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   Dirty Daddy 
 
    
 
   (A Rough and Reluctant MMF Threesome Sex Encounter)
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Linzi is a horny 18 year old slut, and she doesn’t care who knows it. She loves to get attention, and dresses to get just that. Linzi has a crush on Greg, her stepfathers best friend, and plans on seducing him one day at a family barbecue. She dresses provocatively, and ends up getting into a row with her stepdad over her slutty attire. Linzi embarrasses him in front of his entire family, and quickly goes to find Greg. She follows Greg into the basement, determined to get him alone – and then things begin to heat up. But once Linzi is on her knees, taking Greg in her mouth, she realises that there is another pair of hands fondling her in the darkness. Daddy is determined to get his own back, and there isn’t a thing she can do about it!
 
    
 
    
 
   I smiled at myself in the mirror as I applied the finishing touches to my makeup. I wore thick, black eyeliner and heavy mascara, a complete contrast to the pale shimmer of gold eye shadow that coated my lids. I knew that my makeup was a little dramatic for a simple family barbecue, but I didn’t care. I really thought that my choice of colours would help to compliment my tan, and perhaps get me a little bit of extra attention from a certain guest.
 
    
 
   I pouted at myself in the mirror, then applied a layer of shiny, clear lip-gloss. I knew I looked good, and I couldn’t help but smile to myself as I squeezed into my tight red tube top and even tighter denim skirt. I completed my look with some black wedge sandals and gave myself one final look in the mirror. With my long, lithe legs and firm round breasts on display like this, I was bound to get some attention – both good and bad, probably.
 
    
 
   I could smell burgers cooking on the grill as I walked down the stairs and made my way across the house towards the kitchen. There were already a lot of people in the back garden, and a few in the kitchen, chatting and drinking beers. 
 
    
 
   I smiled at them, recognising one as a distant cousin and the other as somebody on my stepdad’s side of the family. They smiled back, and carried on with their conversation, although I could tell that they were definitely taken with the way that I looked. That was a good sign.
 
    
 
   I walked over to the fridge and opened it, then bent down low to take out a nice cold beer. I knew that the guys behind me would get a perfect view of my firm, round ass in it’s skimpy little thong, and listened expectantly for the gasp of shock that would inevitably follow. Sure enough, I heard them – and had to stifle a giggle. They tried to cover the sound by coughing and hastily carrying on with their conversation. That was just the reaction I needed to give me the confidence to go outside and find Greg.
 
    
 
   Greg was my stepdad’s best friend and I’d had a crush on him for as long as I could remember. He was tall and good looking, with a muscular physique and boyish good looks -- even though he was in his early forties, just like my stepdad. I would always flirt with him whenever he came to the house, and he would flirt with me too (provided my stepdad wasn’t around). It was because of this behaviour; the cheeky smiles and tongue-in-cheek comments and compliments he would throw my way, that I thought he might have a bit of a crush on me too. For my eighteenth birthday he had bought me a silver bracelet, which was far more thoughtful (and expensive) than the forty-dollar gift-card that my stepdad had bought for me. Since that day, I hadn’t been able to get Greg off my mind, and now that I had the chance to impress and ensnare him with my tight, teenage body – I couldn’t afford to miss it.
 
    
 
   I strutted outside, taking a gulp of my beer, and scanned the sea of faces until I set eyes on Greg. He was stood on the far side of the garden, talking to my mom and a few of her friends and relatives. That was no good. I needed to get him while he was on his own, otherwise it would be painfully obvious what I was trying to do, and might end up causing a scene. My mom was flirting with Greg unashamedly – as she always did – and I knew that if I went over and began flicking my hair over my shoulder and fluttering my eyelashes, that she would surely become jealous. Greg just seemed to have that effect on women.
 
    
 
   Instead, I decided to bide my time and went over to where my stepdad was tending the barbecue. There were two tables either side of him, completely covered in plates of food and ice buckets with various alcoholic drinks inside. I gulped down the last of my beer and went over to grab another one from one of the ice buckets. 
 
    
 
   “How many have you had?” a deep voice said, making me jump as I snatched up a bottle. It was my stepdad, and he sounded like his usual, moody self. I turned to look at him and smiled sweetly, before opening the beer and swallowing a mouthful. He was flipping burgers on the barbecue, but kept his eyes firmly locked onto me. 
 
    
 
   “This is my second” I said, in response to his question. He frowned at me and took his attention back to cooking.
 
    
 
   “Good. Keep it that way” he said, “you’re only eighteen, and I don’t want you making a scene while ninety percent of our family are here.”
 
    
 
   I scoffed at his words, and carried on sipping my beer. This was just typical behaviour for him. He was so controlling and moody – always obsessed with what everybody else thought of him and determined to be in charge. That was probably why he and I never really got along. I was rebellious by nature, and the more he told me not to do something, the more I would strive to do just that.
 
    
 
   “I’m serious, Linzi” my stepdad continued, his voice becoming more stern “it’s bad enough that you have to come downstairs looking like that, but if you embarrass me by acting up then I promise, you’ll be sorry!”
 
    
 
   His words stung a little. I knew that he wouldn’t approve of the way I dressed, but hearing him say so with such venom in his voice was hard to stomach. I felt a bubble of rage beginning to swell inside me, and gritted my teeth.
 
    
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?” I hissed at him. I knew exactly what he meant, but I just couldn’t stand the thought of him having the last word.
 
    
 
   “It means you look ridiculous!” my stepdad snapped back at me. People were starting to stare now, and I felt my face flushing red “you look like a cheap little tramp! If I wasn’t so busy, I’d drag you upstairs myself right now and see that you put something on that doesn’t look so goddamned slutty!”
 
    
 
   I was shocked by his outburst, and mortified by the way he said it. People were staring, and I felt a horrible wave of shame and embarrassment wash over me. My stepdad’s face was a picture of strange emotion – he looked angry and exasperated, but also... excited? He fixed me with an intense stare, and I could see that he was short of breath. All this, just because I was wearing a tight top and a tiny skirt? It just didn’t make any sense.
 
    
 
   But, me being me, I was determined not to lose face in front of all these people. I had to get the last word – so without thinking, I opened my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Daddy” I said, in a tone laced with poison “but perhaps dirty old men like you should keep their eyes from wandering. Then maybe you wouldn’t have such a problem with these.” I gestured towards my perky, round tits as I spoke – and heard gasps of shock coming from some of the guests. My stepdad’s face turned a deep shade of crimson, and I saw sweat breaking out at his brow. I’d never seen him so angry before – he literally looked like he might burst into flames at any minute. So, rather than hang around for his response, I turned on my heel and marched across the garden, robbing him the satisfaction of chastising me again. I knew I’d crossed a line, but I didn’t care. I was overwhelmed with a sudden sense of confidence, and I knew I should capitalize on it.
 
    
 
   I saw that Greg was alone, and he was making his way towards the doors that lead into the kitchen. This was my chance. I followed him as he entered the house, walked though the kitchen, and then opened the basement door. He was obviously going down to fetch more supplies for the party. This was the perfect opportunity for me. I waited until he was down the stairs, and then began to follow – closing the basement door behind me, quietly.
 
    
 
   “Hi Greg” I said, once I reached the bottom of the stairs. He cried out in shock, and dropped the box of plastic cutlery that he was holding. I giggled and rushed over to him.
 
    
 
   “Sorry” I said, “I didn’t mean to scare you!”
 
    
 
   He smiled at me and shook his head.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing down here, Linz?” he asked, grinning widely at me, but also fixing me with a suspicious stare “shouldn’t you be up above ground, enjoying the party?”
 
    
 
   I felt the same strange surge of confidence urging me on, and took another step closer towards him. I felt my body tingling with anticipation as I reached out and took hold of his hand.
 
    
 
   “Actually, I’d rather be down here with you” I said, my voice deliberately low and seductive “It’s kind of nice to have some time alone, don’t you think?” 
 
    
 
   His hand rested limply in mine, but he didn’t pull away. I watched as the look of shock on his face visibly morphed into one of desire, as I took another step forwards, so that our bodies were almost touching. I looked up at him through my thick, black lashes and bit my lip.
 
    
 
   “I’ve waited so long to get you alone, Greg” I whispered, squeezing his hand “so that I could feel how nice and hard you are for me...”
 
    
 
   I reached out and grabbed his cock through his jeans, and sure enough he was rock hard. He gasped in shock, but made no attempt to stop me. I squeezed him, and began slowly rubbing up and down, feeling him swelling and getting harder in my hand. 
 
    
 
   “Linzi... we can’t... your dad will...” Greg stammered, but his resistance was futile. I pressed my lips against his and slipped my tongue into his mouth. His cock throbbed in my hand as we explored each other’s mouths, and I felt my panties beginning to get wet. I couldn’t believe I was finally doing what I’d been fantasizing about for months!
 
    
 
   Greg reached up and grabbed my tube top, yanking it down so my tit’s spilled free. He took my nipples between his fingers and began to squeeze, tugging gently at them until they were erect. I moaned softly, and began tugging at his zipper.
 
    
 
   A sense of urgency took over, and I broke away from our kiss to yank at his belt and undo his zipper. I looked down and watched his huge cock spring free from the binds of his clothing. It was huge and swollen, and I licked my lips hungrily at the mere sight of it. 
 
    
 
   Before I knew what was happening, I felt Greg’s strong hands on my shoulders, pushing me down to my knees. I opened my mouth to cry out in shock, and he immediately thrust his hips forwards, physically gagging me with his huge cock. I choked and spluttered as he slid his way down my throat. I couldn’t believe how rough he was being with me, but I had no way of protesting. I was literally rendered mute by his huge, thick cock.
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, that’s it” he groaned, grabbing me by the hair and forcing me to take him even deeper “I knew you’d suck cock like a pro. You’re such a little slut, Linzi. Such a perfect, dirty slut!”
 
    
 
   His words made me feel strange. He was insulting, but complimenting me at the same time. It made me feel almost ashamed of what I was doing, but ultimately my pussy began to throb at his words. I wanted this. I wanted to be his dirty little slut.
 
    
 
   I ran my tongue over the ridges of his shaft, feeling every inch of him as he continued to ravage my mouth. His grip on my hair tightened, and I felt my eyes beginning to water. Pain and desire were taking over, and I found myself growing impatient. My clit was fluttering in my panties, and I could feel my juices starting to make the smooth, silky material slick and wet. I needed something inside of me.
 
    
 
   I reached between my legs and tugged my thong to one side. Then I greedily stuffed two fingers inside myself and felt my stomach beginning to tighten at the welcome invasion. I was so wet that I surprised even myself, and began finger-fucking myself with ease, sliding in and out quickly. It felt absolutely sensational; like ever fibre of me was tingling with a filthy anticipation. I couldn’t wait to feel Greg’s cock inside me instead of my eager fingers!
 
    
 
   But then, to my horror, I felt something else. I felt my skirt was being hitched up, and my ass cheeks were being parted. I squealed, but my cries of shock were muffled my Greg’s swollen dick. I tried to turn my head to see who was behind me, but Greg tightened his grip on my hair. 
 
    
 
   “Come one, Linzi” Greg said in a low voice, “no struggling. Me and your Daddy just want some fun!”
 
    
 
   Cold fear washed over me, and I realised then who the second pair of hands belonged to. I wanted to run, and fight – but there was an even stronger part of me that was curious. It was my daddy who had his hands on my tight, teenage ass; squeezing and kneading my supple flesh. I felt so dirty that it was somehow liberating; so, instead of struggling, I simply submitted. I shuddered with dread and delight as my daddy’s rough hands squeezed my tight, smooth ass cheeks, and then began to squeeze the insides of my thighs too. His hand brushed the gusset of my panties, and I heard him groan as he felt how wet I was. 
 
    
 
   “Ohhh, baby” he hissed, and then began to massage my pussy through the soft, silky fabric of my underwear “you’re nice and wet for daddy, aren’t you!”
 
    
 
   I felt so ashamed as he spoke. But I knew, deep down, that I wanted it. I wanted him to slide his fingers inside the gusset of my panties and begin playing with my aching, throbbing clit. I wanted him to fill my hungry pussy! I wanted him to fuck me!
 
    
 
   I began grinding myself against his hand, showing him how horny I was. I couldn’t speak because of the cock in my mouth, but it was clear what my desires were. My stepdad groaned in appreciation again and then began to peel my panties away from my soaking wet pussy. 
 
    
 
   I squealed with delight as I felt the hard tip of his prick, teasing my quivering, wet opening. I couldn’t believe I was giving my pussy up to my own stepdad! I was such a filthy little slut! And Daddy knew it...
 
    
 
   “Filthy slut!” he barked, spanking me hard on my ass so that I cried out in pain, and choked painfully on Greg’s huge prick. I winced again as my stepdad continued to spank me, and I felt tears brimming in the corners of my eyes. This was so wrong! I felt so ashamed of myself! But I did nothing to stop him.
 
    
 
   “Is her pussy tight?” Greg grunted, his voice uneven and raspy as he continued to violate my mouth. Pleasure was taking him, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he shot his load down my throat. The thought of it made me tremble with strange anticipation. 
 
    
 
   “Oohhh yeah” Daddy said in a smooth voice “tight, pink and wet – just the way I like it!”
 
    
 
   With those words he slid his stiff cock into me and caused me to moan like a silly whore. I couldn’t believe how good it felt to break such a huge taboo. I never would have guessed that my stepdad had such a huge cock, but the way he filled me up proved that it was so. He delved inside me with deep, powerful thrusts that were painful as well as exhilarating. My tight little pussy stretched around his shaft, causing me to whine and squirm. He spanked my sore ass cheek once again and then started to fuck me, brutally.
 
    
 
   I choked and gagged on Greg’s cock as Daddy forced his way up inside me, yanking on my hair and spanking my ass, showing me that he and he alone was the one in control. He was so huge, and I felt a dull ache in the pit of my stomach every time he slammed into me. But every time I made any sound of discomfort or pain, he just slapped me even harder on the ass. 
 
    
 
   “Dirty... fucking... bitch!” he grunted as he thrust into me. His words worked me up into a frenzy! I was a dirty little bitch! A cheap little slut; in need of Daddy’s huge cock to come and straighten me out. I had every intention of fucking Greg that day, but instead I found myself on my knees, taking Daddy’s huge cock until I felt like I could take no more.
 
    
 
   Greg didn’t seem to mind though. He grunted and growled, grabbing me under the chin and tilting my face up to look at him.
 
    
 
   “Look at me!” he commanded “look at me while I feed you!”
 
    
 
   I felt his prick beginning to convulse and shudder in my mouth, and he squeezed it hard at the base of his shaft. I looked up at him through tear-streaked eyes and saw his face as he let go completely. He yelped as his cock exploded in my mouth, and tilted my head back as he tipped his hot, sticky cum down my throat. 
 
    
 
   “Drink it, bitch!” he hissed, causing my pussy to swell and quiver at his dirty words. I swallowed him down, feeling myself getting more turned on by the second. My pussy tightened around Daddy’s shaft and I realised that I was about to cum. 
 
    
 
   Greg pulled out of my mouth and I gasped, relieved to be able to breathe freely. But Instead of panting for air, I found myself screaming out.
 
    
 
   “I’m such a naughty girl, Daddy!” I cried, urging my stepdad to fuck me harder “I’m so sorry Daddy. I’m just a horny little slut. I can’t help it.  I need discipline!”
 
    
 
   My stepdad gasped at the filthy words that were coming out of my mouth, and to my delight he began fucking me harder. He slammed into me over and over, with such a force that it took my breath away as I cried and screamed with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “FUCK ME, DADDY!!” I wailed, feeling my pussy starting to shudder. My stepdad’s prick slammed against my G-spot, over and over until I felt like I was going to explode. Then, with a loud yelp of ecstasy, my stepdad buried his finger in my asshole as he shot his load inside of me. It was too much to handle, and I came immediately – squirting my juices all over him as he pumped me to the brim. I’d never felt so filthy and fantastic in all of my life, and for a while afterwards I was literally delirious with pleasure.
 
    
 
   It took a while for me to gather my senses, but when I finally did I realised that I was laid on my side in the foetal position, with a huge grin on my face. Daddy and Greg were stood over me, looking as pleased with themselves as I was. 
 
    
 
   “I hope you’ve learned your lesson” my stepdad said. His voice was stern, but his face was relaxed and still mildly excited as he drank in the sight of my quivering body. He and Greg really had made a fantastic mess of me – and I couldn’t help but grin in response.
 
    
 
   “I think so, Daddy” I said with a smile “sometimes I just need somebody to keep me in line. I’ll try to be a good girl in future”
 
    
 
   He and Greg grinned at each other. It was clear that I didn’t mean what I said, and it was clear that they would take great pleasure in disciplining me the next time I stepped out of line. I never knew my daddy could be so dirty! 
 
    
 
   Relax And Take It For Daddy 
 
    
 
   (A Rough and Reluctant First Anal Sex and Punishment Short, Between Stepdad and Daughter) 
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Sharleen is a professional kickboxer, but no amount of success ever seems good enough for her coach. It doesn’t help that her coach is also her dominating, overbearing stepdad, who’s newfound interest in his eighteen-year-old daughter sometimes borders on obsession. 
 
   Sharleen is tired of the way he treats her, and during a training session she stands up for herself, by punching him square in the stomach. Pleased with herself, she goes to take a shower – but little does she know that her stepdad plans on punishing her or her actions. This story involves rough, reluctant sex and a first time anal sex encounter. 
 
    
 
    
 
   “Come on, Sharleen, move your ass!” My stepdad shouted, his face just inches away from mine. He moved behind the punch bag and held it there, increasing the resistance and making me work even harder than before. I gritted my teeth and tried to dig deep, pushing myself harder than I thought possible.
 
    
 
   I was due to compete in a few short weeks, and I knew that my stepdad was far more concerned with whether or not I won the fight than I was. I had been competing in junior kickboxing since I was eleven years old, and now eight years later, I was starting to get tired of the whole thing. It didn’t help that my stepdad was also my coach, so my training seemed to completely and utterly take over every element of my life.
 
    
 
   I never went out partying with friends, and had grown up without having any sort of social life. My only friends were the ones who I’d known from the gym, but most of them had given up on kickboxing over the years – partly due to my stepdad’s obsessive and totalitarian personality. What started off as a thriving martial arts centre had dwindled in numbers over the years until it was just me and a couple of my dad’s old friends, stuck in a time warp of training, competitions and yet more training.
 
    
 
   I’d reached a semi-professional level and I was proud of my successes. But it just wasn’t good enough for my stepdad. He was never satisfied with my performance, no matter how many competitions I won. 
 
    
 
   As far as he was concerned, I was still just a weak and poorly-disciplined little girl. He coached me in the only fashion he knew how to, which was to scream in my face until I got it right. That method may have worked when I was a timid young teenager, but now that I was eighteen I was starting to grow tired of his ways. 
 
    
 
   “Move, move, move, move, MOVE!” He screamed at me, forcing me to punch harder and move faster. I felt anger bubbling inside me, and tried to direct it through my movements. But I just couldn’t seem to channel it. My stepdad was enraging me, and all I could do was carry on and hope that he got off my back.
 
    
 
   Our relationship had always been strained, ever since I could remember. But it seemed to have gotten a little more tense as of late. Since I turned eighteen, my stepdad had changed both his attitude and his behaviour towards me. Instead of giving me more freedom and respect, he treated me worse than a child.
 
    
 
   He had begun treating me a whole lot differently since I had turned eighteen. At first it was subtle changes, the sorts of things that wouldn’t be noticeable to someone who didn’t know him. He would make comments about the things I was wearing – giving backhanded compliments and suchlike, so that I felt confused and uncomfortable. But it also kind of excited me, in a strange way. It made me feel special, like I was more than just his kickboxing stepdaughter. In some ways he had started treating me more like a person, and I enjoyed that part.
 
    
 
   But it was a double edged sword. His newfound interest in me bordered on obsession. He wanted to know where I was at every waking moment, who I was with and what time I would be home. He would always make the excuse that he needed to make sure I would be home in time for training, or something else remotely related to kickboxing. In truth, he was just controlling.
 
    
 
   And this was never more apparent than when he was shouting in my face, desperately trying to force me to push my body harder. 
 
    
 
   “Move it!” He growled, “stop being so goddamned WEAK!”
 
    
 
   His words cut through me and sent me over the edge. My anger erupted, and overflowed – at that moment I saw red. I snapped my gaze away from the punch bag and glared at my stepdad.
 
    
 
   “Weak?” I shouted, feeling as though I was about to explode, “does this feel weak to you?” 
 
    
 
   I stepped forwards and dropped into an uppercut, sinking it into his gut with such a force that I could literally hear the air being forced from his lungs. All my power and aggression had gone into the punch, and I watched him drop to the floor just a second later, gasping for air.
 
    
 
   I felt an overwhelming excitement, coupled with an odd sense of fear as I watched him clutching his torso and rolling on the floor. I had crossed a line, and I knew it – but it had been totally worth it. I had finally stood up for myself, and proved to him that I wouldn’t be bullied any longer.
 
    
 
   I turned on my heel and marched out of the gym, making my way towards the showers. I didn’t want to be around for when my stepdad caught his breath. I knew that I would probably feel his wrath at some point anyway, but that was a price I was willing to pay. I had stood up for myself; proved I wasn’t weak – and I just couldn’t stop grinning.
 
    
 
   I was still smiling as I peeled my sweat-drenched clothes from my body and stepped into the shower. The hot water was invigorating and soothing to my sore, aching muscles. I really had been training very hard as of late, and welcomed the opportunity to spend some time alone, in a place where I knew my stepdad couldn’t bother me. I sighed as I let the hot water cascade over me, and closed my eyes. I was so relaxed that I didn’t hear the door to the locker room opening, or the sound of soft footsteps walking towards me. 
 
    
 
   It was only when I heard the sound of a zipper that I opened my eyes suddenly. Water streamed into them, blurring my vision, and I felt completely disorientated as a pair of hands grabbed me by the shoulders and pushed me, face first, against the wall. I squealed, trying to push myself away from the wall, and failing. I squealed again, and felt something being roughly shoved into my mouth. It felt like a sponge of some sort, and I tried to spit it out, but it was no use. I turned my head to look at whoever it was that had their hands on me, but all I could make out was a watery blur. But deep inside, I already knew.
 
    
 
   “Not so strong now, are you?” my stepdad growled, sending strange feelings of nervous energy through me. His voice was deep and full of anger, but there was a smooth coolness to his tone that I’d never heard before. It was almost like this came naturally to him – like this whole terrifying scenario was somehow normal. Or, as if he’d been planning something like this all along.
 
