my cock, turned over, and positioned herself on her knees 'doggy-style' on our ledge rock bed. Sensing my hesitancy, she insisted, "Just do it Dad. You wouldn't have even kidded about it unless if it was something you really wanted to do."

Giving in to undeniable temptation, I stepped knee-deep into the creek and stood behind the seductive temptress. I immediately noticed that her ass was perfectly centered in front of my throbbing cock. 

I took a look at the girl's ass. Oh, what a beautiful expanse of silky soft feminine flesh, it was. This wasn't the boney ass of a skinny girl, yet it wasn't fat ass of a chubby girl. This was the fully matured derriere of fine-figured young woman. 

The realization hit me that this girl's ass was mine, all mine. This mesmerizing, beautiful ass was mine to do with as I wanted. So, I gave in to instinct and gently smacked it with my open hand. I then smacked it again, this time with a hard, stinging slap. Kristine hadn't given me permission to spank her, but she didn't pull away or tell me to stop. In fact, she squealed with a pleasurable moan. Encouraged, I spanked that beautiful ass with several more stinging slaps to each cheek. The girl began whimpering.

Oh shit, a father is not supposed to get sexually stimulated by spanking his daughter. But, that's exactly what was happening to me. I was horny, hard, and having an ass-spanking good time.

Through a fog of fanny-flogging fun, I saw the pretty white expanse of ass skin reddened from my stinging attack. Abruptly, my hands stopped spanking. Hell, I didn't want to hurt this sweet young girl. I leaned over and kissed the spreading redness with soft, gentle tenderness. I kissed every square inch of my girl's ass. My lips kissed and massaged until the redness began to go away. 

Temptation's siren call beckoned me again. I stood back up and aimed my cock at the ass that was mine. I spread the ass cheeks and found the alluringly, tempting asshole. Just below this opening was an even more-tantalizing hole. Kristine's vaginal opening glistened with feminine moisture. Some of that moisture still coated my cock. 

I knew that if I was going to enter the dry hole in this girl's ass, then I would need a little more lubrication on my cock. This girl's moist pussy was undeniably the perfect place to get it. So, I rammed my stiffened, elongated shaft deep into Kristine's sweltering-hot, dripping-wet vaginal cavity. 

The girl squealed and squirmed. Just as I hoped, her sexually aroused female body released torrents of slippery-wet lubricant. I pumped in an out time after time while getting my entire shaft moisturized with feminine juice. Kristine moaned with excitement. 

Abruptly, I withdrew from the slick, warm, wet pussy. The head of my cock touched Kristine's asshole with a tender kiss. It then entered this forbidden feminine inner sanctum. A gentle push was all it took. The lubricated shaft slid in deeper. 

Incredibly, I found myself doing something I never dreamed I would do. My cock was inside my daughter's asshole. The girl let the fingers of one of her hands take my cock's place inside her pussy. She played with herself as I rammed my cock home. 

I pumped in and out slowly. How far did I dare go? This day, this girl had already swallowed every inch of my cock into her mouth. She'd opened her pussy and allowed the shaft's full length to penetrate into its hilt. Could her welcoming asshole take in all of the swollen rod's length, too?

The answer came quickly. This may be a sinfully wicked sexual coupling, but the forbidden depravity of it was undeniably exotic and erotically stimulating. I was so aroused that I pumped harder and deeper than I had intended. The entire shaft of my lubricated cock became buried in the girl's ass. 

Although I was surprised by the depth of anal penetration I'd achieved, I made no attempt to withdraw completely. I continued to pump in and out vigorously. My balls and testicle sack were slapping against the girl's pussy and the feminine fingers playing inside. 

Unadulterated sexual lust spurred me on. This same lust made the girl push her ass toward me in an unspoken invitation of carnal desire. Like wild animals rutting in the deep dark woods, this daughter of mine and her dad were grunting and groaning in an unrestrained animalistic frenzy. 

This morning my cock had cum in this girl's mouth when I was with her in the kitchen. It had cum in her pussy while we were in the bathtub. Now, the deep, penetrating shaft was cumming in her asshole and orgasms were taking my breath away. 

With hard masculine meat fucking her ass and her own soft feminine fingers playing in her pussy, Kristine was cumming, too. I'm just the man to know about this girl's orgasms. This very day, I had learned a lot about this vivacious young woman's sexual nature. I felt her feminine body shudder and shake with the same orgasmic rapture that was coursing through mine. 

I held tightly to Kristine's hips as I pounded slowly into her ass. This young woman and I both were whimpering and crying as our orgasmic coupling joined our two bodies into one. Again, we visited our private little world where heavenly enchantment prevailed through lust and love. We two, my young Kristine and I, again lived and loved in this world for as long as we could.

After spilling every last drop of sexual fluids our bodies had in them, the two of us feel exhausted onto the flat ledge rock bed we shared. The slow-moving creek quietly meandered past this place where a naked man and woman basked in the warmth of orgasmic afterglow. 

I pulled my woman close to me and hugged her tightly. A blinding flash of emotional enlightenment struck me. In my mind, I was calling Kristine 'my woman' just as if she belonged to me as a lover and bedmate for life. With this thought taking root in my consciousness, I brushed the tangled, damp hair from her face and kissed her passionately. She kissed me, too. We kissed with ardent, enthusiastic, uninhibited amorous obsession. 

Words of endearment spilled from my mouth, "Kristine, my babe, I'm so glad you're nothing like your mother. You've rocked my world more in this one day than she did in ten years. I told you something this morning and I'll repeat it now. I'll love you for what you've done today until the day I die!"

This wondrously remarkable young lady kissed me again and whispered in my ear, "Dad, I'm so glad I can do these things for you. But, I'm also happy about all these things you've done to me."

After a minute of silence, wickedly wonderful Kristine spoke once more, "Listen here Mister, this day is not over yet. If you think you're going to keep me out of your bed tonight, then you are mistaken. You're not too old a dog to learn some new tricks. Why, I might just fuck you all night long!"

The rain held off until Kristine and I finished raking and baling the hay. After we parked the tractors in the barn, the skies opened and buckets of rain fell. We two were drenched by the time we reached the house. We needed a bath anyway, so we stripped to the skin and soaked in the tub.

I sat the dishes and dinnerware on the kitchen table while Kristine fluttered around fixing supper. I couldn't take my eyes off the young woman nor could I keep my hands off her. The barefooted, pony-tailed young lady was dressed enticingly in a pair of thin, blue-checked cotton shorts and a sleeveless, spaghetti-strapped top. My hands and eyes had discovered that there was no bra under the top or panties in the shorts.

Kristine was happily humming a song. My heart swelled with joy as I pondered the mysteries of life and love. My wife of ten years never sang in the kitchen nor did she lighten up a room with her infectious merriment. Yet, here now was her daughter who was a loving, affectionate, and passionate young woman. Looking at Kristine, I thought that this was a woman a man could love. Hell, this was a woman a man did love. I knew because that man was me. 

Reaching out, I grabbed the sexy young woman as she sat a bowl of potatoes on the table. Pulling her into my lap, I was careful not to let my hands stray too long under her clothes. I was hungry for food and I knew if I touched her too much, I'd forget about eating and have to have her in my bed. Speaking seriously, I said, "Honey, I think it's time we changed your name. You're not a little girl anymore and 'Kristine' is a little girl's name. I think I'll start calling you, 'Kris'. Ok?" 

She responded enthusiastically, "Oh yes that's fine! I want to change what I call you, too. When Mom married you, I was eight and I didn't know what to call my stepfather, so you told me to call you 'Jack'. It was years before I called you 'Dad'. Now that we are...are lovers, I want to go back to calling you 'Jack'. Ok?" 

This was more than 'ok' with me. I loved it. Kris and I finished supper with some lighthearted conversation thrown in for dessert. When night began to fall, we made ourselves comfortable on the porch swing and listened to the nighttime music of nature. Looking at the woman beside me, I realized I had not felt so completely contented and happy in all my life. Teenager she might be, but I loved her. I wondered how she felt."

As if reading my mind, Kris snuggled against my chest and softly said, "Da... Jack, you know that I'm not like most girls my age who can't wait to leave home, go to college, get an apartment, and have a career. I'd be perfectly happy living here in this house for the rest of my life. My hopes and dreams include being a farmer's wife and a mother to his kids. I'd like to be a stay-at-home mom for my children and a full-time partner and lover for my husband. And, Jack..."

I waited for Kris to compose herself and continue her speech. She took a deep breath and asked, "Jack, do you think it would be terribly 'scandalous' if you and I were to get married? I'm just your stepdaughter, so I don't think we'd be breaking any laws. I'm 18, so I'm not 'jailbait'. I've teased you about being an 'old man', but you're only 36. And Jack, could you get your vasectomy reversed so we could start having babies? I want your baby growing inside me. I love you and I think you love me, too. Don't you?"

I squeezed my sweet young lover in a tight bear-hug and quickly replied, "Kris, to hell with any scandalous repercussions. Young lady, yes, I love you. We'll go get our marriage license tomorrow and then we'll see a doctor about baby making. I'd like to plant a baby-seed in your womb as soon as possible."

No more words were spoken, not then or there. We kissed and cuddled while the crickets chirped their moonlight melodies and the bullfrogs croaked their deep-throated mating calls. 

Thinking of mating, I kissed Kris and teasingly said, "Hey woman, I seem to recall you saying something about me not being 'too old a dog' to learn some new bedtime tricks. How about you start teaching me some of them right now?"

Kris bounded from the swing, pulled me up, and guided me to 'our' bed. Tricks she had promised and tricks she did teach. Before the night was over, I was wondering how I'd ever lived without her feminine touch and love. With joy in my heart I knew that after I had my masculine sperm canals reconnected, this sexually liberated young woman and I would have no problem making babies. 

In the meantime, I had a few more tricks to learn from my vivacious young bed companion. Surprisingly, I rediscovered long-dormant sexual talents of my own. I eagerly shared my skills and abilities with the love of my life. My young lover was right; I wasn't 'too old a dog'.
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Chapter One

I was overjoyed when I got into my first pick college, but it was halfway across the country and with my mom is a single working accountant, money was tight. I applied for grants and scholarships and was able to cover most of the tuition but living expenses were terrible out in California. My mother was nervous about it but she ended up asking her ex-husband, my former stepdad if I could stay with him for a semester or two, until I could find something affordable around Santa Barbara.

I hadn’t seen the man in four years, since my mom and he had split up. We expected him to refuse, but he agreed, saying he had a large empty house and would welcome the company. So, saying farewell to my friends and mom, I boarded a plane for California with all of my clothes packed into several suitcases, not sure why I was bringing seven thick coats from Wisconsin to California, but excited for my adventure away.

When we landed and I got my back from baggage claim, I saw Henry standing there waiting for me at the exit, looking just as I remembered him but a little greyer in his thick rough beard. He had lost weight and his kind green eyes were happy as he drew me into a warm embrace, lifting and spinning me as he had when I was younger.

