Angel Delight

Chapter 8

The time passed slowly for Angela, every day wishing that the morning of Jack’s trip to India would arrive. She did get a few little kisses and clitty rubs from her mother, but they were hurried and always with the proviso from Maria that ‘We can’t let him even get suspicious. He’s not ready yet.’

Angela didn’t care about that. All she wanted was her mother to herself. In the house, in bed, in her life. On the few occasions when she did hear her mother cumming with Jack up her, Angela could only muster a cum once. Even her dreams were lacklustre. Once she dreamed that a half-horse-half-man was chasing her in a field, but when it got her into the barn, it was her uncle Tom. She dropped to her knees in her dreamlike state and sucked his huge horse-cock till he sprayed her face and chest with creamy spunk. The consolation about that dream was that her tits had grown to full-bodied, as large as her music teacher Mrs Cameron’s. And those were the biggest of all her teachers. 

Angela looked out at the bedside clock and read 7:10 am. All she had that day was a promise to go to Petal’s for some sex after lunch when her mother left and a piano lesson at 4pm. Besides that Jack would be around the house all day working on his stupid business trip and Mum would be out at her sister’s. Bummer. So she slipped her hand between her legs and tried to remember more of her dream. As she took her clitoris in her finger and thumb and tenderly tickled her cunny lips with her pinkie, she felt better. 

Her eyes closed and her thoughts drifted back to that barn. The big long cock was right in front of her face, her tits were huge with dark brown areolas like Mrs Cameron’s and long sticking-out nipples, like her mother’s. She licked the cock-tip once and it sprang up from semi hard to harder. Bucking like a spooked horse. Then she opened her mouth as wide as possible and tried to get the cock-head in, but it was too big. She grabbed it with both hands to control it and brought the head to her mouth, licking and sucking as much as she could get into her mouth. The thick cock went hard and got longer – much longer. She stroked it and licked it. Ran her arm down to feel the huge balls at the end and couldn’t get them all into her hand. She ran her palm up the underside and when she got to the top, she pumped it hard. With both hands now wrapped around it she pumped. Pumped again. Pumped faster and faster till it again sprayed its load onto her face. In her mind a man’s hands were now holding this cock, waggling it to drain the last drops of cum, letting them drip onto her tits; her big voluminous woman’s tits. Lost in her dream, masturbating herself in a fog of images, she didn’t see Jack standing in her bedroom doorway. 

‘Sorry. I knocked. I didn’t … I mean …’

‘Oh hi. Come .. I mean come in. What is it?’ Angela pulled the duvet up but it was a futile gesture. Jack had been standing there watching her wank. Her chest was bare, her nipples were up as far as they would rise and her face was red. And she was out of breath. In any case, Angela pulled her arms out and folded them, feeling very awkward, forcing the duvet as tightly around her as she could.

‘I’m leaving tonight. Well, this afternoon really. And I wanted to say goodbye before I left. I guess you were busy.’ he said with a broad smile all over his face.

‘I was asleep, if you must know.’ said Angela curtly.

‘Yeah right. I was watching … never mind.’ The bulge down Jack’s trousers gave his thoughts away. He had an erection which looked very respectable. And he was fingering the top of it. Right in front of her.

‘Mum’s out already and I’m just going down to the golf club to see a guy before I go. So I’ll just go to the bathroom and then I’ll probably not see you till I get back. Pity.’

With that Jack left, leaving the door open. He took the few steps to the bathroom, entered and did an odd thing. He left the door open. Angela waited a few seconds and couldn’t hear him pee. Sometimes she could hear him but not now. She got out of bed, still naked, looked and listened. It was a few seconds before she heard something that astounded her. Her name. Jack was repeating her name. Whispering at first, then a little louder. ‘Oh Angela. Angela. Angela sweetheart. Oh yes Angela you dirty … Angela you filthy little … Angela ..’ Whatever he was about to say stuck in his throat as he opened his eyes to see Angela standing in the bathroom doorway, watching. Jack’s trousers and underpants were around his ankles, he was sitting on the seat and he had his raging cock in his hand. Pumping it. He could hardly believe his eyes. There she was. Naked. Black cunt hair thick and bushy, her chest flat but her puffy nipples sticking out, as they had been during her wank in bed. 

Without a word being said, Angela walked calmly over, bent double and took his cock head into her mouth. ‘Oh Angela my darling. That’s amazing.’ he spluttered as she got faster and faster. Licking then sucking, pumping then gripping. He didn’t have nearly as big a cock as her uncle Tom, but it was nearly as thick and it was there. Right there for her to have and Angela was making the most of it. She looked up into her stepfather’s eyes and saw delight. Pure sweet sexual delight. He looked like a man having the best sex he’d ever had. Angela felt the pulsing, and he let out a groan of satisfaction. Then it spunked. Angela wrapped her lips around the cock-head and sucked. Deeper and deeper, sucking till more cum sprayed the back of her mouth and Jack’s cock began to go limp. Angela coughed up his cum, dribbling it all over his cock-head, then licked it back into her mouth. To her surprise it sprang up, hard as ever again. Angela smiled at her own prowess and gave it a few strokes to make sure. It was rock hard. Jack held Angela by her slim hips and marvelled at how like her mother she was. A scaled-down version of her mother. The same legs. The same hips. The same cunt. The same sexual urgency. Even the same dirty look in her eyes. But only 12 years old.