    
 
   I didn’t have any more time to deliberate over the deeper meanings to the tone of his voice, because all of a sudden, a hard, swift spank landed on my bare ass cheek. I squealed into my gag, and tried to push myself back off the wall so that I could at least turn and face him. But he was just so strong.
 
    
 
   Another hard strike landed against my ass, making a loud, wet slapping noise that echoed around the room. I felt so dirty and humiliated, unable to quite comprehend what was happening to me. It was so surreal and there was only one logical explanation for what was unfolding – my stepdad must have lost his mind.
 
    
 
   I mean, I was his daughter! I was as good as his own flesh and blood – and here he was, man handling me and spanking my wet, naked body. It was disgusting. It was exciting!
 
    
 
   I felt so ashamed at how my body was reacting to his touch. My pussy swelled and throbbed when I felt his hand against my soft skin, and the sharp jolts of pain seemed to send my senses into overdrive. It just didn’t make any sense!
 
    
 
   “You always lacked discipline, Sharleen” my stepdad said, cupping my ass cheek in his big, strong hand and beginning to squeeze “you always needed someone to teach you a lesson. To teach you some respect... to teach you to submit!”
 
    
 
   As he spoke, his hand slid across my skin, and his fingers gently began to work their way between my ass cheeks. I squirmed and let out a few inaudible cries of disbelief as I felt him beginning to violate me. He wasn’t even my real father, but this was still forbidden. I couldn’t understand why I wasn’t fighting him off.
 
    
 
   But then, as I felt my daddy’s fingers plunge into my tight pussy, I realised that I wanted this. I wanted to feel his rough touch – and I wanted him to punish me!
 
    
 
   “Mmmm you’re so tight, babygirl” he crooned, pressing up against me so that I could feel the bulging muscles of his chest on my back. It was then that I realised he was completely naked too, and I could feel his bulging erection pressing up against me. I squirmed against him, but offered no sounds of protest as he roughly rammed yet another finger up inside me. It hurt, and he wasn’t being gentle, but somehow I just wanted more. I wanted him to stuff me full, until I couldn’t think straight. 
 
    
 
   “You want me to fuck that tight little pussy of yours, I can feel it” he said, in a voice as smooth and slick as hot butter “you want Daddy to stick his big fat cock inside you, don’t you!” 
 
    
 
   It was true. Something inside me had snapped, and I lost all sense of who I was. It was like I was trapped inside some sort of filthy, lucid dream. But his words were absolutely true. I wanted him. I wanted Daddy’s cock!
 
    
 
   He shifted his position, forcing his knee between my thighs and widening my legs. Then he grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head back, making me wince with pain. He kissed me, hard, next to my mouth, and then kept his cheek resting against mine. We were both soaking wet, our slippery bodies sliding against each other. My skin felt like it was literally on fire as my daddy spread my ass cheeks apart and dipped the tip of his prick into my tight hole. I squealed, more out of shock than anything else, and then moaned loudly as he pushed forwards and slid his entire length up inside me. I was panting and squirming against the wall now, feeling every inch of him as he forced his way up inside me. He kept my head yanked back, and then spanked me hard on my ass before quickening his pace.
 
    
 
   “Mmmmm, you’re so tight” he growled, fucking me harder still, so that the shower room echoed with the sound of our wet bodies slapping together. It was so filthy and erotic that I completely lost all sense of who I was!
 
    
 
    
 
   “Do you like it?” he rasped, turning my face up towards his again, so that he could look into my lustful, pleading eyes “do you like Daddy’s cock in your cunt?”
 
    
 
   I nodded my head, unable to speak, but desperate to let him know how badly I wanted it; how good it was making me feel. I just couldn’t help myself – the extreme humiliation was more than I could bare, and it was turning me on in a way that I had never thought possible.
 
    
 
   My stepdad grinned, a wide and sinister grin. “That’s too bad” he said, removing his cock from my pussy and trailing his fingers down my back and between my ass cheeks. “You need to be punished, Sharleen. So I have no choice but to fuck you in your tight little ass until you beg me to stop. It’s the only way you’ll learn!”
 
    
 
   With those words he thrust his fingers into my tight asshole, causing me to scream out in pain. The feeling was completely alien to me, and I couldn’t believe how much it hurt. He began to spread his fingers apart, stretching me out cruelly until I felt tears spring to my eyes. The pain was so strange and intense that it took my breath away, but that was nothing compared to what came after he quickly removed his fingers.
 
    
 
   I felt the bulbous tip of his prick pressing up against my tight opening, and I began to squirm and thrash against the wall.
 
    
 
   “Ssshhh, babygirl” my stepdad crooned “It’ll all be over soon. Just relax and take it for Daddy”
 
    
 
   A wall of pain hit me. I immediately went weak and limp in his arms as he drove himself into me, stuffing his prick up into my ass until I couldn’t take any more! The pain was phenomenal, and I couldn’t even cry out because of the gag. I just hung there, limply in his arms while he forced his way up inside me even further.
 
    
 
   “Fuck... you’re so tight!” he breathed, drawing his cock out and then cramming it back up inside me even harder. I couldn’t believe that my tiny, tight asshole would stretch so far. I could feel him all the way up inside me, ravaging me and ruining me.
 
    
 
   He slid out slowly again and then slammed back in. I yelped and squealed with pain but it was no use. His thrusts became harder, faster and more powerful each time. I coughed and spluttered as water went into my eyes and mouth – but still he wouldn’t stop. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me! I was being ass-fucked by my daddy, and I only had myself to blame.
 
    
 
   “You want me to stop?” he growled, slamming me harder so that I was squashed against the wall “want me to give that tight little ass of yours a break, huh?”
 
    
 
   I wailed a gurgling, indecipherable response as he continued to pound my ass. But I surprised myself in that moment. I didn’t want him to stop. Once the pain had subsided a little, the strange sensation of his huge prick sliding in and out of me was getting my juices flowing once more. I had never been ass-fucked before – and all the new, filthy sensations were becoming too much for me. It was a confused sense of pleasure, but pleasure nonetheless.
 
    
 
   I found myself grinding my hips against the wall, seeking out some pressure against my hard clit. As shocking as it was, I felt like I was about to cum.
 
    
 
   My stepdad spanked my ass even harder now, slamming into me with such a force that i felt like I couldn’t breathe. But it was exactly what I needed. His balls slapped against my pussy as he rammed me, and I felt my orgasm beginning to uncoil inside me.
 
    
 
   “I’m gonna cum!” Daddy cried, spanking me harder still “I’m gonna cum in your fucking ass!”
 
    
 
   I screamed into my gag as I felt his cock explode inside of me. It was an unbelievable feeling, and I felt my knees growing week as jets of cum filled my ass. It sent me over the edge, and I went dizzy as my orgasm erupted – drenching my stepdads already sopping-wet cock with my juices. I thrashed against the wall, pounding it with my fists as I came harder than I ever had in my life, and my stepdad cried out once more as the last waves of cum filled me up. It was unbelievable, and I felt like I might literally pass out at any second.
 
    
 
   Luckily, my stepdad still held me in his iron grip, keeping me on my feet while I caught my breath. Then, he reached around me and turned off the shower before removing the gag from my mouth. I gasped, grateful to finally be able to breathe again, and slumped against the wall once more, completely exhausted.
 
    
 
   My stepdad kissed me softly on the back of the neck, and I shivered. I couldn’t believe what had just happened, but I thought it best not to question it. Something inside of me told me that it was inevitable.
 
    
 
   My stepdad gently pulled out, but kept hold of me while I gathered my strength. It was strange that I had punched him for daring to call me weak, and yet now I was unable to stand unaided. 
 
    
 
   “You did well today, Sharleen” my stepdad said softly, catching me by surprise. I turned to look at him and saw that he was smiling. I wasn’t sure if he was referring to my training, the punch I had landed on him or what had just happened moments ago – but I smiled back in response. I knew then that our training sessions together were about to get far more physical, and that suited me just fine. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Punishing The Runaway 
 
    
 
   (A Story of Rough Sex And Anal Punishment Between ‘Daddy’ And Daughter)
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Sally is sick of her stepdad’s attitude, and after a particularly heated row one night she finally gathers the courage to do something that she had been thinking of doing for a long time. She grabs her bags, and her savings, and hits the road. Sally truly believes a life of travelling would be preferable to living with her controlling stepdad, and manages to hitch a ride to a hostel that very night. But what she doesn’t know is that her stepdad has been following her, and during the night he creeps into her room with a mind to hatch a plan to make sure she never runs away again...
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I struggled to keep my eyes open as we travelled down the freeway. We’d been driving for at least three hours and I was absolutely exhausted. Who would have known that sitting down all day could be so tiring?
 
    
 
   I clutched my rucksack to my chest and sighed, allowing my head to flop forwards onto it. I desperately wanted to go to sleep, but I just didn’t feel comfortable. The woman behind the wheel was a complete stranger to me, and I just felt too nervous to allow myself to fall asleep next to her. 
 
    
 
   I had never hitch-hiked before, and I was feeling completely out of my depth. But that day, I just felt like I had no choice. I’d had enough of my life at home, and just needed to get away. Me and my stepdad just weren’t getting along, and lately his attitude towards me had worsened. I was eighteen years old, and wanted to live my own life. Hell, I needed to live my own life! Living under my stepdad’s strict rules and regulations was absolutely killing me, and I realised that I simply had to get away.
 
    
 
   That night was the last straw. I was in the kitchen, making myself some supper, when my stepdad came storming in with a face like thunder.
 
    
 
   “Where are my beers?” he snapped at me, catching me off guard and making me jump slightly. I stared at him for a moment, unsure what he was talking about.
 
    
 
   “What beers?” I eventually asked, still not sure what he was talking about. His scowl deepened and he stalked towards me.
 
    
 
   “Don’t give me that crap” he spat, “I know it was you. You just can’t keep your hands to yourself, can you, Sally? You waltz around this place, taking whatever the hell you want – and expect everybody else to pick up the tab!”
 
    
 
   I was shocked by his outburst, and stared at him in surprise for a few moments. He’d always been a control freak, and he’d always had a temper too – but this was just out of order! The way he glared at me made me feel uncomfortable, and almost guilty! I hadn’t touched his precious beers, and I literally had no idea what he was talking about.
 
    
 
   He had that affect on me. He was so aggressive and forceful in his opinions that he would browbeat me down into submission whenever we had an argument. Sometimes I used to think that he did it out of boredom or frustration, but now I wasn’t so sure. Lately I had begun to realise that he did it for sheer amusement. He enjoyed exerting his power over me. He enjoyed manipulating me, and watching me resist against him. He enjoyed making me sweat!
 
    
 
   When I was a young teenager he would take great delight in disciplining me whenever I was out of line. He would go to great lengths to try and catch me doing something I shouldn’t. I remember he once ‘randomly’ dropped in when I was having a sleepover at a friend’s house when I was sixteen, claiming I had ‘left my toothbrush at home’ so he had brought it over to me.  The toothbrush he brought me obviously wasn’t my own – because I already had it with me, but this didn’t seem to matter to him. He was just determined to come and spy on me, and would obviously use any excuse he could think of to interfere. He was so controlling that he would even call up my school to make sure I really had done homework when I said I had. 
 
    
 
   Anyone on the outside, looking in on the situation, would have simply thought that he was an over-protective father. They would have thought that he had my best interests at heart, and that he was only doing what every loving father would do in his situation. But I knew the truth. I knew that his attitude wasn’t normal, and the older I got, the more I resisted against him.
 
    
 
   That had culminated in the huge row that had erupted earlier that night. As he glared at me across the kitchen table, accusing me of something that we both knew I hadn’t done, I lost control. I hurled my glass of milk at him, and it hit him in the chest with a thud, covering him from head to toe.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t take your fucking beer!” I screamed, stamping my foot like a child having a tantrum “you’re suck a fucking freak! I can’t live like this anymore!”
 
    
 
   I stormed past him, averting my eyes from his stone cold gaze. I knew that if I looked at him I would probably lose my nerve, and I was determined not to let that happen. I was determined to follow through with something that I had been planning for months. I was going to leave that house, and my ridiculously dysfunctional family far behind me and spend the next couple of years travelling. I’d been saving up money for a round the world trip with one of my friends, but she had recently backed out of the idea – so I was left with a few hundred dollars saved up. I kept on adding to that surplus of cash, knowing that I would need it if I were to finally break free and leave. And that moment had finally come.
 
    
 
   I stormed upstairs and took a pre-packed suitcase from my closet, then gathered up some other basic essentials, including my sleeping bag and my notebook, containing details of various hostels and campsites nearby. I didn’t own a tent, but I figured I could find work once I was out on the road and then buy one. I just wanted to get out of the house as quickly as possible, so I threw on my coat and scurried down the stairs, leaving my stepdad still seething in the kitchen, clearly unsure how to handle the situation.
 
    
 
   I didn’t even tell him I was leaving for good. He probably thought I was stopping at a friend’s house for the night or something, and I thought it best to let him keep thinking that. If he had known I was leaving for good he may have tried to follow me, or at least would have told my mom and worried her sick. I didn’t want that. Me and my mom didn’t really get on, and she was hardly ever around anymore, but I still didn’t want her to worry about me. I just figured that I would write to them to let them know I was safe as soon as I got chance; I was more concerned with hitting the road. So, after nearly an hour of walking down the highway holding my thumb out, I finally managed to hitch a ride.
 
    
 
   The woman who picked me up wasn’t very chatty. I was kind of glad – as I’d never gotten into the car with a stranger before, and I was unsure what to say. I didn’t want to make polite conversation, and clearly she didn’t either – so we just drove in silence for the next three hours. I asked her to drop me off on the outskirts of the small village where the nearest hostel was, and she obliged. My eyes began to droop again as the dark countryside zoomed past, and the rhythmic humming of the engine had a strangely hypnotic affect on me. My head flopped forwards onto my rucksack even lower, and before I knew it I was snoring. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly, I flinched as I felt a hand on my shoulder. I looked up and saw the woman peering at me with a kind expression on her face.
 
    
 
   “We’re here” she said, gesturing to the building we were parked in front of “I figured I’d just take a detour and drop you off at the hostel. It’s very late, and I wouldn’t feel right having you walk through the village on your own.”
 
    
 
   Her kind words immediately made me feel deeply emotional, and I had to force myself to smile with gratitude – otherwise I might have just burst into tears. 
 
    
 
   “You didn’t have to do that” I said, trying to keep my voice steady “thank you so much, I really appreciate it.”
 
    
 
   “It’s no bother” the woman said, refusing the twenty dollars that I thrust towards her “you take care now.”
 
    
 
   With that she drove away, leaving me standing just outside the hostel, feeling emotional and uneasy. I quickly checked myself, and took a deep breath. If I was going to get used to a tough life on the road then I had better start toughening up! I picked up my case and my rucksack, then walked through the doors of the hostel. I was greeted by a grumpy and tired looking man, sitting behind a small desk in the hallway. I told him I’d only be staying the night, and paid him for my room.
 
    
 
   He didn’t bother getting up out of his desk to show me to where I would be staying, but instead pointed a bony finger towards a set of double doors at the end of the corridor. I thanked him and made my way in that direction, through the doors and then found my room. It was very basic, and some of the paint was peeling off the walls, but it was clean, at least. 
 
    
 
   I sat down on the edge of the bed, and tested it’s firmness. It felt as though it might break at any second! I sighed a deep sigh and began to take out my sleeping bag. When I had researched the hostel on the internet I noticed that it had showers, but I certainly didn’t feel like trying them out in the middle of the night. Instead, I slipped out of my jeans and coat, and slid into my sleeping bag, before lying down (slowly and carefully) on the bed. It had been an exhausting few hours, not to mention stressful, so I was glad to finally get some rest. Before long, the distant sounds of traffic outside, and the thud of footsteps coming from other guests inside the hostel gradually began to fade.  I slipped into a deep and restful sleep – allowing my dreams to take me to strange and disturbing places. 
 
    
 
   I was running down a long, dark corridor with a door at the end of it. I don’t know what I was running from, but I did know that it was chasing me. The faster I ran, the more it seemed to gain on me and the further away the door seemed. I felt a rising sense of panic, and tried to cry out but no sound came from me. It was as if I were trying to run underwater! Then suddenly a figure appeared in front of me, and I crashed headlong into his chest. I felt strong arms enveloping me, squeezing me tight, so that all the fear and frustration melted away. I could hear his heart beating in his chest, and hear his heavy breathing. Then I felt his hands sliding over my body – tugging at my clothes. 
 
    
 
   It was so vivid and real! I could actually feel him as he pulled against the fabric of my clothes, tugging down my skirt so that my bare legs were exposed to the cold air. I couldn’t see his face, but that didn’t matter. I was more concerned with his hands than his face...
 
    
 
   “You’re a bad girl” I heard a distant voice say, and I suddenly opened my eyes... and screamed.
 
    
 
   A hand was immediately clasped over my mouth to quiet me, and I squealed as I realised who it was that was manhandling me this way. My stepdad peered down at me with a strange look in his eyes, studying my face as he hushed me.
 
    
 
   “Don’t make a sound” he whispered. There was no threatening tone in his voice, but somehow it was still authoritative. I knew I had to do what he said.
 
    
 
   He removed his hand and I gasped. I wanted to scream and shout, but something about the way he was looking at me made me remain silent and still. All I could do was scowl at him, feeling my heart racing. It was then that I noticed that my sleeping bag had been pulled down, and I was lying beneath him wearing nothing but a skimpy vest top and my panties.
 
    
 
   "What are you doing here?" I whispered, rage emanating from my voice "have you been following me you psycho?"
 
    
 
   My stepdad chuckled and bent low, over me so that his face was just a few inches from mine. He had one hand pressed firmly on my shoulder, pinning me to the bed -- and used his other to gently stroke my cheek. I should've recoiled at that, but instead I felt my stomach do a somersault at his touch. I gasped again, but made no sound of protest.
 
    
 
   "Of course I followed you" my stepdad whispered, his lips just inches from mine "I had to make sure you were safe. There are a lot of bad men in the world, Sally. A lot of men who would take advantage of you, given the chance...”
 
    
 
   His lips were just centimetres from mine now; I could feel his breath gently grazing my sensitive skin as he spoke. This was a strange and frankly surreal situation to be in, but for some reason it felt right. I felt my anger dissipating completely as he spoke, and became more and more aware a rising heat between my legs. At that moment, the man looming over me wasn't my stepdad anymore. He was concerned, kind stranger with a soothing voice and strong hands.
 
    
 
   I licked my lips, and inhaled sharply as he pressed his mouth against mine. I knew it was coming, yet is still surprised me to actually feel it. His mouth was rough, and I could feel his stubble grazing my chin as he slid his tongue into my mouth. I couldn't believe what was happening, so I simply laid there and allowed him to kiss me -- sliding his tongue over my own in smooth, passionate strokes. I couldn't believe I was kissing my stepdad! And I couldn't believe it was causing my pussy to get very, very wet.
 
    
 
   My stepdad shifted position, half straddling me with his knee between my legs and one knee resting on the bed. He pressed his groin up against me, and I could feel his huge erection through his pants. He was hard and ready to me; I could tell he was particularly excited because he was trying to keep his breathing regular, and failing. He kissed me with a deep sense of urgency now, and pressed down onto my body with the weight of his own, pinning me to the bed.
 
    
 
   It felt so wrong to be doing this! I felt ashamed of myself by the way I was letting him carry on. But deep down I knew that I wanted it. My pussy was aching in my panties, desperate to be touched and fondled by his strong hands. At that moment I wanted my daddy to touch my pussy. I wanted him to feel how wet I was.
 
    
 
   Suddenly my daddy grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me up into a sitting position. I immediately took advantage of my freedom, and pulled my vest over my head -- revealing my firm and perfectly round trips. My daddy gasped as he gazed at me. He removed his shirt, and I too drank in the sight of this toned body. For a couple of seconds we stared at each other, like we were just realising the enormity of what was happening. But neither of us stopped it. Neither of us gave into the more rational side of our brains and stopped what's about to happen. 
 
    
 
   I licked my index finger and my middle finger, then ran them over my pink nipples, becoming more and more excited as my daddy watched. I could see the bulge of his cock straining against the fabric of his pants, and a gasped with delight when he undid his zipper and took out his huge, hard dick.
 
    
 
   "Fuck, I want you so bad right now” my stepdad whispered, causing me to go weak all over. I smiled at him, and bit my lip as I rubbed one hand against my chest and then slid my other down to my dripping, wet pussy. I took my panties to one side and slipped finger inside myself, groaning and gasping as my daddy looked on in delight. He began massaging his cock, grunting with satisfaction as I continued to finger-fuck myself in front of him. I knew what we were doing was wrong, but just didn't care. Something inside of me had broken that night, and I no longer felt like his stepdaughter. All I felt like was a horny little slut, who needed her daddy's cock -- badly!
 
    
 
   I didn't have to wait any longer to get my wish. All of a sudden, my daddy was on me -- pinning down against the bed and directing his thick, hard cock toward my sopping wet hole. He teased my opening with his swollen tip, dipping inside me a couple of inches and then cruelly drawing back out again. I couldn't take any more!
 
    
 
   "Daddy, please -- I want you to fuck me!" I gasped, grasping my daddy's bulging biceps and squeezing desperately. My stepdad's eyes flashed with excitement at my words. Hearing me plead like this must have turned him on even more, because he grabbed me by my hips and thrust all that he had into my tight, quivering pussy. I screamed with delight as I felt his balls slapping against my ass before he drew out and slammed back inside me with just as much force.
 
    
 
   I whimpered and wailed like a wounded animal as he slammed into me over and over again. There was a sharp pain in my tight cunt, as he stretched me out with this wide girth. I'd never taken cock as big as my daddy's before, and I couldn't believe how completely stretched out and full it made me feel. I found that I was clenching around him, as if my pussy was literally trying to draw him further inside of me. It just didn't make any sense at all, but I didn't bother questioning it. My pussy was hot and hungry, and all I wanted at that moment was for my stepdad to fuck me harder.
 
    
 
   I lifted up my hips, trying to get more friction against my hard clit. My stepdad slipped his hand beneath me and grabbed one of my ass cheeks, squeezing tight. He grunted with exertion as he continued to slam into me, and I couldn't help but gasp as I caught sight of the strange, animal expression on his face. It was like he had completely lost himself, the veins in his neck were standing on end in his muscles were bulging as he ploughed into me. I felt so tiny and vulnerable as he ravaged me, but that just turned me on all the more. I started grinding my hips up and down, riding his cock as if I was mounted on top of him.
 