“Button!” He cried out with his old cute name for me. When he put me down, I was smiling despite myself.

"Henry, you look different," I told him the name coming off my tongue awkwardly.

He smiled and a bit sadly at the name then continued on as thought nothing was wrong, "What do you think darling, does the California weather agree with me or what?" he asked as a struck a pose.

“Beats Wisconsin any day!” I said.

“You are going to love it here, and my place is just a few miles from your college,” he said as he took my luggage and lead me out of the terminal. “You can ride a bicycle there in minutes.”

“How far away is the beach,” I asked, wanting to know the important stuff.

He just laughed, “A few miles in the other direction, you can get there in a few minutes too.”

“Sounds perfect!” I cried, hugging him close again. He smelled of cinnamon and spices, manly and rugged and despite myself I couldn’t help but feel his muscles rippling beneath his shirt.

Making a show of groaning and hurting his back as he lifted my big luggage into his car we laughed as he opened the door for, I climbed into the back seat and looked up to see a woman turning around in the from seat.

"Hello," she said.

"Nice to meet you too,” I said a little confused as to who she was. She had a high and nasally voice with a superior condescending look to her face. I hated her instantly.

"I am Henry’s fiancé Rachel," her high voice growing cold as she took in my slender young body with a hard stare. “The new one.”

"Oh," was all I could say, awkward and unsure.

She turned back around putting on her sunglasses and staring forward. Meanwhile Henry climbed into the driver’s seat and gave them both a warm smile, that slowly fell off his face as he took the temperature of the situation.

“Is something wrong?” He asked in concern.

"Of course not.” The woman, who had never given her name, said.

Turning to look at me he asked, “Sarah are you good?”

Rachel continued to pout, and I nodded wanting the awkwardness to end. With a smile and a nod, he started the car. I smiled to myself at his nonchalance as we pulled out of the parking lot and onto an almost empty street. It was a long drive to his house and somewhere along the drive I must have leaned back and dozed off. 

I woke curled up in the back seat, warm and comfortable as Henrys strong hand shook me awake. The scent of him filling my mind with strange and new thoughts as I stretched and woke up.

"I was tempted to let you sleep forever, darling, you looked like an angel."

“Mom says I look more like a Gremlin, but I never got the reference.” He laughed.

"I can see it, they are pretty adorable," he said, “until they get wet that is.”

We took out the luggage and I tried not to think of the fact that the more I watched this tall powerful man move around, no matter that once he was my stepdaddy, he was making me wet right there.

He took me through his gorgeous house and I was impressed with his taste in decorations. It was obviously a bachelor pad, with black leather couch and dark wood furnishings. But he had great taste in painting and photos and the walls were filled with them.

We dropped off my luggage in one of the spare bedrooms, and he told me it was mine, that there was a side entrance I could use for some privacy and the door locked from the inside. Then he asked if I was hungry and lead me to the kitchen and began making us some sandwiches.

As he was getting out two plates Rachel came into the kitchen dressed in a skimpy black bikini, her tiny breasts sagging against her chest.

"You two catch up, I'll be in the pool if you need me," she said.

“Ok,” Henry said in reply, bringing the sandwiches over to the table and ignoring the woman as she walked out, trying to flaunt her flat butt.

"How long have you two been engaged?" I asked.

"I’m not engaged to Rachel!” He exclaimed, “Is that what she told you?"

I nodded. "Well, if you're not engaged then how long have you been with the witch?" I asked and immediately wished I could take the words back. 

He just laughed and smiled at me with his kind eyes, “We have been dating for seven months.” He admitted.

"You remembered how to make my favorite sandwich,” I said realizing what I was eating, “Even my mom forgets."

"I can't forget anything about you, darling. I wasn't around for long but I cherished ever memory of that time."

"I'm really glad you aren't engaged to that witch out there then, Daddy," I said and held my breath that my old name for him slipped out. There was definitely a different flavor to the word in my mouth as I spoke it this time. His large manly bearded presence beside me had me thinking dirty thoughts. "I mean, she is the opposite of my mom, is that your type now?"

Henry was silent.

I peeked at him and put my sandwich down. "I'm sorry, that was too personal wasn’t it?" I asked with apologetic eyes.

Henry shook his head but didn't look too sure. "It’s just that I'm not even sure why Rachel appeals to me. I mean, she's clingy and flighty, and prone to fly into jealous rages at the slightest provocation."

"Perhaps you were attracted to that because mom would never fight for you and simply left you alone to deal with your problems as she raised me," I said seriously.

"I was the one who left," he answered without looking at me.

"That's not what I meant," I tried to explain. "I meant that mom had given up on you and that witch won’t, you are too far out of her league. She is desperate to keep you."

"When did you become so analytical when it comes to relationships?" he asked me with a strange look in his eye.

I shrugged as I began munching again. "Some things about your little girl have remained the same, but a lot about me has changed and evolved to create the woman you see before you."

He laughed and I was glad to see him relaxed.

"Will you still allow me to call you darling, my former little girl turned insightful woman?"

"Of course!" I cried. "It makes me feel like I'm home."

"You are home, darling," he told me as he wrapped his arms around me and gave me a squeeze. When he let me go, we went on with a very delightful lunch and had been done for an hour and were still chatting when Rachel finally came back in.


Chapter Two

Later that evening I unpacked and got settled in my new room. Figured out my new schedule and planned all of my routes and what I would need to bring to my first day of class. 

The room was huge and had a giant queen size bed in it with a soft mattress. There was a desk, looked brand new and I figured Henry must have bought it for me. There were beautiful photos of New York city on the walls and even an incense thing plugged into the wall to make it smell sweet and like lavender in the room. It even had a private bathroom off of it, which I took full advantage of.

I was walking in my bathrobe on, admiring all the pretty things in the room, when I noticed the full-length mirror tucked into a corner by the head of the queen-sized bed. I walked over to it, took off my robe and began going over again all the things about my body that had changed since I had been my daddy’s little girl. 

My skin was the same pale white shade that it had been since I was born, but I had developed round hips that tapered down to slim legs, a slightly round stomach, and very large and round breasts. My feet and hands were still rather small and of course my eyes were the same unless you looked at them closely. They were large and such a dark brown that they almost looked black with perfectly arched brows and barely noticeable lashes. 

I winked at myself as I turned around with the robe still clinging to my arms. I lowered it a bit as I glanced over my shoulder and caught a quick glimpse of my rounded behind. I was so engaged when the door opened and Henry came partially in only to cover his eyes.

"I'm sorry, darling, I just wanted to give you your tea," he said nervously as he brandished the glass in front of him.

I quickly pulled my robe back on as I tried not to laugh. I was a bit embarrassed, but he looked as though he’d never seen a woman naked and I found that pretty funny. I tied it closed. "It’s safe to look now," I said calmly.

He uncovered his eyes slowly and peeked at me. When he saw me covered in terrycloth, he exhaled and relaxed somewhat.

"I'm going to have to remember to knock," he said. "I'm so sorry, darling," he reiterated as if I hadn't believed him.

"It’s alright," I assured him. "Honest mistake," I said as I took the tea from him and sipped it. It was warm and I smiled.

"I remember you could never get to sleep without a glass of warm tea," he said softly as he looked at me with a shy smile.

"It’s still true," I said to him as I took another sip. "If you come back in fifteen minutes you can tuck me in."

He smiled then and relaxed completely. He hugged me for the third time that day but held me longer than the previous times and I enjoyed it because I had a nose full of what smelled like a mixture of crushed flowers and pickles.

"I'll be back in fifteen minutes, darling," he promised when he let me go.

He left the room then and when I heard the door snap shut, I put the glass on the nightstand and pulled off my robe again. I glanced in the mirror again and looked down at when my thighs and stomach framed perfectly. My pussy looked like a large mound of curling black hair because of the way I was standing, but it was shaped like a perfect 'y'. 

I stopped looking at that bit and pulled on a nightgown that my mother had given me for my eighteenth birthday and slipped under the cozy blankets that had been piled on my bed. I had so much room in the bed, despite my rounded features, that I could stretch completely out and not have any of my limbs touch empty air. 

I was in heaven, and sipping my warm tea, when I heard footsteps and them a snap as the door opened. 

He peeked in cautiously first and then came walking back into the room that I would be calling my own for at least four years. He had changed his own clothes into a pair of black, silky looking pajama pants and a plaid top of the same fabric. His feet were bare and his dark skin appeared to be shinning as he smiled brightly at me and the fact that I had given him permission to tuck me in. 

He walked over to the side of the bed that had the mirror and the walk-in closet and beamed down on me so brightly that I could have sworn I saw stars in his eyes.

"Would you like me to read you a story?" he asked.

I laughed. "No, daddy, just give me my kiss," I told him.

He leaned over and kissed my forehead gently. "Goodnight, darling my angel," he said when he had straightened my bed sheets and stood up.

"Goodnight, Daddy," I said as I smiled up at him.

Satisfied, he left my side, turned out the light and shut my door as he slipped into the hallway. I heard his footsteps going down the hall and I was asleep before I could even finish my warm tea.

I woke up in the middle of the night, because I was hearing strange sounds. I hear him groaning and, assuming that he was in some sort of pain, I hurriedly got up and left the room. I rushed down the hall towards the sound, but in the opposite direction of his room and got more scared as it got louder. The dream I had been having, about my stepdad having a conversation with my younger self about sex, was squeezed out of my head as the urgency of the situation took over. 

I made it to the living room but found a very different site then the one of him writhing on the floor and groaning in agony. Instead, his pajamas were in a heap on the floor and he was sitting on the couch with his legs spread wide and his eyes closed while he pulled on his swollen penis.

"Oh, darling," he said clearly between his murmurings.

"God," I let slip before I turned and hurried back down the hall to my room. I was in my room and sitting on the bed Indian style and chewing my newly manicured fingernails when Henry came into the room wearing only his pajama pants.

"Are you all right, my angel?" he asked me.

"You were murmuring my name, Daddy," I said incredulously.

he remained silent.

"Or do you call Rachel darling too?"

He shook his head. "Only you," he admitted softly.

I bit my bottom lip. "Then you were fantasizing about me as you masturbated," I said just to make it real.

He sighed as he sat down on my bed. "I was dreaming about you and what I saw when you were looking into the mirror naked," he told me. "I woke up with an erection and I went in the living room to get some relief. I didn't think you could hear me."

"How was I in your dream?" I asked instead of all the other questions that were buzzing in my head.

He looked confused then smiled. "You were fantastic."

I nodded, not knowing exactly why I had asked. "Perhaps we had both better get back to sleep," I said numbly.

He nodded and rose to leave with his eyes averted and his smile gone. "Goodnight, darling," he said.

"No kiss?" I asked.

He froze. He looked at me to make sure I was serious, I guess and when he saw no humor in my eyes, he bent over to kiss me. That time, however, he wasn't aiming for my forehead and allowed him to kiss me where he wanted. His kiss landed on my lips and I closed my eyes to feel the very real passion that was hidden in it. 

