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Chapter One

Angelina
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“Miss Hutchins, are you with us?” a stern voice called. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I just wished we could have parted amicably. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?” I asked sheepishly. 

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

Okay, touché. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who’s ‘we’?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I raised a brow. 

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

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

She barked a high laugh. “Or Brady!” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She shrugged. “It’s a whole new day.”

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

I started veering right . . . 

“Where ya going?” she asked. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nope.”

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

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

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

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

“That’s the spirit!”

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

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

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

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

Shit. 

I was back in the rabbithole. 
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Chapter Two


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

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

Things weren’t going well with me and Jodie. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And that was a serious problem. 

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

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

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

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

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

It wasn’t my fault teachers got paid shit. 

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

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

Jodie’s daughter, Angelina. 

Jesus Christ had that girl grown up! 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It wasn’t appropriate. 

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

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

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

Who’s being the dumbass now, Vince?   

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her cheeks deepened an even darker hue. 

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

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

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

What the hell was she getting at?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Damn, maybe she really is cheating on me. 

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

“Sure you do.”

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

Then I stood and pretended to stretch. 

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

I gave them both a small wave. 

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

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

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

Under the table, I saw her feet kicking again.

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

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

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

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

And yes, it would be fun.

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Gah, you’re incorrigible, Hols.” 

“You love it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Vincent was my mother’s husband! 

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

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

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

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

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

I quirked an eyebrow at her.

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

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

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

“We are, are we?”

“We is.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Which part?”

“The part about your smokin’ stepdad.”

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

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

Shit, shit, shit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I hurried down the hall to a bathroom nearby.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Someone more experienced and powerful . . .

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

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

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

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

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

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

My clit pulsed. My hand was soaked. 

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Good shit. 

All in all, Thursday was a success. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I started scrolling through Facebook and Instagram. 

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

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

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

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

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

I snorted. Who the fuck wouldn’t? 

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

I readjusted my butt on the bed and got comfortable. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Perfect thighs for sticking my cock between.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ha. As if.  

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

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


Angelina


[image: image]


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

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

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

Well, not completely to myself . . .

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

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

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

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

Upstairs was where the bedrooms were. 

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

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

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

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

It had sounded suspiciously like my name being called—

I furrowed my brow and listened.

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

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

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

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

My curiosity was running loose. 

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

I was already talking before I stepped through—

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

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

“. . . name.”

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

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

And it was fucking huge! 

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

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

Fluids were already leaking and filling my clammy panties. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But he didn’t send me away.

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

And the look on his face said the same thing.

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

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

But I knew that wasn’t coming.

I crept slowly toward the bed. 

“Angie . . .” he groaned. “My Angel.”

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

“My daddy . . .”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I would gladly let it. 

Everything about this felt so wrong, but so right. 

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

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

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

He cupped my pussy over my clothes and I whimpered.

“Please, touch me, Daddy,” I begged. 

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped and shuddered with delight. 

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

It all felt so good.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

I needed to claim her. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her body was warm and slick with sweat. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My cock curved into her wet hole and dominated her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Angelina’s body belonged to me. 

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

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

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

My hips clapped against her fat asscheeks. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I raised an expectant brow at her.

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

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

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

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

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

“For you, my Angel? Instantly.”

~
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To Be Continued! 

DIVE INTO BOOK TWO of “Family Secrets” today: Save Me, Daddy!

––––––––
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SUBSCRIBE TO MY NEWSLETTER to get info on specials, discounts, new steamy books, and free giveaways!

And check out other hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont that are in a similar category as “Family Secrets”:

~
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A HOT COLLEGE ATHLETE falls for her dorky stepbrother when she discovers the ridiculous heat he’s packing between his legs!

Forbidden Lust: Books 1-3

~
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THIS YOUNG HOT COLLEGE athlete has had enough of her boyfriend, and now she wants her cute classmate or her macho, dominant professor:

Triangle of Lust: Books 1-3

~
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THIS MOTHER CAN’T STOP watching her family having sex, even though she knows it’s taboo. Especially when it comes to her hung son, all the rules get thrown aside:

The Taboo Voyeur: Books 1-3

~
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The Author

BELLA BEAUMONT IS FROM San Diego, California, and currently lives there.  

If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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