    
 
   "You like the way Daddy's cock feels?" My stepdad growled, grasping my ass with his other hand now, so that he was holding my hips up for me. I whimpered an inaudible reply, struggling to control my breathing is he slammed into me over and over. My tits bounced up and down as he pummelled me, and I didn't know what to do with my hands so I simply grasped onto the mattress for dear life. Suddenly, the bed came crashing down to the floor -- but neither of us even seemed to notice.
 
    
 
   My stepdad took advantage of our new position, and quickly pulled out of me -- flipping me over onto all fours. My head was spinning and I couldn't concentrate on what was happening, but my thoughts were sharpened by a hard spank landing against my ass cheek. My breath caught in my throat and I bit my lip, feeling a strange rush of humiliation engulfing me. He was spanking me! He was spanking me like I was a naughty child!
 
    
 
   "You're a naughty girl Sally!" My stepdad growled, spanking me hard again -- this time so hard to I stumbled forward onto my forearms, my ass facing the ceiling. He was right. I was a naughty little girl. A naughty, filthy and disobedient little girl and I needed to be punished.
 
    
 
   "I'm sorry Daddy" I whimpered, slipping into the role seamlessly "I've been naughty. I need to be punished."
 
    
 
   My words worked my stepdad up into a frenzy, and he immediately grabbed my ass cheeks, pulling me back onto his cock. I let out a scream of pain, and snapped my head back over my shoulder to look at him. My stepdad had plunged his huge, fat cock deep into my virgin ass hole. The pain was unbearable, and I felt immediately delirious as he slid his entire length inside me and then slowly began to draw back out again. The pain literally took my breath away, and I couldn't speak to tell him. His eyes locked with mine, and he bit his lip before thrusting forwards again with more force -- causing me to squeal and drive beneath him.
 
    
 
   "This is what you wanted, Sally" my stepdad whispered, proceeding to ass-fuck me unrelentingly "you're a naughty girl, and you need to be punished! I'm going to fill you’re tight little ass with cum, and there's nothing you can do to stop me!"
 
    
 
   He was right. I was completely powerless beneath him. But after the first few initial and brutal thrusts, the pain in my ass began to subside. I was so turned on and completely taken by the situation that the pain in my ass suddenly seemed secondary to the searing heat coming from my pussy. I reached between my legs and began to pinch my hard clit, flicking at it and rolling it between my fingers as my stepdad slammed into my ass.
 
    
 
   Felt so dirty and degraded, but also utterly sexy and empowered same time. It felt delicious to be dominated in this way, and as I furiously rubbed my clit, I felt my orgasm beginning to rise up to the surface. My stepdad saw what I was doing, and to my delight he reached beneath me and stuffed his fingers into my cunt. I yelped with pleasure and continued the assault on my pussy, feeling my stepdad's cock swelling inside my ass.
 
    
 
   "Cum in my ass!" I cried, desperate to feel him release inside of me. My stepdad didn't need telling twice, and with a roar of satisfaction his cock erupted inside of me. Feeling the hot waves of spunk jetting up my ass sent me over the edge, and my pussy began to squirt. It was the longest and most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced, and by the end of it I was utterly delirious and completely drenched with my own juices.
 
    
 
   I sprawled forwards, panting and gasping for air and my stepdad flopped down on top of me, pressing me against the broken bed on the floor. Neither of us spoke for a while, we just concentrated on getting our breath back. I couldn't believe that I'd just given up my ass virginity to my own daddy! But although I felt dirty and ashamed, I noticed that now that it was over, I just could not stop smiling.
 
    
 
   "You know what, Daddy?" I said eventually, as he wrapped his arms around me and squeezed me tight "if that was supposed to be a punishment, then I think I'm going to be a naughty girl more often."
 
    
 
   I heard my stepdad chuckle, and he gently kissed me on top of the head before squeezing me tight once more.
 
    
 
   "Why change the habit of a lifetime?" He said, the humour noticeably coming through in his voice. I grinned to myself, and relaxed in his arms. A life traveling the road could wait. I suddenly felt that my life at home was about to get considerably more pleasurable.
 
    
 
    
 
   SWEET LOVE 
 
    
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   Nita’s love for her stepfather takes an unexpected turn when her mother pulls back from their oddly skewed familial relationship, leaving Nita and Lyle to their own devices more and more.  Nita’s questions spark an unusual desire within her, a desire that puts her in position to discover her [bookmark: _GoBack5]sweet love for her daddy…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Bedtime was the best part of the day for eighteen year old Nita Bainbridge.  She loved to go upstairs for her nightly shower, then shower and slip on the old and paper thin flannel nightgown that she had put on every night since she had turned fifteen.  It had been a birthday present from her stepfather, Lyle Hannover.  Nita had spotted the nightgown during a shopping trip and her mother, Althea Hannover, had turned up her nose at the garment and insisted on a frilly, girly teddy that Nita had not been comfortable with.  Lyle had noticed how much she liked the nightgown and bought it for her later.
 
    
 
   In the last six months Nita had started wearing the flannel gown with nothing underneath it, the soft fabric felt good against her skin, and especially on her nipples.  There were places in the fabric that were so thin that she could see right through it-and that was the biggest reason that she wore it so often now. Her crush on Lyle had begun to develop years before, but in recent months she had been aware that her mother’s treatment of Lyle was not that of a loving wife at all.  The two seemed to exist in separate worlds, simply tolerating each other.  Just a few months ago, Althea had moved all her belongings into the guest bedroom.  There had been no arguments, no fussing.  Nita had just come home one day and it had been already been done.  
 
    
 
   The buttons on her gown enclosed an opening that extended down below her breasts, and Nita rarely bothered to fasten any of them. After she noticed Lyle watching the gap as she moved, she stopped bothering with them at all.  It wasn’t long before Althea began to become involved in so many community groups and clubs that she was rarely home at all.
 
    
 
   “Where’s mom?” Nita asked one Friday afternoon towards the end of school. Lyle was sitting on his upholstered chair reading the newspaper.
 
    
 
   “Some Garden Club function in Atlanta,” he said absently, not even looking up.
 
    
 
   “Dad, aren’t you worried about mom cheating on you?”
 
    
 
   Lyle did look up this time, surprise on his handsome face.  Then he laughed and shook his head.  “Trust me baby, the very last thing I worry about is your mother cheating on me.  I doubt if she even remembers what sex is.”  He went back to reading the paper.
 
    
 
   “Daddy, don’t you and mom ‘do it’ anymore?”  Nita felt something stir deep in her belly.  She had never talked with Lyle about sex, and had never even hinted about her crush on him.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know if it’s even appropriate for me to discuss this with you honey-“
 
    
 
   “Why not?” Nita asked breathlessly, “I’m over eighteen, and I’m pretty sure I’ve heard worse in the locker room at gym class.”  She gave him her most adoring smile and sat on the ottoman, just inches from his muscular legs.  “If you tell me about it, I’ll tell you some of my stories,” she batted her eyes at him, hoping that the promise of trading her secrets for his would prove too much for him to resist.
 
    
 
   “Really,” Lyle said, uncrossing his long legs and laying the paper in his lap. “What could you possibly have to tell me that might make me share details about my intimate life with your mother?”
 
    
 
   Nita decided to go for broke.  “What if I tell you about the first time I gave somebody a blowjob?” she asked casually.  She was awed by the immediate rise in the front of his pants, which pushed the newspaper up a good four inches.
 
    
 
   The look on Lyle’s face was even more impressive.  His skin turned a bright red, and his breathing increased.  “Come on Nita, don’t tease me like that.  You’re too young-“he halted, totally at a loss for words.
 
    
 
   “You’ll never know,” Nita teased, “unless you start talking.”
 
    
 
   “Shit,” Lyle said.  “Let me think about this Nita, I’m not sure we should even be having this conversation.
 
    
 
   “There’s no rush daddy,” Nita said, adding a gentle sway to her hips as she walked towards the staircase leading to her upstairs bedroom.  “I’m ready to talk whenever you are.” Lyle watched her ass as she climbed the stairs slowly.  When she got upstairs, she covered her mouth and giggled.  Nita looked back towards the top of the stairs and made a decision.
 
    
 
   She stepped into the bathroom off the corridor and deliberately left the door open.  Slowly, she unbuttoned her blouse and dropped it in the hamper.  Reaching around behind her, she unfastened her bra and freed her very small perfectly shaped breasts.  Rubbing them caused her to moan slightly and made her nipples harden.  Nita glance towards the door and half turned that way in the hope that Lyle had come upstairs, but there was no one there.  Sighing, she stepped out of her skirt and panties, kicking them into the hamper with her blouse and bra.  Naked, she stretched and walked to the shower to turn on the water.  Maybe he would come upstairs by the time she was ready to get out.
 
    
 
   Pulling the frosted glass door behind her, Nita stepped into the welcoming hot stream of water as clouds of steam billowed around her. The soapy lather made her fingers slippery as they wandered down to her mound.  Nita kept it shaved smooth so that she didn’t look tacky in her bikini.  She shivered at the thought that the door was open and he might see her.  It was frightening to think he might catch her naked, and it was exciting too.  The wetness between her legs wasn’t all from the shower.
 
    
 
   Nita was a little nervous getting out of the shower, but she took a deep breath and stepped out.  Lyle wasn’t there, and she breathed a sigh, half in relief, and half in disappointment.  She dried off with a towel and peeked down the hallway to see if Lyle had come up.  The disappointment was deeper this time.
 
    
 
   Disheartened, Nita wrapped the towel around herself and walked to her bedroom. She dropped the towel at the foot of her bed and reached for the tired old gown.  “Nita?” Lyle called out and immediately covered his eyes.  “Jesus, I’m sorry Nita,” he said, backing out of her bedroom.
 
    
 
   “Daddy,” she called out, chasing him into the hallway. “Daddy, come back-“
 
    
 
   “Jesus Nita, I’m sorry, I didn’t know you weren’t dressed, I would never…” he broke off in mid-sentence.  She was staring at him, her nightgown held at her throat.
 
    
 
   “If I’d known you were coming in Daddy, I would never have picked it up,” she said softly, still holding the garment in her hand, but dropping it down by her hip.  Lyle’s burgeoning erection pressed urgently against his pants.
 
    
 
   It was impossible not to look at her perfection as she stood naked to his gaze.  Small taut breasts, tight flat belly, incredibly long legs-and she was shaved clean.  Lyle felt a lurch in his belly as he stared.
 
    
 
   Nita was aroused by the lust in his eyes and the bulge at his crotch.  Lyle was a strong, mature guy with a good body and a head full of dark wavy hair.  At this moment his blue eyes were devouring every inch of her exposed body, and to Nita, each glance felt like a caress.  Sex was not a new thing for her.  She had made out in the front seats of cars and fucked in the back seats.  The first blowjob she had ever given was to Jimmy Sansom and he had cum so fast she hadn’t had time to take her mouth off his cock when he exploded.  It had been salty and gooey, but she hadn’t minded-and he had been almost worshipful when she pretended that letting him cum in her mouth had been her intention all along.  But in her many experiences, this was the first time a man had seen her fully naked.  She loved the way Lyle was looking at her.
 
    
 
   She tossed the nightgown inside her room on the floor and held her hands out to Lyle, backing into her room slowly. There was no doubt in her mind what she was going to have to do to keep him from bolting away from her the first time his upper brain kicked in, and in spite of the fact that oral sex was not her favorite thing, the idea of sucking her daddy’s cock had some decidedly kinky overtones and was outrageously arousing.
 
    
 
   “Come here daddy,” she whispered, falling back onto her bed.  Lyle seemed to be moving in a trance, as if he was moving across the bottom of a pool filled with jello.  He sat beside her on the bed and Nita drew his hands to her bare flesh, sliding one hand to her small breasts and the other to the heat between her legs.  She spread wide, welcoming his searching hand and groaned audibly when he began to tweak her hardening nipples.  Only then did her hand snake out to free his straining penis from his pants.
 
   It was far larger than anything she had encountered in young men her own age, and the angry red color of the head drew her magnetically.  She could feel Lyle’s hands, awash with her juices and steadily probing deeper inside her.  With a deep, contented groan, her moist lips closed over the top of his swollen glans.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god,” Lyle muttered as her tongue curled around his hard shaft. The first few flicks of her tongue were tentative, as if she was uncertain of what she was doing.  The realization that she was naked with her stepfather, her hands on his cock and balls, and her mouth feeding greedily on his erection swept over her and she felt the tremors of pleasure that were due to the sheer audacity of what she was doing.  It was wicked, wrong, forbidden, and altogether delightful. Her slim hands crept around his waist and pulled him closer as she gobbled at him.
 
    
 
   Oral sex for Nita had always been something she had done to please men.  This was something different, something wild that gave her a tremendous feeling of power as a woman.  As she sucked at him, she inhaled the faint scent of Lyle’s familiar cologne, and it brought back in a rush the hundreds of times this man had comforted her when she was sick, afraid, lonely, or just plain down in the dumps. Her heart swelled for him and his loving nature, and what they were doing changed somehow from a lark to something very serious.  She began to suck at him earnestly, wetly, taking as much of him inside her mouth and throat as she could.  Little mewling noises and whimpers of pleasure escaped her lips as she loved him.
 
    
 
   Lyle sensed the change, and he held on for dear life as Nita devoured his cock.  He reached for her hips and tried to swing them over his head so that he could lick her sweet pussy as she was pleasuring him. “No…first…first!” she panted, taking her mouth off him for the precious seconds it took to utter the words before she plunged him back into the depths of her throat.  She was fucking him with her throat now, there was no other way to describe what was happening.  Lyle lay back on the bed, his hands touching her precious breasts and stroking the flat surface of her belly.
 
    
 
   Nita was kneading his balls, squeezing them softly and marveling at their fullness in her hands.  For whatever the reason, it had become the focus of her life to give this man as much pleasure as she was capable of, and she was determined to let him know in every way that she could.  She took her mouth off him, fighting with herself to keep it off long enough to utter the words she needed to say.  Without taking her eyes off the straining penis in front of her eyes, she whispered to her stepfather.  “Did you know I wanted to be naked with you daddy?  Did you know how badly I wanted to take your dick in my mouth and suck you until you cum?”  Her tongue reached out to the base of his shaft and licked wetly all the way up to the tip.  Pursing her lips, Nita popped just the head in and licked frantically at the slit in the top.  “Are you going to cum for me daddy?” she asked.  “Are you going to spill that white sticky stuff in my mouth and let me play with it before I drink it down like honey?”  His cock surged in her hands like a live animal, and with a soft cry of joy she took him back into her mouth.  Her lips made munching motions as she took him deeper and deeper until her nose was pushing hard against his pelvic bone.
 
    
 
   Lyle looked down at his stepdaughter, her nude form arched over his penis, its full length buried in her throat.  The hot sucking wetness surrounding him was more than he could bear and his own back arched, his orgasm coming from the base of his spine.
 
    
 
   “I’m cumming baby girl!” he cried.  Nita’s lips fastened tighter, her need for his cum overpowering her need to breathe.  The sounds of passion coming from deep in her throat were primeval, earthy, and predatory.  This was what she desired, what she wanted more than anything on earth at this moment, and Lyle was going to give it to her.  She felt his hands go to the back of her head as he tried to push further into her mouth, but there was no more of him to go in.  The pressure was enormous, and Nita thrilled at the fucking motion of his hips, grabbing his ass cheeks and pushing her head forward to meet them.  She never expected to cum with him, but she did.  The unexpected fireworks in her head accompanied the veritable river of cum pouring into her throat.  Her hips flopped wildly as she squeezed her legs closed tight over her throbbing clit and her body doubled up as every cell in her body responded to Lyle’s orgasm.
 
    
 
   She finally had no choice but to take him out of her mouth so that she could breathe.  Panting heavily, thick white cum dripping out of her mouth and onto his belly, she stared in mute surprise at his slowly shrinking penis. This had not turned out at all the way she had expected.  “Oh daddy!” she exclaimed thickly.  She began to lick at the rivulets of cum still streaming from the tip, following the down to the flat plane of his belly, collecting the puddles and lovingly collecting them with her lush lips before swallowing them.
 
    
 
   Nita felt Lyle’s hands exploring her body, trying to tug her into a different position, to make it easier to get at her body.  “Uh-uh, daddy,” she whispered.  “My whole body is yours.  You can fuck me in the ass, you can pound my pussy, you can tell me to masturbate for you…I’ll do anything in this world you want me to.”  She sighed, her eyes still locked on his cock.  “But right now daddy, I just want to feel your sweet love.”  Her tongue flicked out and caught a dollop of thick cream she had missed.
 
    
 
    
 
   CHERISHED LOVER 
 
    
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   Gillian frequently felt as if she lived alone in her own little world.  Her mother was a distant soul and she had never known her real father.  She had remained shy around her stepfather Hugh, but she’d had a crush on him for years. When her mother became even more distant after Gillian’s eighteenth birthday Gillian reaches out to the only stable adult in her life, her [bookmark: _GoBack11]cherished lover…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The first time she came to him in the night, shivering in the thin cheap rayon nightie that he could see clear through, they both knew it was wrong.  The wispy panties had been so insubstantial that he could barely tell she had any on.  Their kisses had been timid at first, exploratory.  Her lips against his were soft and slippery, as if she had never kissed before, but she was a natural.
 
    
 
   The first time he traced the contours of her body, outside the nightie, she quivered with suppressed excitement and the need to be silent, but the way her head burrowed into his neck and the enthusiasm with which she parted her thin legs told him she wanted to feel his hands on her.  Her tentative first investigation of his cock through his pajama pants was nevertheless thorough and the silence surrounding them was punctuated by the sharp intake of her breath when she felt it move beneath her touch.
 
    
 
   She liked to turn the lamp on so that he could see her.  Though she was covered by the nightie, she knew very well that he could see her in great detail.  She found that it excited her very much for him to see her naked or nearly so, and she took every opportunity to make sure he could see as much as possible of her-especially when her mother was around.  Spreading her legs wide and pulling the crotch of her panties aside when her mother was facing in another direction, lifting her shirt to expose her bra or her bare breasts when only he could see her, bending over so that he could see down the front of her shirt, all these actions kept her in a constant state of arousal. Gillian was well aware that if they were caught, her stepfather would bear the brunt of the bad things that could happen. It was unlikely that he would go to jail, after all, she was over eighteen now, but he would be censured at work and mom would probably put him through a very public and acrimonious divorce.  Friends and family would all be aware of what they had done.  She would be forgiven, they would all believe he had taken advantage of her youth and inexperience, never suspecting that she had been the one to initiate contact when she had gone to his bed all but naked that first night and crawled in beside him.
 
    
 
   It had been her hands that guided and molded his to her small breasts.  It had been she who had first slipped the strap of her nightie down, baring a single breast and tugging his head down until his lips had encircled her tiny nipple.  Most of all, it had been her choice to slip her hand inside the fly of his pajamas and grip his thick, hard penis.  Hugh had never objected to any of it, his heart had pounded as loud and hard as hers as she took liberty after liberty.
 
    
 
   Lately, Gillian had been climbing into bed with him after lifting her nightie up above her naval, straddling the lump in his pajamas and rubbing the little nubbin of her clit against the bottom of his hardness.  She had made herself cum several times that way.
 
    
 
   Tonight was the first time they had been alone together in the house since she had started their little games.  Her mother was at church, chaperoning a ‘lock-in’ for teens under fourteen years old and would not be home before mid-morning the next day.
 
    
 
   Gillian slipped from beneath the covers on her bed when she heard her stepfather come upstairs to bed.  Her nipples stood erect as she bent over and slid her panties down around her ankles, kicking them silently to one side of the room.  Padding to her bedroom door in her bare feet, she slipped silently into the hallway.  Daddy’s door was partway open and she smiled to herself.  She knew he was hoping that she’d come to him.
 
    
 
   She sank to her knees beside the head of his bed and reached out to smooth the wavy salt and pepper hair that hung over one eye when he lay down.  “Can we?” she whispered, tracing a finger down his jaw to his chest.  Hugh lifted the covers and motioned for her to get inside.  Impulsively, Gillian reached for and switched on the small table lamp at Hugh’s bedside.
 
    
 
   The simple rayon nightie was translucent, and Gillian’s pale flesh was clearly visible beneath it as she stretched out beside Hugh on her hands and knees.  Her dark red, short bobbed hair hung down seductively over one eye as she posed for him, making sure that he had a good view of her lightly freckled body.  Her head was towards his feet as she lowered herself down on her left side and raised her right knee straight up.  The nightie rose above her hip, and Hugh was treated to a spectacular view of her shaved mound and the pink lips of her sex.
 
    
 
   She reached for the opening of his fly and lifted his swollen penis through it, her slim fingers delicately investigating the distended veins and slick hot flesh of the member.  One hand crept through his fly and cupped his heavy balls, lifting them out of his pajama bottoms and spreading them on top of the soft cotton material.  Her hot moist breath made the tiny hairs stir and rise on his cock.   Now words passed between them.  Delicately, as if she were trying to kiss a butterfly, Gillian leaned forward and her tiny pink tongue stabbed out timidly at the helmet shaped head and retreated back between into her wide generous mouth.
 
    
 
   With a smile of wonder on her face, her tongue quickly speared back out and her tongue curled around the base of his glans.  She breathed deeply of his musky man scent and the faint traces of his cologne.  Gillian’s nipples rose high and hard, pink in the lamplight as Hugh made a sighing sound deep in his chest.  His cock strained towards her parted lips, only his hips moving.  She knew what he wanted.  She wanted it too.
 
    
 
   As she bent her head forward and took the helmet shaped head between her pale pink lips, she felt Hugh’s hands on her thighs, pushing them further apart.  Just as her lips closed around the hot head of his cock, she felt his moist hot tongue spear between the lips of her own sex, his chin shoved up against the hard nubbin of her clit.  “Oh my god daddy!” she mumbled through her busy lips.  “Oh my god!”  Of their own volition, Gillian’s slender hips began to move.  Daddy’s tongue was creating feelings in her belly that she had never felt before.  She didn’t care what anybody thought, this felt too good to be wrong. Raising herself upright, squatting over his face, she crossed her arms and lifted the nightie over her head.  She had never been completely naked with him before, and it felt deliciously wicked. Looking down past her hard belly, she could see her daddy’s chin working as he speared her tight pussy with his tongue.  Eagerly, she bent her head back down and took the tip of his cock into her mouth.
 