It wasn't the way a man kissed his child and I recognized it since I was not even half as innocent as he wanted to believe. The kiss lingered on my lips even after he had pulled away and he stood above me looking at me as I enjoyed the tingling that it had caused. That feeling went through my entire body as I met his searching eyes.

"I think you enjoyed that," he said.

"Didn't you?"

He smiled. "I did, but I'm afraid it has only made me want more of you, darling."

I held my arms out to him. "Take as much as you like."

His smile brightened as he sat back down on the bed, pulled me onto his lap and started kissing me again. His kisses were all intense and hungry as if he had never felt anything akin to what he was feeling at that moment. It made me think that Rachel hadn't been doing her job properly and it was no longer a mystery why they had been together for three years and still had separate homes. 

For a long time, we just kissed as I felt his erection grow beneath me and my pussy became moist from simply thinking about how big I thought it had to be. I wanted to look very badly, but he wouldn't let me go as his large hands caressed me slowly. I moved my hips so that my rounded ass rubbed against his erection and though I felt him get harder, he pulled his lips away from mine and he stopped touching me.

"What's wrong, Daddy?"

Henry looked at me strangely. "Are you a virgin, darling?"

"No," I admitted as I averted my eyes.

He rubbed the skin underneath my hairline, knowing that that always relaxed me. "Did you enjoy your first time?"

"No," I said again as I looked back up at him. 

"What was wrong with it?"

"He was too rough," I told him.

He nodded. "He didn't know how to treat a virgin," he concluded as he gave me a quick but deep kiss on my lips. "You have a chance to feel a real man now, do you want to take it, darling?"

I nodded eagerly though no sound would come out of my mouth. Smiling with a wicked look in his eyes.

"Lay down," he ordered.

I did as I was told.

"Now just close your eyes and enjoy," he said softly.

I did that too and I felt his warm hands pulling my thin gown up even as he pushed my legs apart. When my gown was up around my waist, he stopped pushing it and I felt him kissing my thighs as his long fingers played a bit with the hair on my pussy. His tongue was playing around with the hair as his middle finger pushed its way inside me slowly. 

I groaned and I could hear him laugh against me as he removed the finger and removed his mouth from down there. I opened my eyes to witness him sucking on his fingers and moaning out his pleasure at the taste of my cum. He smiled when he saw me looking at him and that made me even wetter.

After that, he moved back down and started to lick my pussy very slowly as he tried to swallow the cum that had already built up. He was sucking at the cum and making me shiver as his tongue slipped in and out of my pussy. When he was done sucking, he spent a long time kissing different parts of my pussy and even that made me shiver. After a lot of kissing, he licked at my pussy very quickly and began sucking on it gently. 

It was fantastic to me and I came very quickly after that but he kept me from closing my legs so much that I would push him out with his hands. Even as I came off that very first high, his tongue was pushing deeper inside me and he took his finger and rubbed at my throbbing clit. He was moaning against me and before long I was cumming again and I screamed.

I was still coming off of that one when he lifted his head and smiled at me as he licked my honey off of his face happily. Without a word, he pulled me up to a sitting position and pulled my gown off over my head, mussing my hair. He smoothed my hair down and was still caressing my face when he gave me a sweet lingering kiss. 

I was shocked that he was so passionate when all my mother could talk about was how cold he was towards her even very shortly after they were married. He was still smiling when he pulled away from me, so doubted that he was thinking of anything other than me as he slid away from me to take his pants off.

He was huge. I'm sure my eyes got wide because he started laughing. "Don't faint on me now, darling," he said.

"I won't, Daddy, but it’s so big."

He raised his eyebrows. "Your friend wasn't small, was he?"

"Compared to you, he was," I told him.

He laughed again as he sat down very close to me. "Would you like to touch it, darling?" he asked me.

"Yes," I said as I reached for it. He scooted a little closer to me so I could cup it in my hands and he closed his eyes as I gently rubbed it. "Are you having as much fun as you did in your dream?" I asked.

"Oh, so much more, darling," he answered as he opened his eyes and looked at me. "Lay down," he whispered.

I quickly obeyed his whispered command and stretched myself out and he was on top of me just as quickly. He rubbed his erection on my soaking wet pussy for a few moments as he moaned and smiled to himself at the effect, he had on me. I just closed my eyes and enjoyed it without even being told, but it was just in time to feel him take his hand and push himself deep into me. 

I gasped as my eyes popped open and he grunted in response to the walls of my pussy sucking him in deeper. When he started to thrust, I was sure he would hurt me, but he never did and he paused more than once to kiss me. For some reason, I was sure that he was pausing in order to make sure that I was still conscious and I was grateful for the extra attention.

As he slowed down and began to be a bit gentler, I began to enjoy the feeling of him inside me. He moaned more and I matched him as I began to arch my hips in order to fit more of him inside me. That turned him on so much that I swear he growled as he thrusts a bit harder, but no faster. 

I laughed at the sound he made and, though I was sure he could not have heard me because it was my own head, he smiled down at me and kept doing what he was doing. He growled again and I was laughing loudly even as I cried and shivered at the intensity of my coming orgasm. I screamed and he moaned louder than me as I came and not long after that he pulled his throbbing member out of me with a determined look on his face.

"Suck it, I want to cum in your mouth, darling," he told me.

I got up quickly despite the fact that I was still reeling from my own orgasm and pulled him into my mouth. It was really throbbing and he was looking at me as if he would burst at any moment and that look made me greedy to taste his cum. I pulled him into my mouth slowly, inch by inch and licked the tip of his cock gently as I tasted myself on top of what I thought was his precum. I moaned in pleasure at the taste and he bit his lip as he watched me for my eyes never left his. 

I sucked more of him past my lips and ran my fingers gently over the small bit of his shaft that was left out. As I watched, his eyes rolled into the back of his head and he let out a moan that was half cry and half moan. It wasn't long after that that he exploded in my mouth and I drank every last drop of his salty tasting liquid. After that, he and I lay down in each other's arms and fell asleep with smiles on our faces.

The next morning, I awoke a little exhausted, but happy. Henry had already risen, but I was in no hurry to get up from the place where I had experienced a heaven I hadn't known existed. I heard his's voice laughing from the living room where I had found him masturbating with me in his fantasies and I sat up. 

Naked, I left the room and walked towards his voice and encountered him on the phone with someone. He smiled appreciatively at me as I did a spin for him the way he did for me in the airport and I took a bow. Henry was then laughing again and the sound made me smile happily. He then handed me the phone and I said hello to my mother.

"Hello?"

"Hello, little darling," my mother's deep voice greeted. "How was your flight?"

"It was fine, I got a little queasy, but I survived it," I answered as Henry sat down and opened his robe, he was naked underneath.

"And how was your first night without mom?" she inquired.

he was erect again and began stroking his hard cock right there at the kitchen counter. "It was nice, mom," I said into the phone as I hoped my gasps didn't make it into the phone. "I think I might really like living here," I said and meant it with all my heart, soul and body.

"That's good to hear, honey," my mother told me as I sat down to watch him masturbate while hungrily thinking of all the naughty things, I was going to do to it this school year.
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Chapter One

It was Angela’s first Sunday after college graduation and she couldn’t wait to start relaxing. Finals had been rough during her final semester and she was wrecked from all the parties the past two nights. She was looking forward to a summer of laying out and killing it on Instagram with her new bathing suits. Angela headed down to the kitchen in search of coffee and one of her mother's hangover cures: bacon and lots of it.

Her mom Heather had remarried when Angela was an early teen after the tragic death of her birth father. Those first few years had been trying for Angela’s mom. She had rebelled often, causing her mom to take drastic measures such as spankings in order to get her daughter to behave.



Eventually things settled into a comfortable routine with Mark and her mom, happy in their life together and Angela her own life with school and extracurriculars. Angela had never paid much attention to Mark. He was a nice quiet man who worked long days and would travel often for work as well. Her mother loved the man for some reason and round the house Angela’s mom ruled both in disciplining Angela and in ordering the house.



“Morning Angela,” Her mom said as she walked into the kitchen.



“Morning Mom, Mark.” Angela said while getting a cup of coffee.



“Mmhmmm.” Mark didn’t even look up from his paper to acknowledge his stepdaughters greeting.



“Honey it's Angela’s first day of summer break.” Heather said once they were all seated, with a look of expectation on her face, “wasn’t there something you wanted to tell her?”



“Hmm?” Mark asked, looking around a little lost before he noticed Angela and said, “Oh right!” Getting up he walked over to his jacket hanging on the wall and dug around in the pocket pulling out a new set of keys.



“Your mom and I wanted to say we are very proud of you graduating from Cal, and so we are giving you the SAAB to go along with the credit card you have been using throughout school.”



“Oh My God!!!” Angela couldn't believe what she was hearing, she had been asking for her own car for years. Leaping to her feet she ran forward and gave Mark a big hug, taking the keys from his hand when he offered them and dancing up and down and squealing in glee. “Can I drive it to Monica’s now?”



“Of course-” Mark began before being cut off by her mom.



“Hold on young lady, there are some things we need to go over first. Mark has been generous to cover your insurance for a year and give you the car. You will have to work over the summer to pay for your own gas and expenses.”



“But I don’t have a job.” Angela said, nervous about where this was going.



“You will be heading into the office with Mark and working as his assistant for the summer.” Heather looked over at her husband for confirmation. 

Mark had a pained expression on his face but he smiled when he looked at Heather and said, “I'm starting up a new project this week and I could really use the help.”

“When do you want me to start?” Angela asked, thinking about all the parties and stuff she had planned with her friends.

“Tomorrow will be a good, if you are free. Go you with your friends and enjoy the car today. It's your break.” Angela jumped up with a smile and a thank you and then she was out the door keys jangling in her hand as she ran to the car, breakfast forgotten as she drove off to her best friend's house to show off.

“I swear that girl is so flighty sometimes.” Her mom said as she got up and cleared Angela's place at the table. “Thank you for taking her on dear, I know you have a lot of work.”

“It’s fine.” Mark said turning back to his paper.

“It will be a great opportunity for her to see what you do, and maybe learn something. But don’t let her walk all over you there, like you do here!” Mark just smiled and sipped his coffee.

Heather worried about her sweet husband. Ever since they had moved in when Angela was just a little girl, she had ruled the home. Mark had never been comfortable disciplining her daughter and had left it up to Heather.

“Remember how she was when we first moved in? Angela doesn’t do well with authority. She is a good and smart girl, but sometimes she needs a firm hand to put her on the right path. Just remember that in the office.”

“Yes dear,” Mark replied, sipping his coffee once more.



The next morning Heather woke up hungover and groggy from celebrating with her friends. Dragging herself out of bed she showered and got ready, heading down to breakfast. When she entered the kitchen, her mom spun around in surprise.



“What are you still doing here? I thought you left an hour ago!”



“What do you mean? I don’t have to be at Mark’s office for an hour.” 



“Angela! Last night was daylight savings, you have to be in the office in ten minutes!” Saying that Heather grabbed a piece of toast and poured a cup of coffee into a travel mug pushing them into Angela’s hands. “Hurry honey, you can’t be late on your first day.”