At that moment Angela realised something she had, even with all her new-found experience, not yet appreciated. Power. She had power over Jack. She could scream. She could ride him. She could tell her mother. She could do anything she wanted. Anything. So Angela chose her first cock ride. 

Jack sat frozen to the seat. His cum was dripping out of Angela’s mouth as she rose to stand in front of him. The smile on her face was truly angelic. Her lips were cherry red and her skin glistened with sweat; some from her earlier wank in bed and some from now. She bent forward and let him kiss her nipples, which he took greedily. Biting and licking. Then she opened her legs and got astride him, his bulging cock only inches from her wide open cunt. Jack grabbed his cock but Angela stopped him. This was her moment and she wanted to control it. She put her hand around his thick pulsing cock and gave it an extra few pumps for good measure. She needn’t have bothered. Jack’s cock was as hard as it had ever been. Then, like a ballerina, she descended her 12 year old body down onto the head, her lips parting easily to take it. It felt electrifying to have a cock in her cunny. The head felt different from anything she’d ever felt in her entire life. It was alive. It was as though it sent out electricity into her cunny. It was pure sex with a man and Angela wanted it more than Jack could imagine. 

Down an inch, into her hole, her pubic hair sticking to the hard cock with sweat. Down another inch. Waves of pure pleasure ran all over Angela’s body. Wave after wave. Drowning, covering her, making her temples bulge, making her heart race. Making her a woman. Down again, two inches. Nearly all in now. Down. Pushing down. Hard down. Onto his lap with Jack’s cock as far up Angela as it would go. Shoving him back to get another tiny bit. On it. Fully on it. Up inside her. No pain. Just pleasure. Lots of pleasure. Jack gripped her body around the waist and hugged, uttering his first words. ‘Oh Angela you are the best.’

Angela was silent. Letting the waves of shock, pleasure, excitement and drama, even danger wash over her. Jack was clamped to her puffy nipples like a limpet. But just as Angela thought she’d had everything she would get, she got a surprise. Jack stood, keeping her deep down on his cock, kissed her deeply on the mouth, then leaned her back into his strong arms. Angela had lost control. Jack withdrew a little, then a little more until his thick cockhead was at the door to her wide sloppy cunny. Then he pumped. Once. Twice. A third time. Then more. Pumping her full of cock. Long and deep. Every stroke. Angela’s cunny gripped him as tightly as she could. Every time the cockhead went up Angela moaned deeply and loudly. He was fucking her as hard as any man ever fucked a woman. But Jack had an advantage. Angela’s cunny was tight. Very tight. Tight 12 year old tight. He held her by her tiny bum cheeks and pumped her long and hard. Making her cum several times with wild biting breathing, the streams of her cum glistening on his cock when he withdrew only to pump her again and again and again. At last he released one cheek pulled her long hair, tugging her head as far back as it would go. Jack kissed her nipples again. Then walked with her to his new marital bed. He threw her down roughly on the bed and looked at her. Dishevelled hair, sweat dripping all over her tight slim childlike body and came for her. 

But this time it was Angela who had the surprise. She turned over onto her front and turned her head back. Jack waited to see what this was about. Angela had a very clear idea. ‘Ride me up my bum Jack. Please.’

Jack was thrilled but hardly surprised. This little minx would do anything. Absolutely anything. He didn’t need to be asked twice. She laid face down spread-eagled out. Jack lifted her by the hips onto her knees and got his face close to the little pre-teen rosebud hole. It looked used. That surprised him. It wasn’t perfectly round. It had been torn. ‘What a little cunt-slut’ thought Jack. It was all the validation he needed. He didn’t ask what she had been doing. He didn’t ask, who had been up there. He knew from the tightness of her cunt hole that he had been first to ride her. The first with his cock up her. That was for sure. So he figured she’d had a few boys stick their fingers up her holes. Nothing to get too excited about. Now he was ready. His cock glistened with her cunt juices and, although his balls were empty, he had plenty of excited blood pumping up his cock. He was ready to fuck little Angela, the girl of his dreams when he rode her mother, right up the bum.

Jack savoured the moment. He hesitated only to watch Angela’s pretty little pink rosebud hole pulse in anticipation of her first cock up it. Then he pressed. Hard. Angela squealed a little but he kept going. His big cockhead went in. Just in. Angela gripped her mother’s pillow and pushed back like a little trooper and they got the head in. To Angela it felt better than the pony tail. Much better. This was alive. This was her step-father’s cock. This was fabulous. Jack waited until her little hole adjusted, then pushed again. He was delighted when his whole cock slipped up. No problem. Right up to the hilt in his beautiful step-daughter’s 12 year old pink bum hole. The two of them wiggled their bodies as they took the deepest of pleasure from each other’s movements. Out and in. Pump and grind. Fuck and be fucked. They loved it. Angela buried her head in her mother’s pillow and let her mind flow between her mother’s putting the pony-tail dildo up her and Jack’s cock. Both were great. Different of course, but equally good in their different ways. 

Jack was riding his little step-daughter’s bum hole for all he was worth. He was almost lost in the ride when they both heard a noise. The sound of a car door closing.

End. 