    
 
   His tongue slid over the lips of her sex, and then his lips surrounded the nubbin of her clit and sucked on it lightly. Gillian’s eyes fluttered involuntarily and her stomach contracted.  The huge cock in her mouth forced her to breathe in through her nose as he drove her towards something much larger than the orgasms she had experienced in her bed when she was alone late at night.  This was huge, something as strong as the tides at the beach.  She took her mouth off him and gasped, her small hand squeezing his cock and jerking it rapidly.  It seemed to her that there was something else she needed to do and she was frantic to find out what it was and do it.  Daddy was making things happen in a hurry and it felt so incredible she never wanted it to stop.   Her hips jerked, and she tried hard to restrain them because she didn’t want to move her clit from his sucking mouth…it felt so good! 
 
    
 
   “Ahhh, god daddy, don’t stop! Stick your tongue inside!  Inside me please!”  Hugh cupped her ass cheeks in both hands and thrust his tongue inside her as far as it would go, swirling it around and tasting the fresh juices of his stepdaughter’s pussy.
 
    
 
   She scratched at his pajama bottoms, making him lift his hips as she pushed them down past his knees.  Gillian ran her small hands over his brawny thighs in frantic agitation and then grabbed his rigid cock in her eager hands, seeking the engorged head fervently with her soft mouth.  She parted her lips and plunged her head down on his shaft, taking him as deeply into her throat as she could without choking.  It was impossible to tell him how good his tongue felt inside her when she was sucking him, but she tried.  The vibrations from her garbled words tipped Hugh over the edge and his cum spilled into her mouth.
 
    
 
   She had always wondered how she would handle it when she finally let a boy cum in her mouth.  Blowjobs were not something new to her, though until now they had been hurried, furtive acts in the front seats of cars and once against a willow tree at a barbecue.  Always before she had sensed the eruption coming and taken her mouth off, watching the gluey stuff shoot out the tip. Almost all the guys she had blown had either begged her to let them cum in her mouth or had tried to hold her head in place, but she had refused because it seemed kind of gross to her.  What was happening now wasn’t gross at all.  Her daddy loved her, and his penis was swelling and shooting his essence inside her mouth, the thick cream coating the inside of her throat with its hot sticky wetness.  The taste was mostly bland, with a hint of the taste of honeyed almonds.  Surprisingly, Gillian felt an amazing upwelling of deep emotion at Hugh’s reaction to her willing acceptance of his cum in her mouth.  Closing her lips tightly around his shaft she smiled and swallowed enthusiastically.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god,” Hugh said, his hands lovingly caressing her hair and stroking her cheeks.  Gillian had crawled off of his face after she came, but had kept her mouth around his softening cock.  Not a single drop of his essence escaped her.  She marveled at his continued attention, basking in the glow of his affection.  “That was amazing,” he whispered.
 
    
 
   Giving the head of his cock one final lick, Gillian lifted her head to the hollow of his shoulder and rested it there.  She felt his arms close around her as he hugged her, and his hands moved across her skin tantalizingly.  Her own hand played in the light hair covering his chest as his fingernails traced arabesques on her flat belly, and she tossed her naked thigh across his, trying to get closer to him.  This was so much better, so much more intimate than racing to put her clothes back in order and the embarrassed silence that usually followed one her encounters with boys her own age.  For the very first time, a sexual act had made her feel like a woman, a powerful woman, rather than a shy novice.  She stretched like a cat, her fingers lazily dragging across his limp sex. Turning her face up to his adoring gaze she asked, “Can we do it again daddy?” Her hand rested flat on his cock, which already showed signs of recovering.
 
    
 
   Hugh was silent, but he hugged Gillian to him, loving the feel of her youthful nakedness against him.  He could feel the wetness of her pussy as she humped against his flank and he wanted desperately to be inside her.  What he didn’t know was if he dared.  A pregnancy at this time would destroy his life as he now knew it, but the prospect of going back to the way things were before Gillian had shown her feelings for him was bleak, perhaps too bleak.  “Honey, I don’t have any…”
 
    
 
   “We don’t need any daddy,” she whispered.  “I’m on the pill.”  She sensed his reluctance, but the need underlying the reluctance was as clear to her as if he had begged her outright to fuck him.  It was all the encouragement she needed.
 
    
 
   Swinging her leg the rest of the way over him, Gillian straddled his semi-hard penis and centered her clit on the burgeoning shaft.  The lips of her sex parted and her juices lubricated them both.  Her hands were planted on his chest, and she used them to steady herself as she slid her hips back and forth, using his cock to masturbate.  Dreamy eyed, she fell forward just a bit when Hugh’s hands cupped her breasts, and her rigid nipples dug into the palms of his strong hands. This was so much better than her own fingers, so much more sexual.  The groans coming from daddy’s throat gave her an extra kick that she hadn’t anticipated.  The ball of heat in her belly was growing, and it was clear to her that tonight would be the night.  She was going to fuck her daddy, to take his big cock inside her!  More than anything in the world she wanted to be filled by him. Tonight it was just Gillian and Hugh, her cherished lover naked together in her bed. She slowed the movement of her hips in the hopes of holding back the tide of her impending orgasm, but slowing her movements somehow just made the feeling that much more intense. With a low moan, Gillian came again.  Her head hung down, and her short dark red hair brushed across Hugh’s chest as she babbled at him.  “Good…so good daddy…ahhh god daddy, stick it in me!  Fuck me please daddy, I want to feel your dick inside me,” her voice got lower as the strength of her climax increased.  She changed the angle of her rocking hips slightly and felt the tip of his cock slip inside her.  It felt huge, by far the largest one she’d ever had inside her.  It stretched her, but the tightness felt delicious as her inner muscles clamped down around his thickness and began to squeeze it.  The orgasm she was already having before he entered her was spiraling out of control.  Her eyes rolled up in her head and she felt the fireworks and explosions she had read about in books but never dreamed were real.  She collapsed on her daddy’s chest, totally spent.
 
    
 
   They lay together in the semi-darkness, sweating heavily from their exertions.  Gillian knew now that things would never be the same again…she would never feel alone as long as she had her cherished lover, her daddy.
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  

DESIRE'S EDGE
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Belinda had no idea when she went to work in the morning that perversion would ensnare her before the end of the day.  Not only would it catch her in it’s terrible jaws, it would capture her sweet and innocent husband as well.  She had no idea how much her life would change when she was pushed beyond desire’s edge…
 
    
 
   
Belinda’ s caught in her throat as Preston Jennings pressed his erection against the crack of her ass through the thin dress she wore.  It was driving her wild even though the act it promised was a taboo so strong that she and her husband had never even discussed it. Right this moment, bent over the copy machine in the copy room of her office, she wanted nothing more than she wanted to strip naked for this handsome young turk and have him thrust that hard erection of his deep into her ass.
 
    
 
   Belinda Harrison had never dreamed of cheating on her husband.  Her sex life was quite satisfactory, thank you.  Once a week she lifted her nightgown and allowed her loving husband to stick his erection inside her and thrust away until he flooded her with his seed.  It gave her a warm and pleasant feeling inside to feel Luke collapse on her small breasts, spent.  She loved to hold him in her arms, knowing she had conquered the beast inside of him once more. The feelings generated by Preston’s attentions were alien to her, but they were so powerful that they were driving her to distraction.
 
    
 
   Keeping her head down and trying to avoid eye contact with Preston, Belinda hurried from the copy room.  Holding her breath and hoping the wet spot on her panties hadn’t leaked through the back of her dress, she managed to reach the ladies room and close a stall door behind her.  The feeling between her legs was driving her crazy, and she pulled her panties down around her ankles and sat on the toilet.  The whatever it was between her legs was unbearable and she tentatively put her fingers there…the feral heat and wetness there was also alien to her as well, but the feeling of her fingers on her clit was exquisitely pleasureable.  Before she was able to react she was in the throes of the first orgasm of her life.
 
    
 
   To look at her no one would expect Belinda to be a stranger to sexual pleasure.  Long blonde hair cascaded around her sculpted neck and shoulders in a cloud of brilliance.  Her body was a work of art, slender and shapely, with pillowy breasts that were a tad larger than one would expect on so slender a frame.  With her long legs and dainty feet, she was an artist’s dream. 
 
    
 
   Safely at her desk, she raised her eyes and glanced at Preston in his cubicle.  He was an awful flirt, always touching the office women, though none of them ever raised an objection.  In fact, most of the women were as busy trying to touch him as he was trying to fondle them.  The younger women, married and unmarried, were always pressing their breasts against his arms or his back, and when their hands touched him, they lingered a lot longer than was absolutely necessary.
 
    
 
   Lately, however, Preston had been focusing on the aloof and unreachable Belinda.  His attentions were unwanted, but impossible to ignore.  Unfortunately, the ‘unwanted’ part of the impossible equation was rapidly crumbling before the onslaught of his attentions.  Belinda began to daydream about his ‘thing’ pushing against her forbidden areas, and his forearms and the backs of his hands brushing against her breasts.  Her panties were constantly sopping wet, and she was in a constant state of upset…it was driving her to the brink of madness because she didn’t know how to deal with it.  She didn’t dare talk to Luke about it, she didn’t know how he would react to Preston’s outrageous flirtations.  Belinda had no friends among the office women, and she didn’t know where to turn.
 
    
 
   It came to a head in the late afternoon  when almost everyone had gone home.  Belinda was trying desperately to finish the work she had been too befuddled to finish during the regular work day.  She didn’t hear Preston come in the copy room, but she suddenly noticed that the door was closed…and she had most definitely left it open.  She turned around and all the color drained from her face as the breath froze in her lungs.  Preston was standing behind her with his pants in his hand, and his large erect cock standing erect.  Belinda quickly turned around, but not before Preston had noticed her nipples springing erect.
 
    
 
   When she turned away, he closed the distance between them in an instant, his hands cupping her breasts and his hard cock rubbing insistently against the crack of her ass.  Belinda was rigid with both fear and excitement, and she was frozen between the edge of desire and the self loathing for her unnatural response to his attentions.  She was trembling visibly when her body finally betrayed her.
 
   She turned in his arms, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she reached for her blouse and ripped it open.  His lips crushed down on hers in savage sweetness as his big hands sought the fastener of her bra.  He couldn’t open it and she simply lifted it above her breasts, exposing them to the heated gaze of the only man other than her husband who had ever seen them. Once his hot hands were clutching at her breasts, her own shaking hands tentatively grasped his swollen organ.  A low moan escaped her lips as she felt the heat and the hardness of him.  He was longer and thicker than Luke was, and the thing felt alive in her hands.  Unable to contain herself any longer, she turned once again in his arms and pulled her wet panties down to her ankles.  Grasping his iron hard cock, she guided him between the cheeks of her ass.  “Do me,” she gasped.
 
    
 
   Thrilled at her final surrender, Preston thrust forward only to find his way to her pussy blocked by her hand.  “No,” she said, gripping his cock with demonic strength, guiding it to the puckered rosebud of her ass, “here.”  Her voice was low and guttural, and sounded as if it was coming from someone else.  There was a considerable amount of precum on the head of his cock, and she rubbed the tip around to spread it.  She tugged him into her, the thick glans making an audible “pop” when her ass closed around it. Her low moan started again, rising in pitch as she balanced the pain and the pleasure.  Unable to restrain himself, Preston groaned and emptied his load inside the dry heat of her ass.  Belinda screamed “No!” and refused to allow him to pull out of her.  He was young, and he was still hard.  Belinda pushed back, using his cum as a lubricant and forcing his hard cock deep inside her ass.  The only way to describe what happened next would be to say that Belinda went ballistic.  It was all Preston could do to hold onto the frantically orgasming woman.  “Don’t stop you bastard!” she screamed.  It was the dirtiest, most guttural thing she cold think of to say.
 
    
 
   Belinda’s mind had left her and she was possessed by a woman who wanted to be a dirty, slutty whore and she didn’t have the vocabulary to express herself.  “Oh fuck!” Preston gasped, and Belinda picked up on his word as soon as he said it.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, yes, that’s it Preston, fuck me!” Her hips writhed and rotated as she wrung another load from his cock.  His orgasm was punctuated by her own, as Belinda screamed an animal howl expressing her sudden and unutterable lust.  Preston was so shaken that he sank to the floor.  He was petrified that someone had to have heard them, but no one came to the copy room door.
 
    
 
   Belinda’s timidity came back as soon as she regained her breath.  Crying, she did her best to gather her clothes together, but it was hopeless, she had torn them in her excess of lust.  She sat on the floor cross legged and her tears became a flood.  Preston, in a display of wisdom beyond his years, took her into his arms and let her cry herself out.  It was more than half an hour before she settled enough for him to talk to.
 
    
 
   For the very first time the two of them spoke as friends.  He was calming and quieted her as best he could.  When she was calm, Preston went to the break room and came back with a trench coat someone had left there.  He draped it around her and helped her fasten the front and then kissed her gently.  Helplessly, he watched her slowly walk to her car.  He was a very somber young man as he dressed himself and locked up the building for the night.
 
    
 
   Belinda was unable to contemplate not telling Luke about what had happened.  She had lied to him or hidden anything from him, though she was tempted not to say anything about this.  Try as she might, she couldn’t justify hiding this.  Her problem became one of how to explain it to him…she was terribly afraid that Luke would decide from her appearance that she had been raped.  It was true that Preston’s attentions were unasked for and unwarranted…but when it had progressed to a certain point, she had become the aggressor. Remembering how she had used gutter language and begged Preston to fuck her in the ass, she became both ashamed and aroused.
 
    
 
   Luke was waiting for her as she entered the house, and he looked quizzically at the raincoat she wore.  Composing herself as best she could,  Belinda went to the kitchen and poured two stiff drinks from a bottle of whiskey that they kept for visitors.  Before capping the bottle to put it back up, she took a deep swallow of the fiery liquid.  Coughing and choking, she collected the two glasses and went back to sit beside her husband.
 
    
 
   He knew something serious was afoot, Belinda rarely took a drink, and then only at night on a special occasion.  Belinda prepared him as well as she was able, telling him of Preston’s flirtations with the other girls in the office, and then about his flirtatious actions with her.  She was very specific in pointing out that what had happened was as much her fault as it was Preston’s.  She had no doubt that he would have stopped if she had told him to. Unable to look into Luke’s eyes, she calmly recited exactly what had happened between her and the handsome young man at work.  When she was finished, she was afraid to look up for fear of Luke’s anger, or worse, his hurt. In fact, he was neither.
 
   A semi familiar slapping sound was coming from Luke’s direction and she glanced up briefly.  When she did she got the second shock of her life.  Luke had pulled out his cock and was masturbating…right out in the living room with the lights on!
 
    
 
   “Tell me again,” Luke rasped, “tell me every little detail about it, and don’t leave anything out!” The last was barked out as a command, an order to leave out no tiny detail.  Luke was obviously excited, and his penis had swollen larger than she’d ever seen it.  Helplessly, Belinda watched her husband masturbate openly for the first time.  It came to her then that she had heard that sound before, when Luke was in the bathroom with the doors shut.
 
    
 
   In spite of her trepidation about talking over the incident, Luke’s open and obvious excitement over her story struck a responsive chord in her own rearranged psyche, and she started over, elaborating on Preston’s frottage (rubbing his cock in the crack of her ass while she was still dressed), and elaborating on how it made her feel.  If Luke was so brazen as to show his excitement about his wife having sex with another man, she certainly wasn’t going to pretend she didn’t like it…as a matter of fact, she would give him details that would likely make him jealous or angry.  A little bit of resentment made her decide to be particularly graphic as she described the huge size of Preston’s cock and how it had made her feel.  Instead of making Luke jealous, he pressed her to describe the event in even greater detail.
 
    
 
   Luke’s face became redder and redder, his excitement obvious as she talked.  Her resentment built as well, and she cast off the raincoat, allowing Luke to see her ass Preston had seen her.  Luke groaned when he saw her torn blouse, and he made her lift her bra and pull down her panties, just as she had described in her story. After the third time through the full story, Belinda leaned towards her husband and whispered the dirtiest thing she could think of.  “I wanted him to put it in my mouth, Luke, I wanted to taste him.” She’d had no such thought, and she’d never shown any inclination to try oral sex…it was something that good girls never talked about, though she’d overheard a couple of bad girls talk about it enough to decide that it was too disgusting to even think about.
 
    
 
   When she made up the final detail, Luke’s cock exploded, sending a larger load of cum spraying out the end of his cock than she had believed he would have inside him.  It covered her face, her eyes and got in her hair.  Instead of disgusting her, Belinda plunged her fingers inside her soaking pussy, threw back her head, and howled as she had when Preston had made her cum.
 
    
 
   Wallowing in her own perverse decadence, Belinda looked deep in her husband’s eyes and wiped a thick glob of his cum from her face.  Her eyes still locked with Luke’s, she lifted the thick white gobbet to her tongue and licked it off deliberately.  It was slightly salty, but really rather bland. Discovering that the taste was bearable, she bent her head to Luke’s still erect penis and licked at the cum covered head very tentatively, eventually becoming bold enough to frame the slit on top of the big head with her lips and suck at it.  Within seconds, Luke was cumming again, though she managed to get her head out of the way first.
 
    
 
   Luke’s eyes were glazed with unfamiliar lust, and Belinda grabbed and stroked his penis as it grew again before her eyes. For the first time, Belinda threw off all her clothes in a room that wasn’t a bedroom or a bathroom, exposing her nude body to her husband’s eyes in full light, daring him to look at her.  She crawled onto his lap and straddled his cock, taking him inside her pussy and feeling it sink into her…in the middle of their brightly lit living room.  
 
    
 
   As she rode him brazenly, she heard him breathe into her ear, “I want to watch him fuck you baby, you’ve got to bring him home with you!”
 
    
 
   The lights seemed to go dim and she became dizzy as orgasm after orgasm racked her slender frame.   Instead of being furious, her husband wanted her to do it again…in front of him! It was outrageous…and she was suddenly transported beyond the edge of desire and into something more dangerous and exciting than she had ever known.
 
    
 
   NAKED HEAT
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS: 
 
    
 
   Bonnie Gentry and her husband Lester have already passed through the stage where they begin seeking ways to spice up their sex life.  The swinging scene was fine for a while, but turned out to be too much trouble for them to handle on a regular basis.  It takes a night of naked heat on the sands of Panama City Beach to reveal to them the next step in their journey.
 
    
 
    
 
   Bonnie Gentry, soccer mom extraordinaire, loving wife, and active member of the PTA, harbored dark secrets behind her façade of All American Mom. She and her husband Lester had years before gone through the period of married life where they had tried sexual exploration as a means to spice up a sex life which had become routine and boring.  Still deeply in love, they had tried and enjoyed swinging for a while.  After a short time, the novelty had worn off and they had turned to other things, though they still had a few couples that they occasionally partnered with.
 
    
 
   A slender, attractive, and youthful looking brunette with a flowing black mane of hair and green eyes in her mid thirties, she looked like anything but a soccer mom. Bonnie had discovered while they were swinging that she had a serious penchant for being watched, especially when Lester was doing the watching. She had discovered that being watched was a special thrill for her during a double date with another couple.  She had enjoyed dancing close with Tom, husband of her very close friend Vivian, and blatantly causing him to come erect by rubbing against his cock on the dance floor while Vivian sat in Lester’s lap and watching them.  Each time Bonnie and Tom returned to the table, Tom was embarrassed by his huge erection, which he was unable to hide.
 
    
 
   Vivian had been the one to suggest they go to a strip club, and she and Bonnie had ridden in the back seat during the ride over to the club, whispering and giggling in the back seat as the men chatted up front.  Both women were bisexual, and what happened later was partially Vivian’s fault because she had been pinching Bonnie’s nipples and teasing her pussy throughout the short ride.  When the four of them took a seat in the strip club, Bonnie was already wet and ready  for anything.
 
    
 
   The strippers loved to tease affluent married couples, and the four of them were constantly surrounded by girls offering lap dances.  Lester and Tom were in their glory, but Bonnie had become fascinated with a young soldier who was sipping at  a beer and watching longingly the near naked women who were dancing for people with more money than he had.  In short, he looked like what he was, a lonely young man far from home with an income insufficient even to buy himself companionship for a few minutes.  Bonnie’s heart went out to him.
 
    
 
   “If you feel so sorry for him,” Vivian said, well into her fourth vodka martini, “Why don’t you take him in the back parking lot and suck his cock?”  The two men laughed at Vivian’s semi drunk comment, and Lester chimed in.  
 
    
 
   “Back parking lot hell baby, why don’t you blow him right here where we can watch?”  It was a challenge that Bonnie couldn’t refuse. Carefully, she unbuttoned her blouse as far as she dared without risking getting arrested, shaped her hair quickly by running her fingers through it, and chewed on her lips to make them redder and appear fuller.  She stood up and walked towards the soldier with a sway in her stride designed to attract any man’s attention.
 
    
 
   She walked up beside him and bent over to whisper in his ear, making certain that he had a clear view down the front of her blouse, where her firm unfettered breasts were on full display for his pleasure.  
 
    
 
   “My husband said I didn’t have the nerve to suck your cock right in here in the club, and I’m here to prove him wrong,” Bonnie said with a grin.  She nipped at his ear gently with her teeth.  “Are you game?”
 
    
 
   The soldier was too young to be suspicious, and he quickly stood up, offering Bonnie the chair next to his with a wide grin on his face.  Bonnie had grinned back at him and pushed him to a more dimly lit table, arranging him so that Lester, Tom, and Vivian had a clear view of his lap while remaining hidden from most of the club.   Bonnie pushed him back in his chair and looked around before dropping her head to his lap.  Reaching for his zipper, Bonnie felt him become very still as she freed his penis from his jeans.  She looked up to see Lester’s eyes burning into her own, and she opened her lush lips and sucked  the tip of the man’s cock inside her mouth.  Lester’s lips were parted too, and Bonnie could see the excitement on his face…as well as the erection in his pants.  
 
    
 
   The young soldier’s cock was not any more than six inches long, and Bonnie took his length easily into her throat, milking his shaft by making swallowing motions with the muscles there.  He was evidently unfamiliar with that particular pleasure, because the inexperienced cock was thrusting rapidly and eagerly into the warm moist cavern of her mouth and he was grunting and groaning with enthusiasm. Bonnie’s eyes were still fixed on Lester’s as she tried to make the young man cum as quickly as possible.  When she felt the impending orgasm, Bonnie pulled back so that Lester, Tom, and Vivian could watch the thick stream f hot cum jet into her mouth in huge spurts.  When it was over, Bonnie climbed onto the young man’s lap, cradling his head to her all but exposed breasts and allowing him to play with them for a short while before returning to her place between Lester and Tom.
 