Already in a bad mood because of her hangover and now annoyed because she had forgotten the time change, Angela rushed out to her car and drove to Marks office building like a maniac. She got to the building five minutes late, but by the time she got done parking and through the security checkpoint near the entrance it was twenty-five minutes past the hour.



When she got to Mark’s office, she found him in a meeting, so she sat in the chair just outside the conference room and waited for it to be done. She pulled out her phone while she waited. When the meeting ended Mark came out and saw Angela sitting there on her phone.



“You’re late.” Was all he said. Then turning he walked off. 



Angela had never really seen Mark mad before. He was such a softy around the house and with her mom that she assumed he was a total pushover. But fear with which the other employees were regarding Mark and the grim look on his face spoke of a different man.



He walked her through several banks of cubicles, everywhere he went people stopped and let him pass. She could feel the fury in him in the stiffness of his back and gait, and it was so new and foreign she almost laughed just from sheer awkwardness.



"This will be your desk," He said, stopping before a small desk and cubicle just outside of his large office.

"That's your email and login info," he said pointing towards a piece of paper in front of her. "I need you to familiarize yourself with the phone systems and make copies of the stacks of documents you see here." He pointed to a large bundle of documents that sat in her desktop inbox. 

Leading her around the small area he showed her where everything was. The file drawers for various categories of important clients and contact information. His own neatly appointed schedule folder, paper backups of all his digital calendars for reference. Then he introduced her to David his full time assistant and project manager. David showed her all of her various duties she'd be expected to attend along with whatever else he might need her for. 

Before heading back into his office Mark squeezed her shoulder and leaned down close to her ear, noticing in distaste a hickey on the lower part of her neck.

"There is some mouthwash in the bottom drawer of your desk, make sure you don't meet anyone today smelling like Tequila-Sunrises," he said as he arched an admonishing eyebrow at her and strode out of the room. Angela put a hand up to her mouth in shock. She was so embarrassed. What a start. 

After that things quieted down for a bit. The first week or so went pretty smoothly. Angela learned the ropes through trial and error got better at the phones and the schedule-keeping and the various daily tasks. Angela was fairly well-liked in the office, though part of that might've been from her injection of her youthful good looks.  

The problem was that, after a while, the job was so easy and became boring. Angela started caring less about how she looked when she came into work, often throwing on a pair of dark jeans and a blouse that was either business casual or club casual depending on who you asked. 

When she finished her work early, she would often roam the office to see which of the men at the firm she could flirt with the most. There were a couple of guys that she could probably see herself having a little bit of fun with, but then again, she knew none of them would take that sort of chance with her stepdad Mark. 

If she was being honest with herself, the hottest guy in the office actually was
 her stepdad. 

She hadn't always seen him that way. When she was younger, she’d looked at him like he was one of those trustworthy guys from a commercial, rugged and honest, a man's man. But she had to admit now that she’d grown older and more observant of such things, her mother had great taste. 

Mark was in his prime, early forties with a full head of salt and pepper hair with a trimmed beard to match. His body defied his age. He'd spent the last however many years by starting out his mornings with a rowing session out on the lake near their home. When the rain was too heavy or water too rough, he'd go down to their covered boathouse where he had a rowing machine put in. He had one of those natural tans that seemed to just stick on people that spend any solid amount of time outside—it just never went away. 

Around the office Angela had learned he was an entirely different man than the one she knew at home. Here he was commanding and decisive, confident in his knowledge of the business and tasks he required of his subordinates. Angela's mother wasn’t the jealous type, but still Angela wondered if she should tell her mom about the half dozen or so women at the office who were in love on their boss, and the dozen or so who flashed him cleavage, leg or of deep eye contact in hopes of catching the distinguished and quietly confident man’s attention.

Angela suddenly found herself thinking about his physical characteristics in a new way. He rarely closed his office door unless on a private call or in a meeting and he often just shouted for Angela to come in when he needed something as she was already close enough to just hear him. 

Sometimes she would zip through her tasks or finish certain elements of her work early and then just pretend to look busy while she browsed the internet. 

She'd get horny at work all the time and sometimes she couldn't help but check out her stepdad. He was so impressive to watch, especially when he was in the zone or working on a thrilling new project. It was no wonder the company had found such success. He was relentless. 

She wondered if any of the other women around the office with crushes had ever attempted to make a move on her stepdad. Maybe on a work trip? Even with that ring on his finger, he was a big target for a woman looking for a handsome, confident successful man. He never seemed to pay the women any attention other than professional, however. Even Cindy the skinny and gorgeous Asian who worked several offices down, 

Unfortunately for Angela, as time went on her daydreaming also started to negatively affect her work around the office. 

Mark began to notice some of the Angela’s laziness in her paperwork and demeanor around the office. There were issues with her message taking, missing key facts or incomplete. She flip-flopped a couple of meetings on his calendar one week which caused quite an uproar with a client. She arrived late occasionally, left early and her outfits were becoming more and more inappropriate. 

He called her into his office a couple of weeks into the job and sat her down. It was a Friday afternoon and he showed her three contracts that had been copied and pasted incorrectly and with the wrong format. These had been Angela's handiwork and she knew she was in trouble. 

He knew he had to do something but he wasn't sure what exactly. Mark had never been anything but a close friend to his stepdaughter and he wasn't quite sure what, if anything, he'd be able to say that would change behavior around the office. 

He remembered lying in bed with his wife the night before, talking to her about his predicament. She was reading a book and trying her best to listen as she double tasked. He wasn't sure how to approach Angela in a way that would get her to actually listen. That wasn't their dynamic. He'd always been the fun stepdad that helped her get away with stuff behind her mom's back. He asked his wife if she had ever been able to get Angela to listen and follow directions for longer than a passing moment. His wife had laughed at the question. 

"The only way I was ever able to get that girl to be obedient was by spanking her," she said. He looked over at her and dipped his reading glasses to the end of his nose. 

"I can’t spank my stepdaughter, much a company employee. HR tends to look down on that sort of thing." Heather laughed and shrugged as she continued on with her work. Mark tried to read his book, but the suggestion kept nagging at his thoughts and late in the night as his wife snored beside him, he found himself stroking his big cock; imagining for the first time what his gorgeous step-daughters ass would look like presented to him and cherry red, wet pussy waiting.

Mark was even more withdrawn the next morning. Not bothering to read his paper and heading into the office early. He had disturbed himself with his fantasies of the night before, but if there was one thing Mark had learned in his life it was that rules were meant to be broken, and there was often an asymmetrical solution to complex problems.

The next morning in the office he tried to broach the subject.

"Look Angela,” he began, “I’m not sure this is working out, it just doesn’t seem like you are giving this job the focus and attention it requires." 

"Mark I'm sorry, I'll do better, I promise," just then her phone dinged with a text message. The timing was very bad. 

"Angela you've been showing up late. You look unkempt and unprofessional when you come in and the other employees notice it. You've been making a lot of mistakes lately and just so you’re aware I know the difference between you working on your computer and you scrolling through Instagram for an hour on your phone."

"Yes, but I'm just an intern! I'm bound to make mistakes, right? The whole young and impressionable thing?" She flashed a smile in a way that often got him to give in. At home. 

"Look, this is serious.” Mark began, all business. Unfazed by her doe-like eyes and winsome smile, “This work is too important and I can't keep saving your butt because you're my stepdaughter. There are lots of new college graduates out there that would love to have your job and be on the ground floor of this company so if you don't want it, then fine. You can give back the keys and I do mean all of the keys and figure out transport on your own. If you still want the car and can make payments then you are welcome to purchase it from your mother and me. We are not unreasonable.”

Mark leaned back pinching the bridge of his nose with two fingers, before stroking his beard and frowning at her. His eyes has such a stern look, and Angela felt a thrill down her stomach and into her pussy, completely surprising her. Something about the powerful, handsome and quietly confident man before her made her long to have him be pleased with her. 

“Just because we have money,” He continued, “doesn't mean you can be irresponsible, Angela." Her stepfather was not messing around. This was the sternest she could ever remember him being with her. 

"I'm going to give you a week Angela. Show me that you deserve to keep this job. Dress professionally and presentably. Come in on time and leave on time. Get your shit done. I want to see you put some sweat into this job. Then after a week we can decide whether you get to keep it," he said then he dismissed her. 

She spent the rest of the evening fuming. She wasn't allowed to leave until she fixed the files, which kept her at work three hours past closing. She had to cancel her date that night and the extra work at the end of a long week left her incredibly angry. Angela had always gotten her way. She wasn't used to actually being scolded for things and she didn't respond well to discipline, especially from Mark because she didn't really feel like she needed any. So, what, that she had grown up mostly without a father figure? She didn't need one. She was independent and whip-smart and knew how to take care of herself and discipline was for suckers. 

These and tons of other thoughts rattled through her mind as she begrudgingly finished fixing the last of her mistakes and left the office for the night, passing a janitor in the lobby as she walked out into the crisp night air. 

But now she was determined, not so much to fall in line, but to rise to her stepfather's challenge. If he wanted her to be the good little cookie-cutter assistant that never messed up, she was going to become all of that and more. An idea formed in her head and suddenly she was smiling wickedly at the possibilities. She knew EXACTLY what she was going to do next and she licked her lips at the deviousness it of it. 

When the alarm went off that next morning, Angela jumped out of bed and got ready. She wore a cute pair of shorts and comfy tank top and then headed off to the nearby mall to do some very serious shopping. She fingered the edge of the credit card in her back pocket as she strolled into the designer midway. 

She bounced from store to store with a plan to set in motion. She cut her hair and had it styled-it curled just above her shoulders with small bangs across her face. She got a manicure and a wax. 

A couple of form-fitting high-backed pencil skirts in black and gray and brown. Similarly, slimming blouses that showed off some cleavage in a subtle way. She bought a couple of expensive heels and updated her makeup accessories. Then she really began to shop.

Beginning at one end of the mall and working her way around all of the designer clothing stores, Angela was able to piece together exactly the outfits she was looking for. She even spent time in a lingerie store, with a certain older gentleman in mind as she made her purchases.

"Would you put it all on this?" Angela asked the salesgirl as she handed over her card. As the girl left the room to ring up all of her purchases, Angela admired the way her lithesome body filled out the lingerie. "Thanks daddy!"
 She thought to herself. As she ran her hands up and down her body. 


Chapter Two

That next Monday at work, Mark was one of the first to arrive like always. As he stepped into his office in the early morning hours he was surprised when he saw an attractive woman bending over in a pencil skirt near the break-room coffee machine. A client, perhaps? 

The black pencil skirt rode up her slim waist to a pastel blouse with her hair pulled up behind her in a bun with trimmed bangs. She was also wearing heels and stockings with light lace accents. He couldn't remember any clients having an ass like this one. He hadn’t been this drawn to a woman since he met his wife years before.

"Excuse me miss, might I be of assistance?" He asked, as he approached her from behind. 

"Actually yes, you can, how the hell do you get this thing to make an Americano?" Angela said as she turned around and saw the look of surprise on her stepfather's face. 

"Angela?!" He gawked at his completely transformed stepdaughter. She'd gotten her hair done. Her makeup looked more sophisticated. Her nails were recently manicured. Even her outfit was brand new and ironed and she looked way too much like a full-grown woman for him to know exactly what to say next. 

"Well hello Boss!" Angela snapped right back, curtsying a little for her dad. She knew how amazing she looked, and she liked the attention it was getting her, from all corners. She had left the house early, before he got out of bed, just for this reaction. 

"I didn't realize it was you!" He said as he drank in her entire outfit. He could see the flowery pattern of her bra straps towards the tops of her pastel blouse and he suddenly felt like this throat was very dry. 

"Well, it's like you told me you wanted me to clean up my act and present myself a little more professionally at the office, so I went all out." She said as she smiled at him and straightened her hands along her skirt. She grabbed the coffee as it finished brewing. 

"Ah, right, of course," he said, still a little flabbergasted. 

"Well Dad, you know the drill, I've got to get to work. Lots to do today.” She picked up an apple from the fruit basket on the counter and shined it against her blouse, then without another word she strode past him heels clicking on the tiled break room floor as he watched her shapely ass turn the corner and out of sight. 

Over the next few days Angela's performance improved dramatically. She was showing up on time and getting her work done. And not only that, she was absolutely radiant every time she walked in. Certain men in the office started to notice her more, talk to her more. They'd stare at her as she sauntered by their desks. And Mark noticed all of this too. Now he was the one who couldn't stop staring every time his ridiculously attractive stepdaughter walked by. Now he found himself staring up from his desk during the day and occasionally having unthinkable thoughts about the girl whose legs would cross and uncross beneath those tight skirts she wore below her desk. 

Mark was looking for his stepdaughter one afternoon to ask about a correction she had made in one of the files but she was in a meeting with another client to take down some notes for him and so he'd had to look through her desk to see if he could find the particular file. 

As he opened up a file cabinet on the bottom of the desk, he searched through the hanging folders until his hand came into contact with something he wasn't expecting. It was a small vape pen. As far as he knew, Angela didn't smoke. He went to smell the pen and instantly recognized the unmistakable smell of weed. 

He sat up from her desk and took the pen into his office. He was fuming. He didn't really care if his stepdaughter smoked weed. He'd smoked weed when he was younger or occasionally on vacation. His wife still did it daily for Christ sake. And they lived in Oregon. It wasn't too big a leap in logic to know that his stepdaughter probably partook but having it at work was absolutely too much. If anyone had found it, he would have had to fire her. 

Mark sighed as he thought about what to do. Angela had been doing so well. She had turned everything around and it seemed like she was finally listening to him and taking direction. Fellow employees had really taken a liking to her and she had definitely enhanced the entire workplace. 

But maybe this too was just one more brilliant con by his irresistible stepdaughter. He started to think of how she had been dressing, sexy but just professional enough so as to not get in trouble for it. He thought of the way she would touch his back or his arm when she came by with paperwork for him to sign. He thought of how often she dropped things around him just so she would be forced to bend over and pick them up. The way she had chewed on her bottom lip and occasionally on the bottom of a pen while she filled out forms at her desk, her arm often absent-mindedly rubbing her neck as she stretched. Had she been completely fooling him this entire time? 

Maybe her mother was right. Maybe there really was only one thing left to try. 

When Angela arrived back at her desk it was late and the office was deserted except for the two of them. She came into her stepdad's office to say goodbye but she noticed a grim expression on his face that gave her pause. 

"Angela, shut the door." Mark said firmly, as he crossed the room and closed the blinds that looked out onto the main cubicle farm before returning to his chair. 

She did as she was told and immediately started to worry about what could be wrong. Had she made another big paperwork mistake? Had she missed something important? She'd been trying so hard for the last few weeks that she was almost hurt at the idea of failing now. 

"Come here," he said, as he motioned her to the front of his desk. She walked over silently and stood at attention. There was something assertive in his voice she had never really heard before. 

"I found this in your desk drawer while I was looking for the planning commission stuff," he said, as he handed her the vape pen.

She was so screwed, and she knew it.

Angela was instantly crestfallen. She did smoke every now and again, and she had even taken a small hit in the past when work had been particularly slow or boring, but it'd been a number of weeks now and she'd forgotten that she'd left the vape pen in the hidden file in the back of her desk as a sort of nuclear option. She hadn't smoked at all since she started giving a fuck at work, but she knew that wasn't how it looked. There wouldn't be any excuses or wiggling out of this one. 

"Yeah, that's mine. I'm so sorry Mark. Do you want me to pack up my desk?" She asked. She looked like she might cry at any moment. She had really started to like the job and the role she fell in. 

A long pause passed between them as Mark stood there and studied his stepdaughter and tried to decide what to do.

She was wearing a tight black pencil skirt. Her suit coat was brown with a tan trim and he could just make out a frilly peach colored bra beneath a similarly designed blouse underneath her coat. Her hair was pulled back in a bun held up by a pencil and she wore sheer stockings that dived into her tan heels and disappeared beneath her skirt.

"Actually, I don't think firing you is much of a solution," he said, as she looked up in surprise. 

"Really?" Had it worked again? Had she wriggled out of another situation with her wiles? 

"Really," he responded. "But I can't let this go by without punishing you." He said as he folded his arms in front of strong chest. His wife's anecdote continued to run through his head like it had been doing ever since she'd originally said it. 

The only punishment that had ever worked with Angela was when she was spanked for her bad behavior. 

"Okay, well...what then?" She asked, suddenly feeling a little nervous. His commanding tone was new. He walked around to where she stood at the desk, directly behind her and leaned in close. 

"Bend over the desk Angela." His voice was a hard rasp, unwilling to be questioned. She looked back at her stepfather and hardly recognized him. In any other situation she probably would've said something or immediately argued at the idea of such a ridiculous proposition. But she knew there would be no reasoning her way out of this one. She was at her stepdad's mercy now. And she suddenly understood what her punishment was going to be.

Angela’s breath quickened in her chest and a rush of nervous energy shot though her. She spread her legs a little; widening her stance and bent her body over the large wooden desk. The office was still and silent, only the sound of her blood pounding in her ears to distract her from the cold wood on her skin. 


This could not be happening, why was she going along with it?
 Looking back over her shoulder she started to protest.

"Mark..." But the look in his eyes froze her tongue. He was in complete control of himself and her she realized. Such humiliation and shame welled up within her as she bent her face back to the desk, hot breath fogging the polished wood. There she stayed bent over and waiting. 

"I'm not Mark your boss right now, Angela. I'm your father. Do you understand?" He asked moved up close behind her. 

"Yes," she whispered, hot breath as her heart beat faster and faster. Burying her face in the desk in shame.

"Yes, what?" Mark asked again. 

"Yes, Dad," she said, and as she did her body seemed to relax into the situation, absolutely paralyzed by his power over her, using just his words. She didn't know what she felt strongest terror, shame, excitement, or some mixture of all of those things. 

"Pull your skirt up," Mark said. 

His heart was hammering in his chest, his cock beginning to harden down his left pant leg, but he ignored it and tried to ignore the smooth perfect curves of Angela bent over before him. This was not about his pleasure; it was about instilling the lesson into her. He must remember that!

Angela was shocked at this command, but she didn't argue. There would be no denying him right now. Whatever was coming was coming. She reached down slowly and pulled the bottom of her skirt up. Feeling the cool air on her skin, her heart beating faster and faster as the fabric slipped up over her thighs and the tops of her lacy stockings. She squeezed the skirt over the roundness of her ass, where it caught momentarily before her cheeks both popped out on display. 

She was wearing a semi-sheer thong that wedged perfectly between her cheeks and the feeling of being bent over the desk, it's hard edges pressed into her soft flesh and the cool air on her bare cheeks was the single most instantly erotic moment of Angela’s life. She knew he was looking at her, taking in her body, maybe even peeking at her pussy. She squeezed her eyes shut at the humiliating thought, and her pussy got a little wetter.

"Spread your legs more and arch your ass in the air, young lady." 

Angela did as she was told, again awaited her punishment, her breath coming deeper and faster in anticipation.

Mark walked over to a coat rack and methodically took off his jacket as she opened her eyes watching him, her face pressed down against the wood desk. He unbuttoned his shirt sleeves and rolled up them up, revealing powerful arms. Angela could see the tattoos running up his left arm something she often found herself forgetting, as he was almost always in a dress shirt. Remnant of a misspent youth her mom had always said, but never elaborated on.

He walked back, passing out of her sight and approaching her from behind. 

"You need to learn how to take direction," he said but in the middle of the word ‘direction’ he surprised Angela with a stinging smack across her butt.

SMACCCCKKKKKKKK!

Angela couldn’t contain the small yelp of pain as his palm met her bare right ass cheek, her body pushing hard into the desk, thighs pressing tight together, giving her just a teasing pleasure. The shame and taboo of the situation rushed through her again and was suddenly thankful the desk was there to hold her up, as her knees got weak.

"You need to learn that attention to detail is the second most valuable skill an employee can have." 

Mark was speaking in a normal conversational voice as he stood beside her and once again it came as a shock when his full hand slapped across her other cheek.

SMAAAACCCCCKKKKKK!!

This one felt harder than the last one and her left cheek stung from the impact.

Angela felt like her young teen self again humiliated, aroused and confused.

SMAAAAAACCCCKKKK!!

She yelped louder with that one. Her entire body was on fire. She was in pain, but she was also starting to get wet. What the fuck was going on inside her brain? 

SMAAAAAACCCCKKKKK!! He spanked her again. 

SMAAAAAACCCKKKKKKK!! And again.

He spanked her over and over and over and over again as sting of her cheeks deepened into a warm pain and her panties were soaked with her juices. She squirmed on top of the desk as she arched her ass up, thighs pressing tightly together, almost in desperation for more contact to her most private parts as the spanks went on. 

Mark noticed the sounds she was making. Her moans sounded eerily similar to the way Heather moaned when they fucked. He noticed the way she was arching her ass and could see the wet spot forming on her panties as he spanked her. 

He could almost smell her. 

SMAAAAACCCKKKKK!!

He spanked her again and she moaned out loud. She felt like she might pass out. Her head was spinning. His hand leaving large red handprints on her beautifully pale skin. She felt his hand on her upper back, big and strong, thick fingers pressing her down into the desk. Her hips remained free and she continued to arch to meet his spanks.

"From now on, things are going to change around this office," He said as he spanked her hard across both cheeks at once, "Isn't that right?" 

Angela had never even known she needed this type of control. 

"Yessss, daddddd," she said as she simultaneously moaned into his next spanking. All she could think about was exactly what he needed her to be. She could almost feel his hot gaze lingering over her body, clad in tight clothes. She wanted to submit to his unquestionable presence and do whatever he asked or demanded of her. She almost hoped that maybe he'd rip her panties to the side and ram his cock into her. 