    
 
   “Did you like the show?” she asked provocatively, her hands passing over their cocks as she spoke.  
 
    
 
   Her voice was a little unsteady, the experience headier and more exciting than she had anticipated.  She was dripping wet, and both men were rigid.
 
    
 
   “That was hot as hell!” Vivian breathed, “I’ve got to try it.”  She looked around, but didn’t see anyone who particularly impressed her, nobody she wanted.  “Fuck it,” Vivian said, “let’s go out on the beach!” They left the club together, and strolled across the highway to the beach.
 
    
 
   Vivian, a petite redhead with skin like cream and a slight scattering of freckles across the bridge of her nose, was bustier than Bonnie.  She delighted in showing off her tits at every opportunity, and Bonnie envied the tiny woman her larger breasts.  When they reached the beach Vivian casually lifted her shirt above her head and then reached behind her back to unfasten her bra.  A group of teenaged boys passed by on their way to a bonfire lit volleyball game a couple of hundred yards down the beach.  When they saw Vivian’s naked breasts they stopped, their mouths gaping. “Jesus Christ,” one of them gasped.
 
   Vivian chuckled deep in her throat, a deliciously wicked sound as she walked towards them, her tee shirt casually dangling from her fingertips.  “Do you like what you see boys?” she asked in a low voice.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Christ!” Bonnie heard, and she could have sworn it was the same voice she had heard earlier. Vivian reached out and grabbed a pair of hands, tugging them to her soft mounds and sighing with pleasure as the boys fondled and sucked her breasts.
 
    
 
   “Come on boys,” Vivian trilled, “There’s enough for everybody.”  She was surrounded, and she seemed to love it too.  Lester and Tom were excited as well, Bonnie could tell by the hardness of their respective cocks, which she had her greedy hands squeezing as the trio watched Vivian getting swamped with attention.
 
    
 
   “She’s in her glory,” Bonnie whispered, “just look at that face!”
 
    
 
   “She doesn’t look any happier than you did with that soldier’s cock in your mouth,” Lester said quietly to his wife just before he kissed her.  “It’s kind of hot watching you seduce a young guy like that…I never really just sat back and watched you before.”
 
    
 
   “It made me hot too,” Bonnie confessed, “but I don’t know if it was just having you watch me or if it was partly because he looked s lonely and unhappy.  It doesn’t really matter baby, I was doing it to excite you…me cumming was just a bonus.”
 
    
 
   Vivian was giggling and carrying on like a teenager with the boys, teasing them by dropping her shorts to the sand and wiggling her sexy ass at them as she backed towards the water.
 
    
 
   Tom roared with laughter as he heard Vivian taunting the boys.  “She either going to have to let them pull a train on her or she’s going to start a riot!”
 
    
 
   “Did you ever want to watch your wife get gang banged Tom?” Lester asked.
 
    
 
   Bonnie felt her nipples rising, Lester having scraped the cover off one of her carefully concealed fantasies. “Have you ever wanted to watch me get gangbanged Lester?” she asked softly.
 
    
 
   “Do you have an itch you need scratched baby?” Lester asked her teasingly, running  his hands over her clothes,  “I think it would make me hot out of my mind to watch you getting gangbanged…as long as it was making you horny.”
 
    
 
   “Watching Vivian right now is making me want to fuck baby, I need it,” she whispered urgently.  He patted her on the ass and shoved her towards the crowd of boys.  With a deep thrill in the pit of her stomach, Bonnie approached the young men who were enthusiastically touching Vivian all over.
 
    
 
   Bonnie finally got the attention of one of them by dropping her clothes off on the sand and kneeling before him, legs spread wide and her mouth open.  Eagerly one of the boys stuffed his erect cock in her mouth, and almost as quickly stiff hard cocks were placed in her willing hands.  The last time she paid any attention to Lester, he was slowly masturbating as he watched her and Vivian get swarmed.  Bonnie was suddenly completely covered with the hot slippery bodies of young college age boys. If there is such a thing as Nirvana, she thought, I am there.
 
    
 
   One enterprising young man lay on his back and wiggled his way between her legs until the tip of his swollen organ was pressing against her clit…Bonnie ground down on him madly, needing the void in her pussy filled desperately.  When she felt another hot skinned body slip behind her, the excitement level shot through her head like a rocket…soon she would feel a hot young cock inside her ass at the same time.  She writhed like a madwoman in anticipation, but what happened was even more of a surprise, and a radical turn on.
 
    
 
   She whimpered as she felt the thick, eager cockhead rubbing against the puckered rosebud of her ass, bending forward to make it easier for him to penetrate her.  He missed the wildly moving hole and instantly Bonnie was swept away in a frenzy of unmitigated lust…there were two hard penises inside her pussy.  In deepest recesses of her darkest fantasies she had never dreamed of this particular perversion, but Bonnie knew with certainty this would not be the last time she practiced it.  The sensation was beyond her ability to describe.  Her orgasms, and there were many, blossomed in her head like fireworks on the fourth of July.  Her cries of “Fuck me! Yes, Yes, YES!” cracked across the sound of the waves and interrupted even the noisy volleyball game.  Bonnie was unaware that Vivian had stopped to see why her friend was making such a racket, and was staring with patent envy as the two heavy cocks stroked in and out of her. The entire volleyball game had suspended as the group came to watch the two women take on the entire group.  Lester and Tom found themselves surrounded by enthusiastic volleyball players substantially younger than themselves.
 
    
 
   Lester felt a small hand on his penis and looked down into a set of liquid brown eyes in the head of an exceptionally beautiful girl just out of high school. Watching him closely, she dipped her head to his swollen cock, her lips parted and her hot breath sending chills through his body.  “Is that your wife in the middle of all those boys?” she asked.  Lester nodded.  “You’re not afraid she will leave you for one of those pretty boys?” she smiled as if she knew his answer already.  He shook his head no.  “I like that in a man,” she said as she put her sweet mouth around his rigid cock.  Lester couldn’t hear her catlike purr of pleasure as she sucked him, but he could feel it all the way to his spine.  Without taking her mouth from him, she slowly helped him to strip away her clothes.  When all that was left on her was wadded up around her neck, she took her mouth off him and crawled up into his lap.
 
    
 
   She raised her arms high and slipped the wadded remainder over her head at the same time her incredibly tight pussy closed around his cock.  She nestled her head into the hollow of his neck and began to fuck him with a gentle rocking motion. Her body fitted tightly against his, their bodies slick with sweat. The humming or purring, whichever it was, never stopped.
 
    
 
   Vivian’s disappointment at Bonnie’s good fortune soon gave way to rampant desire as she felt a rather small cock nuzzling against the tight ring of her ass.  Before she could warn him to go slowly she felt the thin cock slip inside her, and narrow or not, her ass felt pleasantly stuffed and there was a minimal amount of pain.  Before she could shriek out her pleasure, the cock in her mouth began to spit its treasure over her tongue and she was too busy swallowing to acknowledge the pleasure she felt.
 
    
 
   The two policemen, their uniforms neat and pressed, their shoes shined brightly, and their hair cut neatly stood in the parking lot above the sandy beach looking down at the now nearly all nude melee below them. The older one looked at the younger one and shook his head.  “We’ve got three choices son.  We can go down into the naked heat on that beach and arrest every fuckin’ one of ‘em…that’s what we should do.  We can go down into the naked heat on that beach and get naked with them and fuck until we get caught or get too tired to fuck any more.  That’s what I’d like to do. The last option we got,” the old cop sighed, “is to sit up here above the naked heat on that beach and hope that one or two a them nekkid chicks overflows up here with their mouths open an’ their legs wide an beggin’ for some cock an’ take pity on our poor unfortunate souls…hopin’ against hope some righteous citizen don’t call an’ complain that junior got a eyeful a titties on this here sinful and licentious stretch a happiness.”  He sighed and lit a cigarette under the disapproving glare of the recent Academy graduate beside him.
 
    
 
   “Which one are we going to do, sir?” the young cop asked.
 
    
 
   Jesus, Mary, and Joseph the older cop thought, I wonder if he’s realized that even the county lock up ain’t big enough to hold all a them nekkid critters? “I’m pickin’ the third option,” the old cop said, squeezing his own erection and watching a tiny dark girl riding the lap of some lucky bastard as old as he was.
 
    
 
   The young cop sighed and acted impatient, but inwardly he was gratified that they could stay and watch the fun.
 
    
 
   
 
  

SURRENDER TO ME
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Edie has it all, including the world’s most perfect husband. The only flaw in his otherwise perfect character is that he doesn’t have that command presence, that hint of the bad boy that every woman needs no matter how much she denies it.  The need varies from woman to woman, but Dylan’s total lack has denied her much of the pleasure her sex life should have been filled with.  Everything changes when she finally hears the words she has longed for.  “Surrender to me…”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Edie Foster loved her husband.  He was solid, dependable, handsome as hell with his muscular good looks and his lean, hard body…but he was so easygoing and even tempered that sometimes he was, well, just too good for her.  She loved the feel of his smooth skin against hers, the feel of his perfect lips as he kissed her lips and breasts.  The feel of his long thick cock never failed to make her cum. As soon as she told him to stop doing whatever he was doing and fuck her, he always complied immediately. And therein lay the problem.
 
    
 
   When she regarded her private feelings about her relationship, she felt like a true fool.  When she confided inCeleste, her very closest friend in all the world, she had been chided and laughed at.  “What are you Edie?  Are you nuts?  You have the most perfect and beautiful man in the world, a guy who will do anything to make you happy, and you’re unhappy with him?” There was no help from her best friend. Or her mother.
 
    
 
   After years of hiding her admittedly minor problem with her husband, Edie decided to accept the fact that she was a fortunate woman and let it go at that.  She could indulge her fantasies through books and movies and the internet, masturbating in private when Dylan was not at home.  She didn’t notice, but Dylan did, that her performance and enjoyment in their marriage bed, seemed to fall off a bit and their sex became lackluster.  He tried everything he knew to satisfy her, but nothing seemed to get her fired up.  The sex was still good, but it was flat, and to Dylan, unsatisfying.
 
    
 
   As with most people whose problems are not crises or decisions concerning life or death, this minor problem began to loom large in Dylan’s mind.  Soon he was stopping off for a single beer at a local watering hole every night.  It was at the watering hole that Celeste found him one evening, staring morosely at his beer.  She hugged him, as she always did the husband of her best friend, and asked him what was wrong.  His noncommittal answer told her that there was something seriously bothering him, and she immediately sat down and asked him to order her a drink. It took some probing, and the consumption of two Bushmill’s martinis (a peculiarity of his that she had learned over the years) before she pried the answer out of him.  He had no more than uttered the first words of his problem before she recognized the problem and started formulating a solution.  She let him keep talking until he was finished, because she had worked so hard to get him to open up.  When he was through, she reached into her purse and pulled out a small pocket sized notebook that she kept for making notes or lists.  She scribbled out the name of a popular book and its author and pushed it towards him.
 
    
 
   “Dylan, go and buy this book tomorrow and read it.  Do not take it home and do not let Edie see it.  This is very important honey,  I mean it.  If you read this book you will understand some things about Edie that you’ve never known.  I won’t violate a confidence by blabbing to you, but take my word for it, this book will solve your problems!”   Dylan stared at her for a long moment, and then he got up and made his way home.  He was skeptical that any book would contain an answer t his real problems, but he was getting desperate.
 
    
 
   He bought the book the next morning, and then locked himself in his office and began to read.  After the first hour he slammed the book down in a drawer and closed it.  “Bullshit!”  He muttered.  At lunch, he called Celeste.  “You’ve got to be kidding me!” he said.
 
    
 
   “Dylan,” Celeste said, “You’ve known me for years and you know that I love Edie like a sister.  Would I do anything to hurt her.” The silence on the other end of the line gave her the answer she needed.  “Read the book Dylan.”  She hung up.
 
    
 
   He was not a fast reader, and it took him two full days at work to finish.  He was still skeptical about this stuff working on Edie.  When he finished the book he did some research on his own on the internet, and he was much relieved that some of the stereotypical behavior of doms was not a true picture.  He didn’t have to be an asshole at all.  He could still treasure and spoil his wife, he simply had to deny her some of the things she asked for to please her.  He had a lot to learn about teasing and the nature of women, but who didn’t? It was another week and a half before he tried any of what he had learned.
 
   On the following Friday night he got home and found Edie wearing a little black dress, urging him to shower and change so that they could go out for dinner.  “No,” he said calmly, sitting down on his recliner and loosening his tie.  Edie froze, certain she had not just heard stolid, reliable Dylan tell her “no!”
 
    
 
   She stared at him, her hands on her hips.  “Turn around,” Dylan spoke evenly and quietly, though there was no mistaking the command in his voice.  Feeling a flutter deep in her belly, Edie did as she was told. “Take the dress off,” he ordered.  She started to speak, but Dylan got an odd look in his eyes and she closed her mouth quickly, fumbling at the buttons of her little black dress.  She started to go to their room to hang it up, but he stopped her with a gesture.  “Put it on the sofa,” he said in the same quiet voice. There was steel in Dylan’s voice that had never been there before, and she wasn’t at all sure where it had come from, and it frightened her a little.  But it excited her more.
 
    
 
   She stood in front of him with her hands clasped behind her back like a little girl as he stared at her, as if she were a possession…a treasured possession to be sure, but there was ownership in his eyes that was irresistible.  “The bra,” he said and gestured with a finger.  He wanted to smile as he watched her do that double jointed female thing as she reached behind her back and unfastened the bra.  When it came off she tossed it on the sofa on top of her dress and stood proudly in front of him, her small firm breasts thrust forward for him to admire. There was no change in expression on his face as he leaned forward and caressed one of them.  His thumb and forefinger stopped on her nipple, causing it to swell.  Gazing into her smoky gray eyes, he squeezed. It got a response from her, but apparently not the one he wanted.  She had always begged him to squeeze her nipples harder, but he had been leery of hurting her.  This time he increased the pressure significantly, and a gasp escaped her lips as she felt more of what she truly desired.  He noticed her gasp and increased the pressure again.  He watched for signs of pain but he saw only a smoldering heat building.  He squeezed harder, until tears came to her eyes, but the look in them was adoring.
 
    
 
   “The panties,” he said, leaning back in his chair.  She hurried to obey this order, the new Dylan filling her with need, and the desire to have him inside her.  Standing before him, he could see the full naked length of her.  The auburn hair so dark it sometimes seemed a dark brown, the high cheekbones and the wide generous mouth adorned with lush, kissable lips.  He observed her sleek sculptured neck and shoulders, her hard flat belly, and the soft swell of her hips down to her elegant legs and dainty feet.  His gaze moved back up to her pubic mound, that lush growth of curly dark auburn hair.  “Go to the bathroom and shave that off,” he commanded.  Edie ran to the bathroom to do as he told her.  Her pussy was soaked.
 
    
 
   When she returned, clean shaven and smooth as a baby’s ass, Dylan was hanging up the telephone.  She stepped close to him so he could run his fingers over the new smoothness, and she shivered as his soft touch raised goosebumps on her bare skin. The moisture from her pussy was evidence of her arousal.
 
   Dylan instructed her in the proper waiting position of the subbie, on her knees with her legs spread wide, her spine erect, her ass resting on her calves, and her hands clasped behind her back.  Her eyes looked down at the floor.  “Touch yourself,” Dylan commanded.  Edie was beside herself with joy.  Dylan was reclining comfortably in his chair and he was ordering her to pleasure herself, for his pleasure.  Edie felt free in her compliance.  The old restrictions of her life were gone, the invisible chains and shackles of a Victorian society cast aside like so much chaff, insignificant of her master’s will.  Master she thought, acknowledging the idea for the first time and accepting it.  She hoped he could carry on the charade for a long time, she had waited unknowing for this her whole life. Her fingers went straight to her blood engorged clit, gasping at the electric contact.  She was barely able to keep herself from cumming as her now wet fingers swam in the moistness between her legs.
 
    
 
   Her excited reverie was broken by the sound of the doorbell.  Edie looked up in alarm and looked around for anything at all to cover her nakedness.  “Answer the door,” Dylan ordered.  She reached for the tiny black dress, but Dylan leaned forward and put his hand on the dress.  “Answer the door,” he ordered again.  
 
    
 
   Edie looked incredulously at her husband. “But I’m naked,” she objected.  
 
    
 
   “Surrender to me!” Dylan ordered, and this time there was a hint of anger in his face.  Edie could have sworn for a moment that he was going to spank her, and the realization sent such a rush of heat through her loins that her stomach convulsed and she came in a gush of agonized pleasure.  She was still trying to regain her composure when she meekly opened the door, having no idea who was outside.  It was Celeste.
 
    
 
   Celeste gave no indication that she was surprised at Edie’s nudity, and entered the living room with a smug, self satisfied look on her face and crossed to the sofa to sit by Edie’s little black dress.  Edie came back and knelt at Dylan’s feet.  “That’s a good slave,” Dylan said, pride and pleasure in his voice.  Though her face was flushed with embarrassment to be seen this way by her best friend, inside she was glowing at the pride and pleasure in Dylan’s voice…it was worth every bit of embarrassment she had to endure.
 
    
 
   “Get  up little one,” he said in a gentle voice, “and welcome our guest properly.”  Edie stood conscious of her nudity but leaning over to hug Celeste and kiss her cheek.  “No,” Dylan said, “I said properly.  Kiss her on the lips my darling.”  Wordlessly, and still blushing, Edie brushed her lips against Celeste’s soft full lips.  It was a gentle, friendly kiss at first, but it quickly changed to something different.  Celeste responded to the kiss as a lover would.  A kiss between the two was nothing new, they had practiced kissing as girls so that they would be ready for dating.  This, however, was something different.  Celeste was obviously aroused, and so, Edie found to her consternation, was she. Slowly she sat down on Celeste’s lap and began to kiss her in earnest, and when Celeste’s hand moved to her bare breast Edie’s only reaction was to quietly urge her to squeeze the nipple harder.
 
    
 
   Dylan watched with obvious pleasure as his hopes were realized.  “Get up,”he ordered brusquely.  Edie got up, her arousal evident in the hardness of her nipples and her clenched fingers.  Dylan motioned for Celeste to come sit in his lap, and Celeste did as he asked with no questions.  Edie felt a sharp pang of jealousy as Celeste’s curvaceous ass covered the erection evident in Dylan’s pants.
 
    
 
   “Kneel here,” Dylan commanded, indicating the spot directly between his knees.  Edie did as she was told, but she had to part Celeste’s thighs in order to sit where Dylan had commanded.  She tried to avert her eyes, but she could see the delicate white sheer panties Celeste was wearing, and the faint musky scent of Celeste’s pussy filled her nostrils.  Suddenly Edie was faint with desire to get closer to the damp spot between her best friend’s legs.  Everything was going so fast!
 
    
 
   “Put your hands beneath her skirt and lift it to her waist,” Dylan whispered in a soft, lust filled voice.  As if she was a robot, Edie’s hands lifted the light skirt and Celeste’s slim hips were clearly exposed.  With a moan of raging desire, Edie buried her face between Celeste’s open legs, lapping at the damp and heady spot there.  Dylan reached down and snatched the panties from Celeste’s pussy.  Edie was lapping furiously at the slick lips of Celeste’s pussy when Dylan’s cock sprang up in front of her face, slapping hard against the swollen lips and clit of her best friend.  Edie began to lick and suck at them both equally.
 
    
 
   It had begun with a hunching motion, and it was clear to all of them what was coming next.  Her face coated with pussy juice and precum, Edie took Dylan’s big cock in both hands and guided it to the bottom side of Celeste’s clit.  As she pressed down on his glans she kept her lips and tongue busy on the helmet shaped tip until it slipped inside her pussy.  With a gasping cry Celeste hunched down on Dylan’s hard cock, taking it halfway inside her as Edie’s lips fastened over her clit.  Edie’s fingers moved frantically in desperation in her own pussy, and then she and Celeste seemed to be climbing a ladder r orgasms, each one stronger than the last.
 
    
 
   They were all naked, and Dylan’s cock was finally pounding in and out of Edie’s grasping pussy.  Celeste was fully naked and bent over sucking Edie’s nipple as Edie sucked on Celeste’s.  Edie’s feet were planted flat on Dylan’s flanks as she thrust her hips upwards against his.  A thin, high wail of excruciating pleasure emanated from Edie’s mouth as Celeste moaned loudly, both women simultaneously going rigid as they came.  Shortly afterwards Dylan groaned and went stiff as he erupted inside his wife.  When he collapsed on top of her, Celeste joined them in their languid embrace.
 
    
 
   “Thank you Master,” Edie breathed, meaning it.  Her eyes shone in the dim light of the living room as Celeste kissed her softly.
 
    
 
   
 
  

DARK DESIRES
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Millie has a secret dark desire that her husband doesn’t know about…or does he? The nipple clamps feel good and the sued fetish whip arouse her, but it’s the secret fantasy she reveals that turn her husband on the most, causing him to reveal his own dark desires…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Millie Hatton was the picture of the well adjusted housewife.  Small, slender, well dressed and well coiffed, she exuded an air of ‘ordinary’ that was wholesome and totally demure.  It was only late at night in the privacy of her own home that she allowed her true nature to shine through her assumed persona…at night she became someone else.
 
    
 
   In the privacy of the ‘playroom’ her husband had carefully constructed and concealed, Millie became a leather clad freak who wanted to do forbidden things and had to be punished for her dark and twisted desires.  She delighted in telling her husband her deepest and most shocking desires in graphic detail so that he would punish her. Her fantasies ran from the simple taboos to shockingly twisted stories that would have seen her arrested and behind bars if she had acted on them.  Her husband Caldwell, usually wearing a black leather hood and a leather loincloth, would decide on her punishment and administer it, taking great pains to inflict the pain that Millie craved without doing any real damage to her body. The worst Millie had ever suffered were the red marks on her ass where he had spanked her. She loved to push Caldwell to his limits, but she had no need to embellish her fantasies to accomplish her wish to push him.  Her current fantasy was easily enough to wind him up.
 
    
 
   Tonight she looked magnificent chained and defiant.  Her arms and legs were spread wide apart, and her blonde hair was in disarray from the continual tossing of her head.  The ends of her thick straight hair brushed the tips of her darkened and rigid nipples and Caldwell had to brush it aside to apply the nipple clamps that produced the exquisite mix of pain and pleasure that she needed.
 
    
 
   “I want to fuck him you know,” she hissed at her silent husband.  “I want to dance for him naked, I want to get down on my knees and suck his cock baby, and I want you to watch him throat fuck me until he cums in my mouth!”  Caldwell tightened the nipple clamps and she shivered in ecstasy. Beneath the leather loincloth, Caldwell’s penis was rigid at his wife’s brazen confession.
 