SMAAACCKKKKK!!

She moaned quietly into the desk, not trying to hide the pleasure. 

"You're going to be a good little employee and not fuck up around this office, correct?" He said, his dominance turning her into complete mush. No one had ever controlled her like this before.

SMAACCCKKKKKK!!

"YES, yes dad, I promise, I'll do whatever you say...uu nnff..." she moaned as his strong hand gave her another spank. She was aware that they were in an office, the blinds drawn and no one could see in, but still; people sat at desks fifteen feet away.

"What was that?" He asked his daughter. "I couldn't hear you. You're going to be a good little employee and do whatever I tell you to do?" He said, she heard the deeper meaning to his words and she lifted her head, craning her neck to look him in the eyes. 

SMMAACCCKKK!!

His cock was straining against his slacks now, and had he wanted to, he could've easily ripped her panties off and fucked her brains out on his desk. He could see how turned on she was and he couldn’t remember wanting anything as much as he wanted to fuck her coed body. But this was about instilling discipline and a little training into the young woman. Looking into the defiant and wild eyes of his stepdaughter Mark began to think it would take a long while to tame this girl.

Right now, he needed her to know that the vacation was over, and that he would be providing her with a new kind of discipline in her life. The tables had turned in their relationship and Mark couldn’t let it turn back. He had found a hunger within himself for control and a desire for his young stepdaughter that frightened him in its intensity.

SMAAACCCKKK!!

He wanted to punish her. He wanted to leave her ass marked, like a territory he now possessed. He wanted to see that she knew how to submit to him. He wanted to know whether she could really be controlled and disciplined by being spanked. And it appeared she still could. 

SMMMAAACCCCKKKKK!!

And she hissed out, "Yes daddy! I’ll be good daddy, I promise!" 

Mark had never imagined that he would have his sexy stepdaughter bent over his work desk with her skirt pulled up while she called him daddy. These were the types of thoughts that even his fantasies wouldn't entertain for sheer believability sake. But as she cried the word "Daddy" to him one hand pressing her down into the desk, her perfect ass wiggling for his touch, he struggled for a moment to control his desire.

When he was finally done with his last spanking, he left his hand resting on Angela's soft ass, lightly rubbing her bright-pink bottom as her intense breathing and moans slowly started to dwindle. She shifted her weight back and forth between each leg as each of her ass cheeks lowered and raised in his hand. Her head hung slightly off the other side of his desk now as she softly panted—her in a cascade of dark tresses.

When he was done softly rubbing her ass cheeks, he stood up and helped her to stand. He straightened her coat and blouse and then he knelt down in front of her and peeled down her skirt to its regular position, though not before getting another huge whiff of her arousal while he was eye level with the front of her soaked thong. He could see her juices slightly sticking to the sheer peach fabric as he could barely make out the top of her pussy. Then he stood up and faced her as he looked down at his stepdaughter's humbled expression. She was incredibly red and she looked either like she was about to cry or about to orgasm. A piece of her hair stuck to the side of her neck from her own sweat. 

As she glanced down, she could easily see the giant outline of his cock stretched along his left leg. He looked huge. Holy fuck he looked huge. So, spanking her ass had turned him on too. The thought sent another shiver running through her spinal cord as she realized just how sexual the entire thing had become. 

"From now on, when you fuck up, that is what will happen. No more negotiating. No more easy punishments. If you make a mistake, and I mean any mistake, I will march you into my office, close my door, and give you as many hard spankings as it takes for you to finally learn your lesson. Do you understand, young lady?" 

"Yes," she said, as her pussy tingled at his commanding words. 

"Yes what?" He replied. 

"Yes, Daddy." She said, feeling a thrill of excitement calling him that a name in such a situation. She straightened her hair and outfit while they stood there together. 

"Good girl." He said, and with that he turned around to go back to his desk. "Now head home before you mom worries," and just like that she left his office and headed out to her desk. 

She dropped the vape pen into her purse and then made a beeline towards the standalone handicapped bathroom at the far end of the building that was almost never used. 

She walked inside, locked the door, and immediately yanked her skirt and panties down to the floor as she bent over the sink and began fingering herself furiously. She rubbed all over her clit and through her folds as she stared at her tousled hair and disheveled face in the mirror. 

She softly moaned "Yes, Daddy!" over and over again until she came harder than she could ever remember having cum before in her life. It all took less than thirty seconds. 

She slumped to the floor in an exhausted heap as the orgasm went on for way longer than expected. A single tear rolled down her left cheek as her heart beat out of her chest like a runaway freight train. But she wasn't sad. She wasn't upset either. She was emotionally enthralled. She was broken for her dad...her Daddy...her submission to him instantly cemented. Her mind roiled at what had just happened between them as she felt her entire body tingle with a sort of numbing, feverish warmth—the sexual tension version of Icy-Hot. 

She moaned, squeezing her breasts and lightly running her fingers through the folds of her pussy to feel just how wet it was. 

She had never been so turned on in her entire life. Never been so excited to get back into trouble. She had to find a way back into that situation, feel that charged energy in her.


Chapter Three

Angela scanned her phone as she lay in bed Sunday night. Her ass still slightly bruised from the spanking she'd received only a few days earlier. Anytime she was reminded of it her body tingled in excitement. 

She had her MacBook opened in front of her as she sat cross-legged against the back of her bed and methodically clicked through the hashtag she had just searched: '#DDLG'. 

Angela had never before this past Friday considered her stepfather in a sexual way. He had always been the kind and gentle pushover her mother married. Just there and unassuming.  The world had rules and you never thought about certain things but not now she had turned the key and unlocked something of a deeper resonance. The rules felt less defined. The risk felt closer to the reward. 

Now for the first time ever she scrolled through the X-rated images attached to that hashtag and found herself becoming more turned on with each new image. 

There were pictures of younger women being spanked by their daddies. There were pictures of girls forced onto their knees to suck. There were pictures of girls taking their Daddy's giant cocks in all of their available holes. Captions often accompanied the pictures with submissive quotes from the girls involved. She read each one under her breath as she imagined saying them to her Daddy. 

Angela dipped her fingers into her pajama bottoms to play with her pussy as she browsed her way through her newfound fantasy. She thought back to how juicy she had gotten when her stepdad had spanked her across his large desk. She thought of each whack with her skirt pulled up around her waist and her cheeks on full display. 

She thought of how lewd it was...how dirty she felt from calling him 'Daddy' in a sexual way, rather than paternally. But it was somehow both of those things. They combined together in the naughtiest form of her submissive indulgence. The paint shaded over both categories. 

She came quickly like she had all weekend ever since the incident. There was a high voltage running through her that buzzed with the electricity of her memories of the encounter. She was fully charged and could hardly wait to get back to work to be the best little employee she could possibly be. 

That next week Angela was incredibly thorough at work. She arrived earlier than many of her coworkers, always dressed elegantly, hair and makeup perfectly choreographed. Always trying to keep close attention to detail.

She wore her ironed pencil skirts tightly snug on her legs and butt and coordinated blouses and stockings and heels like a seasoned veteran. Her makeup and hair were always impeccable. Her office tasks were well done and completed on time and her stepfather couldn't help but be impressed by his daughter's sudden work ethic and obvious obedience. 

Everything was going fine until Thursday when mark got an email from his wife. Attached to it was Angela's credit card statement which listed her recent purchasing history. 

She had maxed out her card that last month on some very large sprees at a number of clothing stories, including the high-end lingerie.

That was not the type of spending Angela had agreed to when they had talked to her about the credit card during the school year and set up her arrangement. 

She had been doing so well, but this was inexcusable. She would need to be punished again. He waited until the later part of the day to confront her. 

Angela was sitting at her desk when she got a meeting invitation from her father asking her to come into his office and close the door behind her. 

Angela's breath instantly caught in her chest. She hadn't done anything wrong that she knew of, but she had been sort of hoping that some mistakes would pop up organically. Her heartbeat quickened as she walked into his office and closed the door behind her. The first pawn on the board was in play. 

"Lock the door, please," he said as he leaned back against the front of his desk with his arms crossed. 

He was wearing fitted black slacks with a light-blue button up shirt and brown belt. 

"Close the blinds,” he said next after she had locked the door. Once the blinds were closed and she turned to look at him, he said, “Sit down please."  She came and sat down in front of him on one of his two guest chairs. 

She was wearing a navy pencil skirt with a white blouse and belt combo. Her heels were baby blue with white trim. Her stockings a sexy, sheer white that featured barely recognizable polka dots all the way up her smooth legs. 

As she sat in front of him, Mark couldn't help but marvel once again at how breathtakingly sexy his stepdaughter was. Her slender legs tapered down to dainty ankles and feet. Her white blouse was buttoned but the last two were left undone which gave him a perfect view of her freckled breasts as her cleavage peaked from her shirt and spilled out of a baby blue bra that seemed far too small for the office. Her hair was layered and curled around her like plumes of smoke and her eyes had a subtle pink eyeshadow that matched her lipstick. 

"What is it, dad?" She asked, that eagerness to please always present now in her voice whenever she spoke to him now. 

"Would you care to explain what all these charges are on this month's credit card statement?" He asked, waving the credit card statement printed out. 

Angela immediately gulped. She hadn't actually expected her parents to look at what she'd been spending her money on. She knew she was in trouble the second she noticed the statement.

"Look, Dad, I'm sorry...I wanted to buy some nice clothing to wear around the office," she started, but she knew it was a lame excuse. There was no reason she needed lingerie that cost hundreds of dollars just to wear under her work clothes. 

"Absolutely not young lady...that is no excuse and you know it. We gave you that card for school, maybe a little bit of fun in the city now and then, not so you could max out your monthly limit buying high-end panties." With his arms folded Angela could see how large his muscles looked beneath the dress shirt. He was a tower of a man. 

"I'm sorry dad, it won't happen again," she said, feeling the sting of his words even as her body hoped to feel the sting of his reprimand. 

He looked down at his daughter as she sat there before him, clearly ready for whatever was coming. 

"I think it's going to take more than that." He stood up and she expected him to tell her to bend over the desk like last time, but instead he walked over to the opposite side of the room and sat in the middle of the brown leather couch next to the large window that looked out onto the city. Just five stories below, the passing public.

"Come here now," He said in that quiet commanding voice. The one she’d been dreaming of hearing again. She walked across the room towards him, her eyes searching his face. For just a moment, a brief flicker of eyes, she caught him checking out her body. The attention was fuel to the raging fire of her lust. 

"Lean over my lap and bend your ass up in the air." 

Angela stepped out of her heels and got up on the cushion next to him as she bent her body over his legs. She leaned down onto her elbows as her body pressed up against his leg with her butt arched upward towards her stepfather. 

Mark looked down at the perfect round ass before him. The way she had it bent up towards him made her look like a stripper posing on stage. 

"You continue to force me to punish you for being a bad girl," he said, slowly peeling the skirt up her legs. 

Angela shook as she felt her father's warm hands begin to pull the fabric up her thighs and over her ass. 