    
 
   Millie couldn’t see the expression on his face, and the heavy leather loincloth covered his erection, but she knew her husband very well.  Many nights in pleasurable bondage had given her insight to his raw emotions just by staring through his hood’s eyeslits.  Caldwell’s sea green eyes were literally a window to his soul, and she knew her dark desires and dirty fantasy about his twin brother had struck a spark in him…and she knew that when the bonds came off tonight the quality of their sex would be determined by how well she could exploit the spark, and how well she could fan the flames.
 
    
 
   She writhed in her chains, thrusting her pelvis forward so that her shaven pussy was opened and pushed towards him for attention.  Caldwell lashed the exposed mount with the soft fetish whip and was pleased with her frantic reaction…and her defiance excited him more…she was not yet ready to submit, which meant their finale promised to be a memorable one.
 
    
 
   “I want him to stick it in my ass and fuck me raw while you stand and watch how much I love having his cock inside me,” she hissed. “Would that make you hot baby?  Or would you just stand there watching your brother fucking me and jack off?”  Caldwell slapped the soft suede strands of the fetish whip across her lower belly just enough to set Millie’s already heated passions aflame.
 
    
 
   “Master!” Millie shrieked.  “Please Master, fuck me!”  Caldwell knew he had her where he wanted to as he watched her writhe in ecstasy in the heavy chains and Velcro cuffs, juices from her overheated pussy dripping down her legs.  He ripped off his mask and his loincloth, dropping the soft fetish whip to the floor.  Leaving her restraints in place, he walked behind her and rubbed the thick head of his glans between the globes of her ass.  Millie pushed back against him, trying to find and center the tip of his cock on the pulsing puckered ring of her ass.
 
    
 
   “My brother, huh babe?” he asked softly.  He teased her, barely entering her very tight ass before pulling back, leaving a glistening drop of precum on the tight puckered ring.  “Is that what you really want, to put on a freaky sex show with my brother, right in front of me?”
 
    
 
   “Yes!” she hissed without even thinking.  She had long harbored the idea of fucking both of them at the same time, though she had never had the temerity to mention it before. The identical twins had some kind of weird competition going on between them, apparently since their early childhood.  Most of the time the competition was friendly, but sometimes it was not…but it was always fierce.  The idea of both of them fucking her at the same time, each trying to outdo the other was enough to send Millie into an orgiastic frenzy.  Until tonight, it had been her innermost secret.  It was a mark of how reckless she felt that she had revealed the secret to Caldwell. 
 
    
 
   “Fuck me Master,” she begged, waggling her ass fetchingly at him, Please.”  Caldwell loosened the chains so that she could sink to her knees, but he didn’t remove the restraints.  Millie felt a quick thrill shoot through her.  Loosening the chains enabled her to remove the Velcro restraints herself if she became ready to stop the games, or if Caldwell got wilder than she wanted (not likely, but it was a safety measure they had agreed on.)  Instead of moving behind her again to fuck her as she had begged him to, he reclined in front of her and began to stroke his own cock, just out of her reach.  He was tantalizing her deliberately…he knew how much she loved his cock.
 
    
 
   She watched in confusion and mounting curiosity as he stood and walked to the rack where they hung their clothes whenever they were in the playroom.  He returned to lie in front of her again, just out of her reach, and he punched a speed dial number.  The next words out of his mouth electrified her.
 
    
 
   “Warren?” she heard him say, and her hopes began to rise.  “She’s finally admitted it.”  She heard a whoop from the phone speaker, and then some words she couldn’t make out.  “Yeah, come on over, we’re in the playroom.”  Millie was both exuberant and confused.  On the one hand, a fantasy she had held dear ever since she had discovered Caldwell had an  identical twin was about to become a reality.  On the other hand, she had not known that Warren knew anything about the playroom  Caldwell had so carefully designed and constructed in such secrecy.  The flames of the fire in her belly licked higher and higher.
 
    
 
   Warren came through the hidden door in his street clothes as if he had come in many times before.  There was no knock at the hidden door, no assistance needed from his brother to find the secret entrance.
 
    
 
   Warren smirked at her from the doorway as Caldwell spoke from his reclining position in front of her.  “He’s known all along sweetie,” her husband said mildly, “he helped me build it.  Look at the mirror over there.”  He pointed to a full length mirror that they used often so that she could see her own torture.  “It’s a two way mirror, and one of us is usually behind it when we come in here to play.”
 
    
 
   It took a moment before the implications of what Caldwell had said sunk in. She felt as if she had taken a severe body blow as she realized that she had already fucked her husband’s twin.  The fire in her belly and her orgasm was almost painful in its intensity.  She literally cried from the pleasure and her body writhed against the restraints.
 
    
 
   “When?” she asked, leaving the rest of the question unasked.
 
    
 
   “It started when you two were dating,” Warren spoke up.  “You walked into the garage when I was working on the Chevelle and grabbed my cock.  When you bent down and sucked me into your hot little mouth I just couldn’t resist, so I pretended I was Caldwell.  I confessed to him a day later.  It only happened a few more times before you two got married, but since then it’s been a fairly regular deal…especially since we built this room.
 
    
 
   Millie was shaken…and hot as the pits of hell.  “I want you both…now.”  She peeled the Velcro cuffs from her wrists and her ankles and stealthily crossed to Warren.  He was naked and erect, and her hand caressed him.  She lifted her free hand to disengage the nipple clamps and remove them…tonight these two dirty boys would replace the toys. The role reversal was instant and complete…Millie was now in charge.
 
    
 
   She beckoned to Caldwell and backed up to his erect penis.  Her voice was low and lust filled.  “Put it in my ass,” she said as she pushed against his cock.  She motioned for Warren to come in front of him and welcomed him inside of her.  Millie felt them both inside her, the thin membrane between her pussy and her ass barely separating the two nearly identical cocks inside her.  She had daydreamed often of fucking her brother in law, never dreaming that she already had, nor that Caldwell was watching her when he did.
 
    
 
   “Did you like watching your brother fuck me?” she asked in a strangled voice.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Caldwell whispered harshly.
 
    
 
   “Can you feel him in my ass right now?” she asked, twisting her hips.  She felt so full, and she was filled with an animal wildness that was fierce and free. “Oh Jesus, harder guys,” she yelled, “slam those cocks in me!”  Millie was completely out of control. She came, screaming as the wild sensations took her.
 
    
 
   She had to work at telling the difference between the two of them because they so closely resembled each other.  Pushing the two together side by side on the sofa, she conducted a thorough oral inspection of their penises that culminated in two separate mouthfuls of cum…they even tasted the same. 
 
    
 
   Millie sat in her living room the following week.  Caldwell had been required to fly to Buffalo on business, and Millie was feeling horny as hell, just as she had been every day since her husband and his twin had revealed their dirty little secret to her delight.  She was wearing only a thin robe because she had nothing planned for the evening.  The television was off because it bored her, a new book lay unopened on the coffee table in front of her.  Unable to keep her mind on anything else, she had parted her robe and was beginning to masturbate while remembering the feel of both men pounding into her at the same time.  She was on the brink of orgasm when Warren walked into the living room with a laptop computer under his arm.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Warren,” she said shakily, her body rebelling at being interrupted.
 
    
 
   “Don’t mind me,” Warren said, “Hell, I like to watch.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think it’s right for us to fuck when Caldwell isn’t here…it seems almost like cheating,” she said reluctantly, her body drawn to him in spite of her good intentions.  Warren smiled at her and opened the laptop on the coffee table, booting it up as they sat there.  He opened the screen and tapped in a string of commands.  Suddenly, they were looking through the screen and into Caldwell’s grinning face.
 
    
 
   “Hi babe!” he drawled.  Millie could see an open bottle of bourbon next to him, he was sitting on the bed in his hotel room in his underwear.  “Did Warren tell you what we’re up to?”
 
    
 
   “No,” Millie said, grinning in anticipation…she suddenly had a very good idea what was about to happen, and she was very happy about it.  Warren slipped in beside her and opened her robe.  Millie lay back and allowed Warren to chew lightly on her nipple as she caressed his hair.  She opened her legs wide, displaying her pink and glistening pussy to the computer camera.  “Is this what you wanted to see baby?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh hell yeah baby!”  Caldwell’s breath was coming faster as he slipped off his underwear and Millie watched as he slowly jacked off.  She shrugged out of her robe and began to peel off Warren’s clothes.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t pay any attention to me baby,” Caldwell rasped, “I want you to make Warren feel good, so I can imagine you’re doing it to me…go on baby, you know what I like.”
 
    
 
   Millie did indeed know what Caldwell liked, and she was now eager to do it with Caldwell watching her…it was odd, but it was vastly exciting.  She helped Warren finish getting naked, and then crawled on top of him.  Warren enthusiastically buried his face between her legs, his tongue automatically searching the depths of her pussy.  Millie wriggled with delight as he licked at her.  It was hard to concentrate with his chin bumping her clit and his tongue going mad inside her, but she finally managed to open her mouth and swallow Warren’s swollen cock.  She almost choked as his thick glans passed her gag reflex, but she forced it further in anyway.  She had never been able to take Caldwell all the way into her throat, but tonight she was determined to do it.
 
    
 
   Her belly was writhing on Warren’s chest as she squirmed and twisted, slowly taking his entire length into her mouth.  She heard Caldwell’s hoot of approval as her lips encircle the thick base of Warren’s cock, but she was too exultant to pay attention.  Warren was pushing her to the edge of the first of what she hoped would be many orgasms…and the twisted fact that her husband was watching her sixty nine with his own brother made it better…much better.  Her feet began to drum on the bed beside Warren’s ears as she tipped over the edge.
 
    
 
   It was easy now to raise her mouth until only the tip of Warren’s cock remained inside and then slam her head down until her nose bumped his pelvic bone.  She was fucking him with her throat! 
 
    
 
   Caldwell watched from his hotel bed, his erection huge in his hand as he watched his wife abandon herself to his dark desires.  He knew how everything she was doing felt, and he could feel them vicariously as she tried every trick she had ever known to bring Warren pleasure.  He knew from watching Warren’s feet turn up that his brother was about to shoot his load directly into Millie’s belly.  She took it like a trooper, pressing her head all the way down and holding it as Warren exploded into her welcoming throat.  God, he couldn’t wait to get home and have her take him deep in her throat for the first time. What a bonus!
 
    
 
   
 
  

DANGEROUS LOVER
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Molly’s relationship with her husband was relaxed, but it wasn’t an ‘open’ relationship.  This Fourth of July picnic was no different from all the others, except that the kids were with their grandparents.  The first clue Molly had that this would be very different came when she allowed Dave to go a little further than she had ever allowed anyone to go before…Dave was a dangerous lover, a man who could unintentionally release Molly’s inner cravings…
 
    
 
    
 
   
“Why don’t you fuck her while I watch?” Molly’s blood ran hot at the sound of her husband Travis’s words.  They had both been drinking all day at the fourth of July picnic, and they had both been flirting outrageously. It was a typical holiday in their circle of friends, and the touchy feely games occasionally got a little out of hand, but no one took it seriously.  Molly had been forced to extricate more than one bold hand from beneath her halter top today, and honestly she had allowed several to stay much longer than she should have. Several of the horny bastards, including the one Travis was talking to now, had rather interesting erections that they had managed to get in her hands one way or another. The guy Travis was egging on, whose name was Dave, had actually managed to do something she had never done before, not even when she was totally wasted.
 
    
 
   Molly had been coming out of the ladies facility at the state park where the company’s Fourth of July picnic was being held.  Wearing cutoff jeans and a thin halter, the barefoot Molly was feeling free spirited and friendly.  She had been drinking ice cold beer and kissing and teasing with several men at the picnic…it was always like this and she enjoyed the fact that men still found her desirable after having two children.  Dave Tedder, a former college tennis player, was five years younger than Molly’s thirty two years, and every woman at the picnic, married or otherwise, had stared at the young man with the dark tan and the lean rangy body today.  His jet black hair hung down over clear gray eyes, a sexy forelock continually falling down over one eye.  His tan was dark, and looked even darker in the tight white shorts he wore…and it was Dave who met her coming out of the women’s facilities.
 
   Aside from getting a big kick out of watching the men chase her, Travis was constantly getting kissed and fondled himself.  They had an unspoken agreement between them that the teasing would only go so far.  She had no idea how much liberty Travis had permitted his lady admirers to take with his lean and handsome body, but Molly had set her own limits and she never felt guilty afterwards.  It was something neither had felt necessary to discuss.  
 
    
 
   The initial embrace with Dave was much like the other half drunken embraces she had shared over the day.  Darkness was just starting to fall over the park and Molly had been moving towards where Travis was sitting to watch the fireworks display with him.  The brief smooch set off a spark that neither of them had expected, and their kiss suddenly became more serious.
 
    
 
   Molly felt him guide her around to the back of the cedar building, his hands beneath her halter and her hands in his hair.  She had no idea whether he had opened her halter for him or whether he had done it herself, but Dave was nuzzling her breasts and mouthing her nipples.  No one had ever gone this far with her before, she had never allowed it…but somehow Dave was different.  She wondered faintly how she was going to explain this to Travis, but the feelings were too strong.  Dave’s fingers slipped inside her cutoffs and she was opening her legs like some random street whore.
 
    
 
   Dave slid two fingers inside her and pushed her up against the side of the building.  Molly’s mouth opened in a wide ‘O’ as his thumb rode her clit, and her eyes stretched wide open as he manipulated her.  She offered no resistance as the fingers inside her reached for and found her g-spot, and only the closing of his mouth over hers smothered the screaming orgasm he caused.  Molly went rigid as his skilled fingers and thumb kept her extended orgasm going.
 
    
 
   Molly’s eyes remained wide in surprise and shock as she came back from her orgasm, her breath still coming in gasps.  Her back started to slide down the cedar wall of the shower facility as he loosened his grip on her, and she made no effort to stop the slide.  She came to rest on her knees, and sobbing, wrapped her slender arms around his hips, drawing the erection inside his white shorts to her mouth.  In spite of her firm resolve to limit herself to playful flirting and teasing, she was frantically seeking a way to return the pleasure Dave had just given her.  Without any seeming effort, Dave’s rigid cock was soon plunging into her throat and she was taking it…and loving it.  When Dave’s body stiffened and the tip of his cock erupted, Molly forced her lips down to encircle the base of his cock.  She kept her lips locked there until the last spasm of his dick forced the last drop of his thick creamy cum in her mouth.  She leaned her head against his bare belly and sobbed.
 
    
 
   She stood up suddenly, fastening her halter and then running towards the field where the fireworks display was to take place. Travis was sitting on a blanket with Loretta Shields, one of the secretaries at the plant.  Her large breasts were all but hanging out of her half opened shirt, and she had her hand down inside his shorts.  Neither of them noticed Molly as she walked up behind them.
 
    
 
   “Come on baby,” Loretta was saying, “I want you to fuck me.”  Travis kissed her.
 
    
 
   “Maybe later Loretta, Molly will be back here any minute now,” he said.
 
    
 
   “If I slip under the blanket can I suck it again?” Loretta asked in a stage whisper,  “It’s getting dark and nobody will see me…”  Loretta was simpering now, fawning over Travis and flattering him.  Her hand was obviously stroking his cock now, and Travis said nothing.  Loretta pulled the blanket over her head and soon she was pumping up and down on his cock.  Molly left without either of them ever knowing she was there.  She wasn’t angry, she was relieved.  There was no reason for her to believe that Travis would leave her for Loretta.  Loretta was married to one of the floor supervisors in the plant and had four children.  The relief for Molly was in knowing that if it was okay for Travis to harbor secrets, a few of her own wouldn’t hurt.
 
    
 
   It took her twenty minutes to find Dave, who immediately pulled her aside and began to apologize profusely.  Molly shut him up with a deep impassioned kiss, and drew him back to the service area behind the showers and bathrooms. There, in the shadows of the deserted buildings, Molly turned to face Dave.
 
    
 
   “Molly, I didn’t mean to get so carried away…” he started.  She shushed him with a forefinger to his lips, and then deliberately untied her halter, allowing it to flutter to the ground.  Dave stared, glassy eyed, at her small perfect breasts and her rigid upright nipples.  Slowly and teasingly Molly lowered her shorts to her ankles and kicked them aside.  “Are you serious?” Dave asked, unbelievingly.
 
    
 
   “I want to feel you naked,” she murmured, her hands at his buckle.  He was erect again, and there was little doubt that he wanted her too.  She had both hands on his penis as he rapidly removed the rest of his clothing.  She pressed her nipples against the smooth skin of his belly, and then lifted one hand to trace the ridges and valleys of his six pack abs.  Her bare pubic mound rubbed against the tip of his cock, smearing precum on both their bellies and making the contact of their skin frictionless and thrilling.  Molly’s excitement was mounting.  What she was doing was crazy dangerous, risking discovery and the embarrassment of being caught fucking outside in front of strangers, and risking her marriage. She found that she didn’t care, that her desire for her dangerous lover was overriding all her concerns.  The only thing that mattered was to get Dave’s hard cock inside her.
 
    
 
   Molly wrapped her arms around Dave’s neck and lifted her knees nearly to his shoulders before lowering herself down onto the straining tip of his cock.  She was dripping wet, coating his glans with her fluids and making the first contact of their genitals slick and hot.  Both of them moaned with pleasure, and neither of them was in the mood to hurry through the moment.  Their eyes were only inches apart.  Molly’s eyes widened once again, and her mouth opened in the wide ‘O’ that told Dave of her surprised pleasure at his entry.  “Slow,” she begged him, more for her own benefit than his.  For her, it was like the first time, absent the pain of losing her hymen.  Unknown to Molly, for Dave it was the first time, and for him what was happening was pure magic.  
 
    
 
   Dave had felt the hot hands of many women on his cock before, and a very select few had done for him what Molly had done earlier.  None of them had swallowed as Molly had, and Molly’s taking his essence into her stomach had seemed to him the most sensitive and intimate of pleasures that he had been left awed and speechless when she had run away.  He had been worried when she ran off, fearful that he had angered her in some way or hurt her.  He had not expected her to come back and relieve him of his virginity.
 
    
 
   Entering Molly was like submerging himself in a volcano.  The incredible heat of her pussy was so different from her mouth, pleasant as that was.  The wetness seemed slicker, softer…Dave was dumbstruck  in amazement as he sank, millimeter by millimeter into her depths.  When she was actually resting on his shaft, her feet dangling just inches from the ground, Dave could feel the convex surface of her cervix resting on top of his glans.  Molly’s eyes stretched even wider, and her mouth stayed open in a silent shriek as the tip of his cock probed her cervix.
 
    
 
   She didn’t think Dave was any larger than Travis, but she had never placed herself in this particular position before, and the slight pressure against her innermost female part was subtly exciting, over and above the taboo thrill of fucking a man other than her husband out in the wide open spaces.  Her body began to convulse with a runaway orgasm that refused to quit…it just kept coming back.
 
    
 
   He could feel her cumming, the walls of her pussy grasping and twisting at the sensitive skin of his cock.  It was like nothing he had ever imagined, and he felt that she was literally pulling the cum from deep in his balls.  It started somewhere at the base of his spine, and gathered into a flaming ball in his belly before spouting out with tremendous force, and splattering over her cervix and spreading his own heat throughout her pussy.
 
    
 
   It was a shock to feel his scalding cum spraying onto the now sensitive surface of her cervix, almost an electric shock.  Each spurt sent her climbing his body, yelps of joy escaping her lips with every surge.  She was squeezing his neck to the point of strangling him as her hips reflexively hitched with each surge, and her body seemed to be trying to go in eight different directions at once.  He felt her teeth sink into the flesh of his shoulder as she went rigid on his cock, his own flesh muffling what would have been a loud enough scream to attract attention. Together, still quivering, Dave and Molly slithered to the ground.
 
    
 
   It was hard for either of them to know what to say when it was over.  Molly wanted to explain what had happened but was afraid to…nearly as afraid as she was that Dave would assume that this was an affair instead of a passionate interlude.  Dave was afraid of exactly the same things…it was not in his nature to break up a marriage, and he was worried. Both dressed awkwardly, and were standing and sheepishly watching each other when Travis came around the corner of the building with Loretta in tow.
 
    
 
   There was no mistaking the look on Molly’s face.  Her eyes were bright and wide, her skin was flushed, and her lips were thick and full.  Travis had seen those signs many times before, and it was plain to him not only that Molly had been fucked, but she had been fucked very well.
 
    
 
   It was patently ridiculous for either of them to be indignant.   Molly had Dave’s semen running down her legs and Loretta had Travis’s cock in her hand.  In the end, it was Travis who spoke.  “Why don’t you fuck her while I watch?” he said, “and then you two can watch while I fuck Loretta.”
 
    
 
   In spite of the ridiculousness of the situation, Molly began to feel a warmth for her husband that had been missing for the last few years.  He was trying so hard to be calm in the face of obvious evidence that his wife had just betrayed him, regardless of the fact that he was obviously intent on doing the same thing.  She went to Travis and kissed him softly.  “Why don’t you go first baby, we just finished.” To take the sting out of her words, she stroked his cock and gave Loretta a peck on the cheek.
 
    
 
   Loretta was almost embarrassed enough to run away, but Travis had her fired up and they were all intoxicated enough that the situation’s inherent ridiculousness struck them all at the same time. The laughter felt good, and suddenly the tension was gone.  Molly actually got a voyeur’s thrill as she watched Travis uncover and nurse at Loretta’s full breasts.  When Travis slipped his hand inside Loretta’s shorts to touch her pussy, Molly began to stroke Dave’s cock.
 
    
 
   Travis began to chew on Loretta’s nipple, an action that brought new moisture to Molly’s pussy because she loved the way it felt when Travis did it to her.  She stripped off her halter top and thrust a nipple into Dave’s mouth.  “Chew on them,” she ordered.  “No,” she said, “See how Travis is doing it?”  Dave looked, and immediately bit down harder.  Molly groaned and her legs spread again.  When Travis entered Loretta, Molly sat down on Dave’s lap and gazed into Travis’s eyes. The feeling was weird, they were fucking other people, but there was a bond between them that the other two could not even sense…in a way, they were fucking each other too.  Molly’s earlier orgasm had been very intense, but it was nothing compared to cumming on Dave’s cock while mouthing her love to her husband while he was spurting into Loretta’s pussy.  What they shared in the darkness of the service area was transcendent…and addicting.  Dave, it turned out, had been a dangerous lover.  Molly just hadn’t realized in what direction the danger would take her. 

 
 
    
 
   IT STINGS SO SWEET 
 
    
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   A shy, retiring girl, Shana knows nothing at all about sex until a friend passes her a romance novel at school.  It takes a visit to her room by her stepfather before her life changes forever, and all it takes to change her is one small sweet sting…[bookmark: _GoBack21]
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Shana had always been too shy around boys to get the kind of attention the other girls talked about in gym class and at the lunch tables.  Her world was pretty much limited and defined by going to school and reading at home in her room. She had never been caught up in the world of the internet or even with cell phones, she preferred the quiet experience of reading in her bedroom.
 
    
 
   It was disturbing at first to hear girls her own age discussing things sexual, but as she grew older and her acquaintances became more knowledgeable, Shana began to listen more to the conversations of their conversations.  The descriptions of groping each other and getting ‘felt up’, of ‘making out’, and then later of ‘blowjobs’ and ‘going all the way’ had simply sounded sweaty and gross to her.
 
    
 
   One afternoon, late in her senior year and shortly after her eighteenth birthday, one of her bookish friends had passed her a book written by a female author she didn’t recognize.  Her friend had blushed and Shana’s curiosity had been piqued. Less than an hour after she got home, Shana was deeply involved in the racy story, and she had a funny, tingly feeling deep in her belly.   Her eyes widened as she read more, and when she reached the part where the heroine was pinned against the wall in her own house, with the tall dark handsome stranger exploring her body with his hands, Shana was definitely feeling the heat.  The next page was so graphic that it seared an image into Shan’s brain that refused to leave:
 
    
 
   “Phyllis trembled at the touch of Baron’s hands on her bare flesh.  Her nipples rose to greet the rough palms and fingers, and her legs spread involuntarily as he sought the wetness between them.  Eagerly she sank to her knees and fumbled with the buckle of his belt, freeing his rigid column of flesh from the confines of his trousers.  It was hard, harder than she would have thought possible, but it was covered with skin so soft that it could have been on a baby’s bottom.
 
    
 
   She took the hard penis in both hands as Baron continued to pinch and tweak her nipples.  Unable to look away from his straining member, her lips parted and her moist heated breath caressed it.  Baron’s hands left her breasts and gripped both sides of her head.  Phyllis had no experience with sex in any form, but somehow she knew what was coming when his hands tightened around her head.  Glad that he was forcing her so that she could convince herself that she had no choice, she opened her mouth wide as he thrust his cock roughly into her mouth.
 
    
 
   She felt a spasm between her legs as Baron thrust in and out.  The massive column of flesh was leaking fluid, and the taste was a little salty and not at all unpleasant.  Phyllis put her hands on the cheeks of his ass and pulled him deeper into her mouth.  She wanted to be naked with him, to feel him up against every inch of her skin.  Knowing that before this night was over she would feel him in the most intimate recesses of her body heightened her excitement, but for now what she wanted more than anything else was to feel his hot fluids as they jetted into the depths of her throat.  She had seen videos of a man cumming before, but she had never dreamed that someone would do that in her mouth!
 
    
 
   Suddenly he was cumming, huge white jets of creamy sticky cum, and Phyllis was gulping it as if it was candy.  Her orgasm burst in her loins suddenly and she nearly choked, but she kept her lips wrapped tightly around him until he was spent.
 
    
 
   Baron leaned back against her bedroom wall as Phyllis, her eyes locked on his, slowly removed the rest of her clothes.  She stretched, exposing every inch of her virgin body to Baron’s wide eyes.  Oh yes, she was through with waiting.  Her smile was wicked and delicious as she pressed her naked body against his.  Tonight, she would become fully a woman…and she would do it on her own terms.  “Fuck me Baron,” she whispered, dragging him to her bed.”
 
    
 
   Shana shivered, the moist slit between her legs her legs fully wet now.  Her breasts were straining at her bra now, her nipples agitated by the restrictive cloth rubbing against it.  ‘Horny’ was a word she had heard but never really understood before.  Now ‘horny’ was a real, throbbing condition that seemed to be threatening her sanity.  Shaking, Shana stood and stripped off all her clothes.  Her nipples were throbbing and there was a decidedly odd heat between her slightly splayed thighs.  She wanted to be touched, kissed…manhandled.  The last word resonated deep within her and her frustration began to rise.  There was no one she could call, no one she knew who could give her what she needed.  A knock at her bedroom door shocked her and she dove beneath the sheets on her rumpled bed.
 
    
 
   “Yes?” she called out, the sheets pulled up tight beneath her chin and her voice abnormally high and strained.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay baby?”  Her stepfather stuck his head inside her bedroom door and looked at her quizzically.  When he saw her tucked into bed and realized that it wasn’t quite four o’clock, he walked over to her bed and sat down.  He put his large, work roughened hand on her forehead and spoke to her gently.  “Are you sick?  Is there something wrong that I should know about?”  He looked worried.
 
   Shana adored her handsome stepfather.  He was lean and tanned, his shirtsleeves rolled up to display his muscled forearms and his sun bleached blonde hair hanging down over his collar.  His keen gray eyes took in her flushed skin and he could see from the rise and fall of her breasts beneath the sheets that she was breathing fast.  His big hand on her face felt good, and Shana felt a sudden rush of desire to feel it caressing places on her body that she was sure she wasn’t supposed to want him to touch her.  The forbidden nature of her thoughts incited her further, and she found herself actually wanting him to do more.  The distance between her thighs widened unconsciously and she lowered the sheets enough to slip her arms out from beneath them.
 
    
 
   “I’m just feeling kind of down daddy,” she said plaintively.  Tentatively she reached for him and Liam Wilson leaned down to take his slender and beautiful stepdaughter into his arms.  Shana clung to him, her face nestled in the hollow of his neck.  She could still smell the Old Spice he had slapped on after shaving that morning and she inhaled deeply of the familiar fragrance.  The scent of him and the feel of his strong arms around her was a heady feeling.  She could feel the skin of his forearms against the naked skin of her back, and even though she knew it was wrong, she wanted more.  She clung to him tighter.
 
    
 
   “Is there anything I can do to make it better?” Liam asked softly, his eyes darting around the room as she hugged him tighter.  He couldn’t help noticing when she raised up and put her arms around him that her back was bare.  The idea that she was naked beneath the sheets was causing a totally inappropriate reaction for a guy who was supposed to be acting as her daddy, and he was a little uncomfortable with his own weakness  His eyes lit on the book lying open on her bed, and when Shana let go of him and lay back down in the bed, he picked it up.
 
    
 
   Shana started to panic when he turned the book over, but in the depths of her mind, the wicked side of her nature forced her to keep her mouth shut.  She wanted him to see what she had been reading.  Her eyes went to the fly of his jeans and she was absurdly pleased to see the lump there.  She wriggled her shoulders and the sheets fell down to a point where the color of her nipples was barely concealed.  Her breasts weren’t large, but they were very shapely. This was turning into an interesting game.
 
    
 
   Liam’s eyebrows rose as he read up through the point where Shana had left off.  “Jesus baby, does your mother know you’re reading stuff like this?”  His hand was shaking as he set the book back down on the bed.  Shana reached for his hand, one tender breast spilling out from beneath the sheets.
 
    
 
   “No,” she said, “besides, this is the first time.”  She wasn’t smiling as she guided his hand to her bare breast and pressed it there.
 
    
 
   “Honey, this is every kind of wrong…” he started.
 
    
 
   “No it’s not daddy,” she whispered, “you want this too.”  She sat up, exposing both breasts and her hard flat belly, her breath coming rapidly.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” Liam moaned, his head bending down, taking her hard nipple into his mouth.  Shana shuddered and put her hand on the back of his head, pulling his mouth down hard, willing him to nibble at the hard nubbin.  She gasped as she felt his teeth close lightly on it.
 
    
 
   Shana’s hand rubbed across the huge lump in his soft work jeans.  She had never felt a man’s penis in her hands, and she was getting desperate to see this one.  “Now daddy, please, let me see it now…”
 
   Liam pulled his head up, trying to get hold of his emotions.  “Your mother…”
 
    
 
   “Mama won’t be home for hours,” Shana murmured, her fingers tracing the length of his now swollen cock.  There was a large tip on the end, and she could feel a wet spot forming on it.  The idea had become full blown desire.  Shana wanted Liam’s cock, and she wanted it now.  No one else cared as much about her, there were no handsome boys her own age that could teach her, there was only Liam.  Sweet, kind, caring stepdaddy Liam.  Hot, sexy stepdaddy Liam.  She found the zipper and slid it down.  It made a really loud noise in the silence of her bedroom.
 
    
 
   Her fingers fought the zipper open and her hands immediately felt the naked flesh of Liam’s penis.  Her sharp intake of breath showed that she had not expected to find him without jockey or boxer shorts.  That he was going commando was a huge turn on, and her fingers wrapped around his thickness.  “Oh daddy,” she breathed.
 
    
 
   Liam kissed her.  It seemed to last forever and she wanted it to.  She wasn’t even conscious of the fact that she was bare from the waist up and holding her stepfather’s naked, rigid cock in her hand, she only knew he was swallowing her alive and she loved it.  Without thinking, she began to stroke his swollen cock.  Liam moaned into her mouth and she knew it was time.  She remembered every word that was written in the book, and she knelt up, her pretty face moving to within inches of the damp tip of his cock.  The clear liquid was forming on the tip just as it was described in the novel, and she wasted no time in curling her tongue around the mushroom shaped helmet that was the tip of Liam’s penis.
 
    
 
   As she expected, it had a slightly salty taste with just a hint of the taste of honeyed almonds.  With no further hesitation she took the whole head in her mouth, her tongue wildly laving the angry red head.  Her lips encircled the smooth skin and she sucked at it.  Liam’s groan of pleasure was music to her ears, and her excitement mounted as she felt his hands cup the side of her head.  There was no way to say it with her mouth so full, but mentally she was begging him to fuck her mouth, just like Baron had done in the novel.  Somehow Liam knew, because he grabbed the sides of her head and began to thrust wildly into her mouth.
 
    
 
   The first two times the hard tip passed over her gag reflex, Shana choked, but afterwards, the irritation seemed to go away and she felt him pass so deep into her throat that her nose was bumping against his pelvic bone with each thrust.  Shana realized with a flash of excitement that Liam was very close to cumming.  Her hands went to his ass and pulled him all the way in, holding him tight and pushing her nose into his pubic hair.  With mounting excitement, she realized that Liam was going to cum.  Her breasts pressed into his thighs as she held on to him tightly.  Liam threw back his head and began to ejaculate wildly into her gulping mouth.
 
    
 
   “That was so good daddy,” Shana whispered into his belly.  Liam, now fully naked and laid out on top of her bed, caressed his stepdaughter and marveled at her slender, compact beauty.  Her wavy brown hair brushed silkily against his skin, and his cock was already rising again.
 
    
 
   Pushing her onto her back, Liam dipped his head between her perfect thighs and put his tongue between the lips of her sex.   Shana cried out in sheer pleasure as Liam sucked her clit into his mouth. Nothing in her life or her imagination had prepared her for this, and her elation was frantic, her legs flexing wildly and her toes curling.  She reached for his ears and tugged him on top of her, her hard nipples pressed tight against his chest.  “Are you going to fuck me daddy?” she gasped.
 
    
 
   “Baby,” Liam asked her, “are you sure?  This isn’t something we can take back, once it’s done, it’s done forever.”
 
    
 
   Shana’s legs wrapped around him and she pressed her wet slit against his rampant penis.  “It means we can do it again daddy,” she murmured, rubbing herself against him like a cat.  Liam looked deep into her eyes, and his little girl wasn’t in there any more.  All he could see was a grown woman, and she wanted him.
 
    
 
   “This is going to hurt a little baby girl,” Liam said as he reared over her, placing the tip of his cock against her wetness.
 
    
 
   “I don’t care daddy,” Shana sobbed, “do it, fuck me, put it inside me!”  Her legs locked behind the small of his back and she hunched her hips upwards, driving him inside her.  “Oh fuck daddy,” she gasped, “it stings!”  Locking her hands behind his head and pulling with her heels, Shana brought the full length of his penis inside her.  Her eyes widened and then squeezed shut as his pelvic bone brushed her clit.  “But it stings so sweet…”
 
    
 
   As she came in great heaving gasps, Shana knew that her days as a shy girl who missed out on all the fun were gone.  Today was the first day of her new life.
 
    
 
    
 
   LOVE BITTEN 
 
    
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   Eighteen year old Jennie was love bitten.  There was no room in her life for the boys at school, or for the men who whistled at her when she went to the beach or went shopping with her friends.  The only man who stirred the secret spot between her slender thighs belonged to her mother…but that never stopped Jennie from wanting him…
 
    
 
    
 
   She had been ultra-shy around him since they had first met, the night he had taken her mother out on their first date.  Jennie wasn’t really a shy girl, she was normally a loud and boisterous tomboy.  Suave, confident, handsome Dan Talley turned her into a giggling flirt with a single glance of his devastating green eyes.
 
    
 
   Sonja didn’t miss the interaction between the two, and she often wondered how it would play out when Jennie got older.  She was sure Dan wanted to marry her, but she wasn’t sure how he was reacting to Jennie’s obvious infatuation with him.  He probably saw it as a passing phase, but Sonja knew better.  Her stepfather was sixty now, and he was still as handsome and sexy as ever.  He also still had the biggest cock Sonja had ever seen.
 
   ***
 
   “Does he love you baby?” Thomas Allen asked Sonja.
 
    
 
   “Yes daddy, I’m sure of it.”
 
    
 
   “I just want you to be happy darling, that’s all I’ve ever wanted.  If you love him and he loves you, that’s all I could ever ask for.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you daddy,” Sonja said, bending her head down to kiss the tip of his cock, still glistening with their mixed juices.  “Your blessing means a lot to both of us.”  She got up from the bed and began to get dressed.  She had another date with Dan, he was taking her and Jennie to dinner and a movie.
 
    
 
   “Have you considered how Jennie feels about this baby?”
 
    
 
   “I think she feels about Dan the way I feel about you daddy.”
 
    
 
   “She’s a little young yet baby…”
 
    
 
   “She’ll be eighteen before you know it daddy…”
 
    
 
   “Do you think you can deal with how she feels?”
 
   Sonja laughed, a bright tinkling sound that cheered Thomas’s soul.  “I’ve been dealing with the same situation in reverse since I was eighteen daddy.  I doubt it will suddenly start to bother me now.”
 
   ***
 
   Dan and Sonja were married at the end of Jennie’s junior year in high school.  When they left the church to go on their honeymoon, Jennie was filled with bitter longing.  Her mother was going away with the man she wanted for herself.  The man she wanted to see leaning above her  when she finally decided to spread her legs and allow someone to make love to her.  It just wasn’t fair.  
 
    
 
   Jennie couldn’t help but smile as she climbed into the fire engine red 1965 Mustang convertible that Dan had bought and restored for her with his own hands.  She had spent a lot of time with him rebuilding this classic car.  Her slender hands caressed the original equipment steering wheel they had located over the internet.  The old one had been cracked and all that was left of it was the wire structure.  This one had come at an outrageous price, but it had been the last piece and neither wanted to skimp on it.  Dan had wrapped it himself and given it and the car to her on her seventeenth birthday.  Mom had just beemed at both of them and then cut the birthday cake.
 
   ***
 
   Jennie’s campaign to seduce her stepfather began as soon as he returned from the honeymoon.  Jennie did everything she could to get his attention, to force him to see her as a woman and not as a stepchild.  She wore skimpy clothes and daring bikinis.  Every opportunity she got she walked in on him in the shower ‘accidentally’ or crossed the hall from the upstairs bath to her bedroom with her robe open or her towel hanging half off.
 
    
 
   She wore loose middie tee shirts with no bra when she did chores around the house when he was home. Jennie did everything she could think of to provoke Dan into touching her, but nothing worked, nothing at all.  As she neared her eighteenth birthday, she was so miserable that she gave up.  She let her appearance go, and she hung around the house listlessly, showing no interest at all in the thing other girls her own age were involved in.  Jennie was love bitten.
 
   ***
 
   “We’re going to have to do something about Jennie baby,” Dan said, a worried look on his face.  “I hate seeing her like this.”
 
    
 
   “You know as well as I do what’s wrong with her Dan,” Sonja said.  “There’s not much I can do until she turns eighteen.”
 
    
 
   “I know all about you and your stepfather Sonja, we’ve been over this a thousand times.  I’m still not convinced the same relationship will work for us.”
 
    
 
   “Why not?  It’s worked for me for years…and as you well know darling, I’m delightfully well adjusted.”
 
    
 
   “That’s because you’ve had the attention of your stepfather and your loving husband for many years baby, what’s going to happen when you see me with an eighteen year old version of yourself?  What’s going to happen when you think of me lying naked in a bed with your daughter?” 
 
    
 
   “Oh baby, I’m not going to be satisfied with just thinking about it,” Sonja said, caressing his cock with her smooth slender hand.  It hardened and rose between her grasping fingers as he felt her hot breath on its sensitive skin.  “I want to watch,” she whispered just before her lush lips surrounded the engorged head.  When she made him cum, she kept her lips closed tightly around his slick flesh until the surging fluid stopped erupting.  And her knowing smile was wicked indeed.
 
   ***
 
   “Come on Jennie,” Sophia said.  “Take me for a ride out to the lake in that beautiful old car of yours.”
 
   “Mother,” Jennie said, “couldn’t we do this some other time?”  She blew a strand of her lank dark hair out of her eyes and gave Sophia a sullen look.  She had her legs up on the sofa and a book that she wasn’t really reading propped against her thighs.  Sonja knew that her daughter was letting herself go, and she knew that she had the answer that would bring some spark back into her.  It was time to be pleasantly insistent.
 
    
 
   Minutes later, after persuading Jennie to tie back her unruly mop of raven black hair with a scarf, they had the top down and were speeding along the narrow two lane road to the reservoir.  Much to Jennie’s surprise, Sonja had her stop at a small bait shop.  When Sonja came out, she was carrying a small, cheap cooler of ice and a bottle of Boone’s Farm Strawberry Hill wine.  Sonja set the cooler in the back seat with the bottle buried in the ice, and they set off again.
 
    
 
   Jennie turned off into one of the smaller picnic areas close to the dam, a collection of sturdy wooden tables with a fixed steel charcoal grill at each table.  There was no one else around this late in the afternoon on a weekday, so they picked the table closest to the sparkling clear water.
 
    
 
   Her curiosity was piqued.  Sonja was in a good mood, and had truly seemed to enjoy riding in the powerful red convertible.  Jennie had covertly watched her mother on the ride out, trying to discern the purpose of the trip.  Sonja’s sundress had ridden up high on her hips because of the wind whipping through the open cockpit, but she had made no move to pull it down or cover the skimpy white panties beneath.  Jennie cracked a small smile.  She had never pictured her mother as a bit of a wild child.
 
    
 
   From the cavernous purse Sonja carried, she pulled a cheap plastic tablecloth to cover the wood surface of the picnic table, a packet of plastic cups, and a small paper bag containing an assortment of cheese cubes and crackers.  Another foray into the purse brought out some napkins and a small box of wooden toothpicks.  Jenna was oddly touched by this grown up version of a child’s tea party.   Sonja unscrewed the metal cap on the cheap wine bottle and poured a healthy slug for each of them before reaching for a toothpick and a cube of cheese.
 
    
 
   Sonja wasted no more time.  “You’ve spent a lot of time and effort trying to seduce Dan you know.  You really shouldn’t have given up quite so soon.”
 
    
 
   Her mother’s blatant statement hung in the air between them like a bomb, and Jennie’s plastic glass of wine froze between the tabletop and her mouth.  Her protest and denial was automatic and was coming out of her mouth before she had time to think.
 
    
 
   Sonja cut her off with a wave of her hand.  “Come on Jennie, you’re talking to me.  No one on earth knows you better than I do.  Take a sip of your wine, I’ve got something to tell you that should take that perpetual frown off your face and get us all back to the happy life we’ve always led.”
 
    
 
   Jennie closed her mouth and obediently took a sip of the sweet summer wine.
 
    
 
   “I’ve been fucking my stepfather since my eighteenth birthday,” Sonja said matter of factly.  “He’s really good,” she said, “in some ways even better than Dan…but I suppose that has more to do with the ‘taboo’ nature of our relationship.”  Sonja seemed to enjoy the look of open shock on Jennie’s face.  “Don’t look so surprised,” she said.  “You’ve been moping around for the last year flashing your naked or nearly naked body at my husband every time you had half a chance.  I think he’s had a permanent erection for the last six months or so.”  Sonja tipped up her glass and emptied it before pouring more for herself and for her daughter.  She cocked an eye at Jennie.  “Thank you for that, by the way.”  She smiled, a soft, sexy, friendly smile.
 
    
 
   Jennie gulped the wine down without tasting it an picked up a cube of cheese, nibbling at it while staring wide eyed a side of her mother she’d never seen before.  Sonja poured some more wine into her glass and leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table.  “When I was eighteen years old, my daddy was the most handsome man in the whole world.  He was my world and everything revolved around him as far as I was concerned.  More importantly, he loved me back. Right after my eighteenth birthday, he went fishing out here, right out from where we’re sitting now.  There were no tables or grills out here then, just a path that led from the road down to a little clearing beside the little cove.”  Sonja sighed.  “It was early in the morning, and I had followed him in my own car, parking behind his by the road.  I walked down the path with my heart in my throat, scared to death by what I intended to do but I intended to do it anyway.”
 
    
 
   Sonja bit into another piece of cheese and took a sip of wine.  “Try it this way baby, it makes the cheese taste different.”  Sonja watched as Jennie copied what she had done before going on with her story.
 
   ***
 
   The sun had just come up over the water and he had just cast his lure into a promising shadow when he heard a noise behind him.  He turned and saw his eighteen year old step daughter standing on the bank at the edge of the small cove.  She was shivering in spite of the warmth of the morning and he smiled at her.  She was so beautiful that his heart ached at the sight of her.  Her eyes locked on his, Sonja’s hands went to the thin cotton blouse she wore and unbuttoned it slowly and deliberately, one button at a time.   When the buttons were all unfastened, she shrugged her lovely shoulders and tossed the blouse casually to the ground behind her.  His heart slipped into his throat.  She wore nothing beneath the blouse and her pale breasts shone in the morning light, her nipples hard and pointed straight at him.  Still without taking her eyes from his, she bent and slid her shorts from her hips, kicking them off behind her and standing naked before him.  At the moment, she was the most beautiful and desirable woman he had ever seen.  He moved towards her as if in a trance, stopping when they were within touching distance.  She said one word as her fingers went to his waist to unfasten his belt and the top button and zipper of his jeans.  “Daddy…”
 
    
 
   His shirt and jeans were off and they were suddenly standing pressed together in the low lying ground fog.  She tilted her head up and their lips merged with ineffable sweetness as the hard points of her breasts pressed against his skin and the soft hair of her mound ground against his erect penis.
 