Mark's breath caught when her butt came into view. She was wearing a powder-blue garter that connected to her tights and matching powder-blue panties, but the back fabric was completely sheer other than two laced flowers along her cheeks. Otherwise, he could completely see her ass. 

Mark immediately knew that these were some of the lingerie pieces she had purchased on the card. They were sexy and expensive and as soft as his desires were hard. The polka dotted tights and the garter were incredibly soft and well made. The underwear wasn't as tiny as the peach thong she'd been wearing that first time he'd seen her ass, but it was already more revealing as his eyes followed the tempting crack of his daughter's buns down to the exposed lips of her young sex. 

Angela's heart was beating out of her chest as she leaned over her dad's lap. The tops of her thighs were barely touching the outside of his leg and her elbow's pressed against the outside of his other leg as she kneeled over him like a dog being reviewed for a best in show contest. 

Mark pressed her upper back down harder into the couch which caused her ass to arch even more now. She was a great pyramid over his lap, even though her body seemed to curve more like a Sphinx. 

She looked straight ahead as she waited for her first spanking. 

"So, this is some of that expensive underwear you purchased?" He said to her as his hand traced the back of her garter and panties and stockings. 

"Yes Daddy," she said as she felt her entire body flush with warmth. 

SMACCCKKKKKKKK!!!

"Mnnggffhh," she moaned as his first smack landed hard against the incredibly thin fabric of her bottoms. She wasn’t too worried about what the others in the office might hear, no one's desk was close to her father's office. Still though the thought of someone outside hearing her being spanked by her stepdad sent an extra thrill through her body.

"Your mother and I work hard to give you a credit card for the summer and you spend it on expensive underwear?" He said as each new admonishment broke her down more. 

SMACCCKKKK!!!!!

"Ugnnffff," she moaned again at his spanking. Her noises were a combo of pain and sexual pleasure. Mark recognized the way Angela moaned as she was spanked. She was in agony and ecstasy. 

"I didn't even know my 18-year-old daughter had any need to buy slutty lingerie!" He punished her with each new word, his hands paddling her buns like he was delivering championship-winning ping-pong winners down her lines. 

SMACCCCKKKKKK!!!!!

Her lips pressed into the leather of the couch as she felt her ass hot under his hand. 

SMACCCCKKKKKKKKK!!!!

She was pressed down into his lap now and she could feel his hard-on against her. He was so big and she moaned a little to herself as she felt his rock hardness. She wanted to grind against him but didn't want it to be obvious. With each new spanking she allowed her body to be pushed hard into his crotch. It could just be an accident that she was pushing against him so hard. 

Mark's dick was pulsing inside of his pants. His daughter had the best ass he had ever seen. As he punished her, his eyes remain locked on the way it jiggled with each spanking; the way it felt in his hand—smooth, firm and rounded with just enough give to massage a cock as it slid inside, but also with that teenager's essence-milking squeeze as tight as a catcher's mitt. 

"You've got some nerve thinking you can waste my hard-earned money on slutty lingerie, young lady!" He said as his spankings began to get harder. 

She was incredibly wet now and she wondered if her father could feel her warmth on his leg. She could definitely feel his large cock pushing against her as she moaned into the couch. 

SMACCCKKKK!!!!!!!!

"Are you a bad girl?" He asked her now, his voice dripping with dominance as his dripped with intention. 

"Yes, Daddy!" She said, as he spanked her hard again. 

Mark pushed her upper back down into the couch which caused her body to press against his lap as she struggled to keep her ass perfectly arched for him. He clearly wanted her to feel his boner pressing through his pants—there couldn't be any mistakes now. 

He took both of his hands and brought them up to the tops of her powder-blue panties. She was breathing rapidly as she recovered herself in the spanked heap of sweat and hormones that she had dissolved into, indented into the couch cushion with a thrumming need for more. 

Her heartbeat like Zulu war drums in her chest. Her dad slowly pulled her panties down over her rotund fun buns. They peeled off of her like the wrapper of a snugly entangled bar of Laffey Taffy that contained the most delicious flavor yet. She didn't say anything as she felt her underwear being taken off. She didn't protest. She didn't even think to argue. This was just the next step in her punishment. It was so clear to them both. Her father was going to spank her bare ass now. This was the evolution of this path they'd wandered down. Besides, what could she say? She could barely breathe, much less form audible words. 

He ran his hands along her bruised and reddened cheeks, rubbing them softly. Then he lightly spanked her on each one. Angela purred as he did this—an innocent moan that was deceptive for how naughty she felt.

Mark could smell his stepdaughter's pussy. He could see the juices on her slit. Her arousal was a wildflower pheromone drifting into his overgrown woods. 

He spanked her hard again. 

SMACCCCKKKKKKKK!

She arched her ass up as he did this exposing more of her pussy. Her taint and asshole were freshly waxed for him. She wondered if her father was staring at her pussy now. She wondered if he liked the way her asshole looked. 

SMACCCKKKKKK!!!!

Angela moaned loudly with each spank now—she wasn't holding back her noises anymore. Between each one she could feel her stepdad trace his fingers over her gingerly.

"You need to learn obedience young lady. You need to learn that there are consequences for these types of actions." He said, keeping the spanking going every twenty seconds or so. 

She was so fucking desperate. 

And that's when she felt his hands begin to grab her butt...not spank...but grab. He was really rubbing her now, as if to soothe her wounds. He juggled large handfuls of her derrière which filled up his hands like brain-bending Blubber. 

She felt his fingers trace the edge of her crack as he kneaded her, and she arched herself even against him, begging without words, trying to direct him home. 

He saw this. He felt the way she moved. He knew a needy slut when he saw one. He knew what she wanted. But there was a role for him to play. There was a pace that needed to be set if the storyline was going to make sense. They both knew this. Their erotic metronome had been carefully selected. 

"I think you need a more intense form of discipline. I think you need something that will really teach you who is in charge." He said, his fingers tracing the inside of her ass cheeks, down her inner thighs and up again. 

"Yes Daddy,” she whispered. “I need that," Staring back at him with lust filled eyes, they both felt as goosebumps raised wherever his hands roamed. 

Mark allowed a small smile to curve one side of his mouth and his eyes took on a dangerous hungry gleam. The tension was so thick in the room Angela felt like she might scream soon in sheer desperation for something to happen.

"Are you willing to be guided and controlled? Are you willing to let me dominate you and train? This is important...if you say yes there will be no turning back, Angela. Not for us. I want you to really think about it before you answer."

One finger trailing across her ass cheek as he said this last sentence, both hovering on the precipice of an elevated experience.

She flexed her ass muscles and her body writhed a little on top of his legs. She looked back over her shoulder again at him and into his deep blue eyes. 

"Yes, I think I need that.” Pausing she searched for the right words, “I need your control, I crave it.  Punish me how I need to be punished. Teach me what I need to know." She could have said no more perfect words.

With a wolfish smile Mark finally dragged a single finger down over her pussy, allowing it to glide against her wet lips and then up over her asshole as she felt each unique ridge of his print. 

"Such a naughty daughter I have," he said, "I wish I didn't have to punish you so hard," he said, but they both knew it wasn't true. He wanted to punish her. She wanted to be punished.

She brought a finger up and bit it lightly as she wiggled her ass a little in his hand. "Yes, Daddy, I'm very naughty. I need to be punished." She said to him again, with more purpose this time. 

Mark glided his fingers now through the wet folds of her opening. She gasped as she felt her stepfather's fingers tracing her pussy and asshole and clit. 

Then she moaned like a person at a Chiropractor's office might after getting a long-awaited adjustment, when she felt his fingers slide into her body for the first time. He began to slowly finger her on the couch as her nerve endings lit on fire across her whole body.              

"My naughty, misbehaving daughter," he continued. 

Angela’s eyes were closed and her breath drew ragged. 

"My dirty, little girl," he followed the script verbatim. Mark couldn't help pressing his engorged cock up towards her as she grinded against it with her sideways body while he firmly finger-fucked her. 

"You're such a naughty fucking girl," he said, as his digits seemed to twist inside of her with each new syllable. 

With her navy skirt pulled up around her hips and her powder-blue panties pulled down to the bottom of her garters and tops of her tight, she looked like some sort of pornographic secretary ripped straight out of playboy.

"Yes, Daddy!" She moaned into the couch while he fingered her. She was pressing back into his fingering now, loving the way he punished her. 

He couldn't believe how wet her teen pussy was on his fingers. He couldn't believe how soft and tight she was. His young daughter bent over for him like a complete slut—his spank bank had just found its high-yielding investment. 

His thumb began to rub against her rosebud as he continued fingering her pussy.  He reached up with the other hand and took a hold of the back of her neck, holding her head down in a firm grasp. He held here there for minutes as he teased her, never letting her building climax crest. Angela felt powerless and alive at the same time. Frustrated from the teasing and more turned on and eager for any touch or service requested than ever before.

She felt her orgasm building, Marks expert finger ever so lightly brushing her engorged clit, her body was so tense, pushing and striving for what would be a titanic orgasm. Then his hand disappeared from her clit and she was breathless, his hand spanking her ass and rubbing it as she caught her breath.

"Stand up," he said. 

Angela did what she was told and stood before her father with her panties still pulled down and her skirt up around her waist. 

"Take off your skirt." He said as he ran his hand down and along the length of his shaft, through his pants. 

She unzipped the skirt in the back and let it fall to the floor as she kicked it to the side. 

"Take off your shirt." She raised an eyebrow at this next command, but she didn't hesitate. She unbuttoned the loose white blouse and pulled her arms out, leaving only the tiny powder blue bra that matched her panties and garters. It was half sheer and half-flowered. Her nipples poked out hard through the soft material. 

He grabbed one of the pillows that was on the couch and placed it on the floor in front of his legs. 

"Get on your knees. Now." He instructed. Angela knelt down in front of her father. She couldn't believe how weak and powerless she felt. She was incredibly nervous and stupidly turned on all at the same time.

"You know what you need to do," As he said this, he undid his belt and took it off, then unzipped his slacks and pulled them down halfway. He did the same with his boxer briefs. 

His cock was gigantic and it sprang bigger and harder than anything Angela had ever seen. His balls were swollen and huge and he had his hair trimmed. It was the type of cock that Angela was hoping for, large and clean and bulbous. It was the type of cock that Angela could properly worship if she were made to do so. For just an instant she felt jealous that her mom got this beautiful thing inside her whenever she wanted.

She grabbed her father's dick immediately around his shaft with both hands and marveled at his girth. Then she brought her desperately submissive mouth down and placed her lips on the top of his shaft as she began to suck on her daddy's cock for the first time ever.

Mark watched his daughter's small hands wrapped around his dick as her lips slowly worked his helmet and the top of his shaft into her mouth. 

"Are you a naughty girl?" He asked, as her eyes stayed locked to his while she sucked. 

She took him out for a second and dragged his cock over the outside of her lips and nose and face. She was incredibly turned on by the knowledge that she was sucking off her own father and she felt very slutty from it all. 

"Yes, Daddy." She replied. 

He could still hardly believe that his daughter's plump lips were gliding along the outside of his shaft and the head of his cock. She was obsessed with it. She sucked him like a newborn mammal desperately fighting for a nipple. 

"Show Daddy how naughty you are,"

She wanted to be such a submissive slut for her dad in that moment. She wanted to give him the sexiest blowjob ever. She thought back to the images she had masturbated to. She thought of the way the girls in those pictures fulfilled their roles—the way they played the character of the slutty daughter in order to turn their fathers on even more. 

Now here she was finally in her Dad's office on her knees, sucking on his cock while everyone went about the day just outside these walls. 

She worked the cock further down her throat as she jacked the base off. She still couldn't believe what she was doing or how wet it had made her. Her father's cock was five inches down her throat. She had sucked on cocks that were only that long and here she was already gagging with much more work to be done. 

She felt Mark' hands grab the back of her head and pull her hair roughly as she fucked her mouth down on his cock. 

"That's it baby, show Daddy that you know how to take a proper punishment." He encouraged her now as she moaned on the girth of his fatherly tool. 

Mark cock filled his daughter's mouth like she was the winning player in an erotic round of Chubby Bunny. She had her mother's lips...but the deepthroating abilities were something that she'd clearly picked thanks to her own curriculum. And the way she moved her tongue...holy fuck. Her tongue was a ribbon dancer on cocaine. 

He couldn't believe how deep she was taking him in her mouth. She was no amateur—that was for sure. 

Angela thought back to her high school boyfriend and all the nights she had practiced her blowjob techniques on him. She thought about how trained her gag reflex had become, and of all the eventual boys who had ever had their mental mindscapes blown into oblivion when they felt their entire manhood disappear into her soaking skillset. 

Her mouth slid further down his shaft as he marveled at the moisturized brilliance of her pillowy lips. He felt like his cock was sliding between two clouds so soft, they were usually reserved for Angela’s. But if her lips were heavenly, her tongue was devilish. She snaked it around his tree of life and apples of wisdom that hung below like a serpent with a proposition. She was temptation cometh, and he would be a different kind soon enough. 

She wasn't just sucking on him to be naughty now, she was sucking on him to make him cum. When she realized that, her entire body shook a little. She wanted her daddy to cum in her mouth. Using ever skill and technique she had learned from her few years dating and the occasional porno, Angela slathered her daddy’s cock in the saliva from the back of her throat, and using both hands, lips and tongue she brought him as much pleasure as she was able to. 

Looking up Angela felt a flush of pride and pleasure when she saw the soft faced ecstasy on her stepdads face. 

"Mmhmmm," the sounds coming from her mouth as it serviced his member drawing his gaze as their eyes locked. The intense moment lasted long slow heart beats. Angela sucking hard, her tongue sliding all over his cock as she held it deep in her mouth, staring deep into his eyes. Mark reached down taking the sides of her head in two hands and holding it in place.

Then he began to slowly fuck her mouth, his soft cock flesh gliding in an out of her lips. Her tongue teasing his head, for a few strokes and then she felt is cock swelling, the head growing firm in her mouth. 

"Mmmmmmm," She moaned as she jacked him slowly into her mouth from the base of his cock. Her other hand caressing his balls. She moaned as she’d fantasized, being a sex toy for a man, punished and trained. She moaned to let him know what a submissive whore she was. 

He wasn't going to last long with the convergence of so many perfectly crafted details and stimuli. She even knew what noises to make while she sucked. She was the John Williams of oral sex score composers. 

"A naughty slut swallows cum, isn't that right Angela?" 

"Yes, Daddy." She said, as she briefly brought her mouth off his cock before diving right back onto it. 

She jacked him from below as her mouth bounced up against her closed fist as they met in the middle of his impressive length and girth. He died many deaths as she worked his cock over.

It was one of the best blowjobs he had ever received. It felt like she needed his cum as the antidote to something evil. Or perhaps it was the other way around. Maybe his sperm was the thing that would push her permanently over the sinful edge. 

"Mmmm, unfgg, MMmm, Mmmmmmm," she moaned as she bobbed, completely given over to her desire to make this man cum in her mouth. 

"Angela...don't stop...don't stop...holy fuck...don't stop." He said as his head leaned back on the couch top. His eyes were closed and his breathing was heavy. Angela had felt actual pieces of steel that were softer than her father's cock was at that moment. 

She sucked hard and jacked him equally hard. Saliva strung out over her face as it accumulated between them. He stared at her through the slit in his heavy eyelids as he saw the image of his slutty daughter with his cock ramming home into her mouth. 

"I'M GONNA CUM..." He moaned. 

She clamped her lips around his cock like a rubber hose as she squealed in excited anticipation. Angela breathed expertly out her nose as she waited to see what her daddy's spunk would taste like. 

"Mnnngggghhh," he moaned, and his dick finally gave in to his daughter's naughty ministrations. 

She sucked each salvo up like his cock was a milkshake straw full of the coldest blended vanilla on the hottest day of summer. That's how she felt—like some whore. 

She drank him down. She swallowed it all. Every single drop. She milked him the entire time, rubbing his balls, jacking his dick. She milked him to the point that he was too sensitive for her to keep going and he had to pull her mouth off of his cock, as she gasped with a loud moan, taking in air for the first time in what seemed like minutes. 

Her face was sweaty and red. She had his juice dripping out of her mouth and down her chin even as she pushed it up with her fingers and back in so she could swallow all of her father's load. He watched his daughter playing with his cum. No amount of money could buy a slut this talented at sucking cock. 

She was still so wet. She wanted him to fuck her. She wanted so badly for him to punish her more. But that wasn't for her to ask. She was the submissive in this situation. She was a girl being trained to obey her Daddy. She would do whatever he told her to do next. 

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.


Chapter Four

Three raps against the double doors of her father's office cut through the sudden silence in the wake of marks orgasm. 

"Hey Mr. Devlin? Are you in there? It's Susan." A lady's voice called from just outside. 

Usually any unexpected visits would go through Angela's desk but she wasn't currently sitting at her desk. She was half-naked on her knees with cum and spit and sweat all over her face. 

"Get under my desk, hurry!" Mark said to his daughter as she scooped up her discarded clothing and ran over to hide under the large desk on the other side of the room. She easily fit beneath the furniture piece as she heard her father go to the door to unlock it. He then scurried back to sit behind his desk still wearing only his dress shirt. 

"Come in!" He said a couple of moments later as the door to the office was opened. 

Susan worked in the zoning department for the city and was a frequent visitor to their company. She was in her late twenties and had been an invaluable asset for consultations regarding up-and-coming real estate projects the company was involved in. 

Mark always enjoyed when she visited as she was quite marvelous to look at as well. She had short, brownish-blond hair that she usually wore up and she had an athlete's body that was always tightly displayed in whatever professional attire she chose. 

"Hello!" She said warmly as she entered. "Sorry, I usually would've visited your secretary and I waited a while but she never came back to her desk so someone suggested I just knock because they had seen you earlier and thought you might still be here." 

"No problem at all and I apologize I sent my assistant out on some errands, just a poorly timed window on our part. Please, have a seat." He said. The stunner sat across from him and crossed her legs in her black skirt. "So, what brings you by today?" 

"Well, I usually wouldn't drop in out of the blue like this, but I was going over the paperwork and I discovered a small error." She pulled out a stack of files from her bag. 

As she said this a smile worked its way onto Angela's face where she sat cross-legged under the desk between her father's legs. 

She knew the mistake that was about to be revealed. A purposeful mistake that would require fixing. It wasn't anything critical. Rather, it is the type of speed bump that would need a little extra attention. It was the type of error that would demand some form of punishment when it was finally discovered. 

And it had been discovered. 

She ran her hands up the insides of her stepfather's bare legs as he attempted to maintain his composure while he looked over the papers that were handed across his desk. 

Mark immediately recognized the missing dates and signatures that fell within the category of Angela's job duties. 

It was an obvious mistake. It was the type of thing that almost seemed purposeful. 

"Oh, this is embarrassing...we should've caught this before sending it over to your office," he almost smiled at how obvious it was, even as his cock began to grow harder as he felt his stepdaughter's hands ran up his bare legs below the ledge of the desk. 

"It's really no problem, I just have to have you sign off on a new application and re-hash some stuff to make sure everything is on the up and up." She said to him. 

"No worries, and let me just promise you, this definitely won't happen again, we'll make sure to thoroughly discipline the employee whose job it was to get this completed." 

As he said the word 'discipline' Susan wondered what it might be like to be disciplined by such a delicious man. And just as the process of correcting the issue began, the pro-active punishment had already secretly begun below the desk. 

As Mark began to sign the paperwork over again, he felt his daughter's mouth slip over the head of his cock from underneath the desk.

Angela had a hand buried between her legs quietly rubbing her clit as she sucked her dads cock with gentle little motions. The thrill of nearly being caught, along with the woman in the room as she pleased her dad was driving her crazy with lust.

As he worked to maintain decorum in front of this gorgeous woman across from him, his own daughter took her second round of punishment proactively from her hidden position. 

The sooner he could get through this paperwork, the sooner he could pull Angela up and punish her even harder than he had so far. 

The sooner he could get Susan to leave his office with the corrected revisions, the sooner he could pull Angela up to be bent over his desk. 

She really
 needed to be punished now. It was all so clear. 

He was going to fuck his daughter. And she knew it too even as she bent his dick down into her mouth below the desk as they worked. 

She was actually going to take her daddy's cock in her slutty pussy. The thought was so taboo and wrong. She wondered what her mother would think of all this.

The thought only made her suck harder.

“Are you OK Mark?” Susan asked, a look of concern on her face as she looked at him. “You feeling ill? You look flushed and distracted.”

“No,” Mark said, his voice strained with the effort of keeping the intense pleasure and tension of the situation from showing on his face. “Sorry, yes I am feeling rather poorly today.” The last part of that statement came out as almost a yelp as Angela ran her tongue over his sensitive ball sack. “Could we reschedule this for tomorrow?”

“Of course,” Susan said, a little startled by the abruptness of his dismissal. Gathering her things and standing, she said, “have your assistant call mine and reschedule then.”

Mark just sat there trying to ignore the awkward silence as she waited for him to stand and walk her out or open the door.

“OK I will. Take care.” Susan’s face was a bit offended at the dismissal and she turned to go, just then Angela's mouth made a distinctive ‘glug Gluck’
 sound as she sucked him deep in her open mouth. Mark moaned softly and Susan spun quickly catching the brief glimpse of pained ecstasy on Marks face.

“Where did you say you, assistant was again?” Susan asked a knowing look on her face as she saw the fear crawl across Mark’s. “Never mind,” She said with a wave and a broad smile, “I will see you tomorrow Mark, but let's schedule for an evening meeting.” And flashing a secretive wink the young beautiful woman slipped out of his office.

Looking down at the smiling and eager face of his stepdaughter Mark resolved that he would make sure to enjoy her punishment more than she did.
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