    
 
   Beyond caring that she was his stepdaughter and an innocent, he lifted her from the ground and raised her above his waist.  Sonja knew exactly what she wanted and where she wanted it, and she wrapped her long slender legs around his hips.  She could feel the hard tip of his sex between the lips of her own, the hard nubbin of her clit pressing hard against the slit on the top of his cock.  They were of one mind as she ground down on him while he thrust up into her.  There was a brief shock of pain at the rupture of her hymen, but the blood and her own juices lubricated her fully and in seconds she was writhing wildly, spitted joyously on his burgeoning cock.  When he came in her and she felt the first mighty jet of his sperm splashing against her cervix, Sonja felt the world move around her and her eyes squeezed shut as the ecstasy of her own orgasm crested.  At the moment of release, she screamed his name.
 
   ***
 
   “That was the first time I ever fucked my stepfather,” Sonja said softly.  “I’ve never been sorry I came out here that morning.”  She smiled at Jennie.  “Do you understand that I’m telling you that it’s okay to feel the way you do about Dan?”
 
    
 
   She wasn’t sure she believed it, but Jennie understood very well what her mother was saying.
 
   Sonja reached across the table and stroked Jennie’s dark wavy hair.  “I wouldn’t change a thing about the way I lost my virginity, but I was more of a tomboy than you.  I want your first time to be something you’re totally comfortable with.  From watching you this last year I’m pretty sure that you want Dan to be your first.”  She gave Jennie a questioning look and Jennie nodded.
 
    
 
   The cavernous purse yielded yet another treasure up to Sonja’s hands.  “These are tickets to a resort in the Caribbean.  I’ve reserved a suite for the two of you for your eighteenth birthday.  On that day, and not before.”  There were tears in both their eyes as the two women hugged across the table. They had never been closer.
 
    
 
    
 
   SECRETS OF LOVE 
 
    
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   Eighteen year old Cheryl has a secret she thinks no one knows about.  Cody, her stepfather, has a secret he thinks no one knows about.  They both should have known better.  Secrets of love have a way of getting out, one way or another…[bookmark: _GoBack31]
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Puberty had caused a pretty big ripple in her personal world, but she had learned to deal with bodily secretions, odors, and the body hair she found so distasteful.  Her extreme flexibility led to some interesting discoveries at an early age, and her mother had wrathfully discouraged any experimentation in matters sexual.  Naturally, her mother’s actions didn’t teach Cheryl to stop her experimentation, it just taught her to hide it.  By the time Cheryl was eighteen, she could lock her ankles behind her neck and lick her own clit.  The resulting orgasms had pretty well insured that she didn’t need boys to satisfy her innate sexual curiosity, but as she got older and heard more and more talk from the other girls her own age, she began to fantasize about how the things she was doing quite pleasantly to herself would feel if they were performed by a male.  Her imagination led her to penetrate her young slit with her fingers and then her tongue.  Eventually one of her girlfriends introduced her to the pleasures of a vibrator, and Cheryl was off to the races.
 
    
 
   Cheryl’s grandmother, who would have fainted if she had known what she started, inadvertently started Cheryl on the path that finally led to Cody Fenster, Cheryl’s stepfather.  Cheryl’s grandmother gave her a laptop for graduation, and after one late night discussion with a couple of girls from her gymnastics team, Cheryl discovered free sex videos on the internet.  She began to spend a great deal of her time in her own bedroom.
 
   ***
 
   Cody was a little disturbed that Cheryl had begun to spend so much time in her room with the door shut, but when he brought the subject up to Cheryl’s mother, Aida laughed and told him not to worry about it.  Shrugging his shoulders, he walked to the desk chair in his home office and booted up his desktop computer.
 
    
 
   The monster recession had actually been a lucky break for Cody.  He lost his regular job and had worked at several jobs that paid less than he needed to live on before he decided to combine his computer skills with his hobbies and start his own company.  These days, Cody worked a few hours a day from the comfort of his own home and was making five times as much money as he had before the recession.  As the computer screen blinked on and he began to activate the mini cams in the corporate office where he was conducting his investigation, an idea flashed through his head that would relieve his concerns about Cheryl and keep him out of conflict with his wife and his step daughter…provided he didn’t get caught at it.  Cody smiled.  He made the big bucks because he was very, very good at what he did.  He placed an order for the items he’d need over the internet.  It was a small order, just several button sized cameras and the wireless device he’d need to network them together.
 
   ***
 
   Cheryl slipped her hands down the back of her thin panties.  She loved the smooth cool feel of her own flesh, and she loved the feeling she could create in herself with her fingers, lips, and tongue.  From the time she had been a very small girl, she had been obsessed with two things.  She was very finicky about her personal hygiene, and she was totally immersed in gymnastics.  Visually checking to see that her door was closed, Cheryl opened her new laptop and keyed in the familiar website.  Sighing, she slipped her panties, the only garment she still had on, down over her slender hips and kicked them to the side.   Lying down on her back, she effortlessly lifted her legs up, placing her ankles behind her neck and locking them there. 
 
    
 
   Her slim fingers tapped the keyboard and a video started.  The same slim fingers that had tapped the keys traced the lips of her sex and gently stroked the tender flesh.  Dragging the tips of her fingernails lightly over the flesh of her inner thighs, Cheryl caressed and teased as she watched the girl on the screen of her laptop take the older man’s cock in her hands and then take the entire amazing length of it into her mouth.  With the amazing flexibility built through years of gymnastic training, Cheryl bent her slender neck forward and using her flexible tongue, sought out the hard nubbin of flesh that was her clit.  She tried desperately to keep the licking motions excruciatingly slow and wet, but the cum exploding into the girl’s mouth onscreen tripped some switch inside her head.  Somehow, there was something about the young girl’s seduction of the older man onscreen that set Cheryl’s blood aboil.  She licked frenziedly.  When she heard the girl onscreen whisper, “I love you daddy,” Cheryl came.  Hard.  Shaking, her ankles still locked behind her neck, Cheryl restarted the video from the beginning.  This time she turned the sound up and listened as the slim blonde seduced her stepfather.  When the stepfather came in the girl’s mouth again, Cheryl’s fingers were deep inside her pussy and her thumb was rubbing her clit.  Her orgasm was so hard the second time that her ankles came unlocked and waved wildly in the air as Cheryl cried out a single word in her ecstasy.  “Daddy!”
 
   ***
 
   Cody sat in his ergonomic chair at his desk, his large penis in his hand and his mouth wide open.  The pin cameras he had placed in Cheryl’s room had escaped her attention and his view of her bedroom and bathroom were clear and unobstructed.  He had waited for Aida to leave before switching on the cams.  He had gone ahead and started working, knowing that the action lights would come on his screen as soon as the motion activated cameras started working.  When Cheryl came in from her morning gymnastics class, Cody had shut down his own project and watched with interest as she stripped down and showered. It was a unique opportunity to see the tanned trim body of his stepdaughter naked for the first time…though he had seen her in a bikini often enough.  She was small, and even though she was tiny her body was very well formed.  Her breasts were a little smaller than Cody preferred, but he wasn’t about to pass up an opportunity to see her naked because of a preference.
 
    
 
   Watching Cheryl licking herself had been one of the most exciting and overtly erotic things he had ever seen, and he had been busily enjoying himself and masturbating until Cheryl had screamed out “Daddy!” when she came.  The whole world seemed to tilt when he realized that she was thinking about him when she was licking her own pussy…and his own eruption was instantaneous and massive.  Fuck! 
 
    
 
   Cody was barely able to conceal his knowledge of Cheryl’s activities.  Whenever she came into a room, he could hardly keep his eyes off her. Every movement that caused her clothing to stretch tautly over a part of her body that he had seen nude on his computer screen fascinated him, and he waited for one of those movements to reveal what he had already seen on the flat screen.  The whole situation was driving him slowly insane.  Worse yet, Aida was beginning to notice his erections and she was starting to appreciate and get aroused by his renewed interest in sex. 
 
   ***
 
   Cheryl felt the subtle undercurrents of the new interaction between her mother and stepfather, and she was curious as to what might have stirred them up all of a sudden.  With an inner smile, she decided to do a little sleuthing to see what was up.  Whatever it was, it was about sex…and that was something she dearly wanted to know more about.  She wasn’t ready to run out and snatch the first guy off the street she ran into, but she was definitely ready to expand her horizons.  There had certainly been an awful lot of stepfather/stepdaughter movies in the search results on her laptop…  Cheryl’s mind was in overdrive.  Perhaps she could peek at daddy’s history to see if that might be the kind of thing he fantasized about.
 
    
 
   The very next time her folks went out to dinner, Cheryl waited until their car cleared the driveway before making a beeline to Cody’s office.  Within minutes she had pulled up his history and found that Cody had covered his tracks by deleting his browsing history.  Frowning, she opened one of his work folders and looked them over.  Finding nothing interesting, she opened a file called ‘Working’.  The last subfolder in the file said ‘Cheryl’.  Her curiosity piqued, she opened the folder and saw several video file with numbers instead of names.  The first one floored her, and she quickly opened the others.  They were all of her, and they pictured her showering, changing clothes, and most embarrassing of all, several of them showed her masturbating on her bed.
 
    
 
   Cheryl’s embarrassment quickly turned to heat.  Cody had been watching her! The idea that her stepfather had seen her naked and watched her masturbate resonated with some perverse desire deep within her psyche.  She reached between her legs and found she was dripping.  Hurriedly, she closed all the files and shut the computer down.  Does he masturbate when he watches me?
 
    
 
   She turned on some slow, sexy music when she reached her room.  Closing the door to her bedroom, she tried to remember the camera angles and she looked for the tiny pin cameras.  She finally located three of them, and kept her dancing in an area covered by all three of them.  Slowly, teasingly, she stripped off her clothes the way she had seen dancers in the movies do it.  When she was naked, she used the tips of her fingers to titillate her flesh, causing her nipples to rise.
 
    
 
   She laid back on the bed and traced little arabesques on the mound of her sex, which she kept shaved to prevent embarrassing stray hairs to peek out of the tight confines of her gymnastics outfit.  Caressing the inside of her thighs, she felt her belly tremble with arousal, and the wetness become a flood.   Using her middle finger, she dipped inside her sex.  It came back glistening with her fluids and she made a big production of staring at it before she looked directly into the camera and then stuck it in her mouth.  How’d you like that Cody?
 
    
 
   Her biggest toy was an eight inch replica of a man’s cock.  She hadn’t been able to afford the battery operated one, but this latex dildo was perfect for her purposes tonight.  Again facing the camera, she took the rubber cock in both hands and let the tip of her tongue curl around the mushroom shaped head. How’d you like that Cody?  Although she had never taken a boy’s penis into her mouth, she lavished such attention on this false one that she wanted to try the real thing.  She began to imagine the heat of Cody’s penis, she wondered if it was this big and this hard. The strength of her desire was bolstered by the fact that this time her fantasy had a face…it was her stepfather’s.  Cody’s face somehow made it more real, more exciting.  Trembling all over, she slowly worked the dildo down over her belly and mound to the lips of her sex.
 
    
 
   They were puffy and red now, and her little clit stood hard and erect between the shiny wet lips.  Cheryl locked her heels behind her neck, and licked at the moisture there as she teased her clit with the dildo.  She knew what she wanted now, and she prepared herself as best she could.  Coating the shaft of the latex toy with saliva, she placed the thick tip at the entrance to her sex.  She put both hands on it, and shoved it deeply inside herself.  There was a brief stab of pain, and then she was enveloped in a hot haze of desire.  “Cody!” she yelled as the blunt end of the dildo lodged against the convex surface of her cervix.  She was staring into the camera as she came, calling his name.
 
   ***
 
   He opened the door for Aida, putting his hand in the small of her back as she went inside.  She smiled at him, enjoying their recently restored intimacy and his almost courtly manner.  At times like these she wished she could feel younger again so that she could show him just how much she appreciated his efforts. The evening out had been his idea and he had been sweet the whole time, but she was dead on her feet and she knew very well she was going to disappoint him tonight.
 
    
 
   Cody sensed the weariness in his wife, and he could see in her eyes that she’d be asleep before he finished brushing his teeth. The only thing that kept the smile on his face was the hope that he had captured more of Cheryl on video. He had glanced up at her window as they pulled into the drive and noticed that her bedroom light was off. 
 
    
 
   As he’d expected, Aida was asleep as soon as her head struck the pillow.  Cody slipped on his pajama bottoms and brushed his teeth before creeping down the hallway to his study.  He booted up his computer and was soon accessing his camera files.
 
   ***
 
    Cheryl tiptoed across the hall to check on her mother wearing only a thin see through rayon nightgown.  Satisfied that Aida was out like a light, she padded down the hall to stand outside Cody’s office door.  He had left it open a few inches, and though he had not turned on the lamp, she could clearly see him in the flickering light from his monitor.
 
    
 
   A thrill of excitement course through her…not because her writhing naked body was filling the screen, but because Cody had pulled his penis out of his pajama bottoms and was stroking it as he watched her!  It was hot as hell watching him masturbate and knowing for certain that she was the reason he was doing it.  Cheryl had to bite her lower lip to keep from crying out.  Her hand stole between her legs, the thin rayon bunching up and soaked through where it came in contact with her sex.  She had no choice but to race back to her bedroom and fling herself face down on her bed, her hand still between her slender thighs.
 
    
 
   She whimpered into her pillow as she came, the picture of Cody staring at her own naked body and jacking off to it etched indelibly on her brain.  She wasn’t sure her orgasm was going to stop.
 
    
 
   When she could stand no more, Cheryl rolled over onto her back.  Her hair was disheveled, and a thin sheen of sweat covered her skin.  It took several minutes for her breathing to come back to normal.  The light in her parents’ bedroom across the hall snapped out, and she heard the bedsprings creak as Cody crawled in next to her mother.  She smiled.  One day soon she thought, one day soon he’s going to crawl into my bed.
 
   ***
 
   One day soon he thought, one day soon I’m going to crawl into her bed.  
 
   ***
 
   Tonight, perhaps for the last time, the two slept and dreamed without having committed the sin from which there would be no turning back.  For tonight, their secrets of love were just a fantasy.
 
    
 
    
 
   ILLICIT LOVE 
 
    
 
    
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   Eighteen year old Rori knew damned well her stepfather was more than a little kinky-hell, she had seen the videos he saved on his computer and she was as turned on by his favorites as he seemed to be.  She had never suspected her mama to be such a prude, or that a little kinky fun would cause the breakup of her marriage.  Rori was an opportunist of the first class, and she saw absolutely no reason not to make use of a hot hunk like her stepfather.  A little illicit love sounded as exciting as hell…[bookmark: _GoBack]
 
    
 
    
 
   She knew damned well Mama didn’t love him anymore, they were just staying together for her sake and for her little half-brother Bobby.  Angry at her mother, she sided with her stepfather on just about every issue.  Their house stayed in a constant uproar.
 
    
 
   The first time the argument between her mother and stepfather really got out of hand, Aurora (Rori) Bostics mother Anne had left the house in a rush after an angry yelling match, slamming the door loudly and tearing off in the family car. Several moments passed before Rori noticed Casey, her stepfather, checking Bobby’s room across the hall.  Bobby was only four, and it was unlikely he would have been awake in spite of the loudness of the argument. Rori, on the other hand, had heard every word of it.
 
    
 
   Mama and daddy had been arguing about sex.   Daddy had done his best to keep from arguing with her mother, trying to remain calm while her mama was spoiling for a fight.  Several times she had called him a ‘perverted bastard’ and a ‘sick sonovabitch.’  Her voice had carried up the stairs and into Rori’s room, and she had wondered what exactly it was that daddy liked or wanted that mama found so disgusting.  Images from daddy’s desktop computer flashed through her brain in hot waves, images from the video’s he liked to watch late at night when he thought everyone was asleep.
 
    
 
   She slid one bare long slender leg out from under her sheets and her slim hand crept under the waistband of her sheer panties.  Idly she replayed scenes from daddy’s favorite videos in her head as her middle finger gently diddled her puffy clit.  He saved his favorites to a hidden folder in one of his work files.  She had found them one night when he and mama were out at a dinner.
 
    
 
   The first one she watched had confused her at first.  A man and a woman, apparently his wife, were sitting at a table in a restaurant. The man kept exposing one of her breasts to passing strangers.  One of the men, a handsome one, sat down with the couple and the scene changed to a hotel room.  The woman, a pretty blonde, seemed to be a little reluctant, but she allowed her husband to remove her clothes until she was naked and kneeling before the clothed stranger.
 
    
 
   The husband held her head while the stranger pulled out a really large cock and pushed it into her mouth.  She acted as if she was mad, but Rori sensed that her reluctance was affected.  Soon the wife was slurping happily on the stranger’s cock while her husband sat watching and masturbating.  It seemed a strange game to Rori, but it nevertheless sent paroxysms of pleasure to her middle, and she felt herself get wet and squishy between her legs.  When the stranger threw back his head and groaned, he spilled his thick white cum in her mouth and the wife greedily sucked it all down, licking the stranger’s cock clean.  Rori came with a grunt, her finger wet and sticky from being inside her slit. The video was a radical departure from her usual fantasies, but the wicked pleasure she derived from it was sharp and biting.  She wanted more.
 
    
 
   Breathlessly Rori watched more of her daddy’s stored videos, all variations of a man showing off his woman to a stranger and then either watching her have sex with him or sharing her.  Rori’s fantasies had taken a lot of wild turns over her life, but the idea of having her lover showing her off to strangers was new and terribly exciting.  The idea of having two men shower her with sexual attention was totally new, and it took all of her willpower to slow down her orgasms when she did think about it.
 
    
 
   Now mama had left the house in a rage and Rori wondered if her mother was mad about the videos, or maybe the fact that daddy liked them was enough to make her this mad.  She wasn’t sure she understood.  The idea that she would be able to flirt with another man while her lover watched, and even participated, was wildly exciting to Rori.  What was not to like? It seemed the ultimate turn on to her.  Finally, her curiosity drove her downstairs to confront her stepfather.
 
    
 
   “You two at it again?” she asked casually.
 
    
 
   “You heard, huh?”  Casey Sanders’ hands raked through his short cropped dark hair and cupped his forehead.
 
    
 
   “Were you arguing about sex?” Rori asked candidly.
 
    
 
   Casey’s head popped up.  “What the hell gave you that idea?”
 
    
 
   Rori’s wry smile startled him.  “Arguments where mama calls you a ‘perverted bastard’ and a ‘sick sonofabitch’ don’t tend to be connected with power bills or credit card troubles.”  Her smile was wicked and knowing.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know how much you know, and even less about how much you understand Rori…” he started.
 
    
 
   “I know the idea of watching mama suck some stranger’s cock excites you,” Rori took a stab in the dark to watch the expression on Casey’s face.
 
    
 
   “Ah shit,” Casey said to himself.  Clearly he figured that Rori was downstairs for the sole purpose of giving him a hard time.
 
    
 
   “Why’s mama giving you such a hard time about it?  I think it’s kind of hot.”
 
    
 
   Rori’s nipples were hard and she was rubbing her thighs together trying to relieve the building heat between her legs.  It was the most adult conversation she’d ever had with her handsome stepfather, and he looked so sexy sitting there on the couch with his shirt open and his strong hairy legs sticking out of his soft denim shorts.  She stared openly at his crotch.
 
    
 
   In spite of how disturbed he was, Casey felt a stirring in his shorts under her hot gaze. “I don’t think I should be discussing my sex life with you,” Casey said.
 
    
 
   Rori laughed.  “It’s a little late for that daddy,” she said.  She took a deep breath and watched Casey’s eyes follow the lift of her small breasts.  “I’m eighteen years old now, I know all about sex,” she said, her eyes issuing a challenge she wasn’t certain she was ready for.  It was time to forge ahead anyway.  “I know what it feels like to have a man’s cock inside me, and I know what cum tastes like.”  
 
    
 
   She shivered at the memory of Jack Tilman’s huge cock shooting off inside her mouth.  Rori had almost choked before she had started gulping the hot viscous fluid, but she had managed.  The other girls had been wrong.  The stuff was salty tasting but it wasn’t disgusting at all.  Best of all, Jack had been as pliable as a puppy after she had taken his load in her mouth.  Now he would do anything for her, she had only to crook her finger and Jack would come running to do her bidding.  She had loved the feeling of power it had given her over boys, and she had used her newfound skill to collect an enviable circle of admirers.
 
    
 
   Casey was taken aback at her announcement.  He’d had no idea that Rori was sexually active, and the knowledge cast her in a new light.  “You find the idea of someone watching you have sex interesting?” he asked her.
 
    
 
   Rori stood up, hiding her nervousness but displaying her arousal, and slowly approached her stepfather.  “It’s more than interesting,” she said softly, crossing her arms in front of her and lifting the hem of her tee shirt over her head to expose her small and perfectly formed breasts.  “It drives me crazy.” The thin athletic shorts she was wearing created a stifling pressure between her legs, the center seam pressing against her clit and sending waves of forbidden pleasure coursing through her midsection.  She sat down in his lap, her pointed nipples just inches from his lips.
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure what you’re up to Rori,” Casey said in a strangled voice, “but I’m damned sure we shouldn’t be doing this.”  
 
    
 
   In answer, Rori pressed a nipple between his lips and felt the hot surge of pleasure overwhelm her sex.  Her legs spread apart without conscious thought and her ass began to massage his swelling cock.  This was not what she intended when she came downstairs, but now it seemed inevitable.
 
    
 
   “Are you and mama getting a divorce?” she asked, running her fingers through his thick hair.  She wanted him to bite her nipple.
 
    
 
   “Hell no,” Casey said, taking his lips from the glistening nipple.  “Bobby’s only two.  We would never split up and leave him to grow up without a family.  Poor guy, he’s going to have to live with an unhappy set of parents, but at least he’ll have parents.”  Rori knew that both her parents had come from broken homes, but she wasn’t so sure that living with miserable parents would be any better.  She sighed.  It was out of her control anyway.  She had a more urgent problem.
 
    
 
   Rori dropped her slender hand down between her legs and idly stroked his swollen cock through his pants.  “It sounds to me as if you need a companion that shares your fantasies,” she said.  She pulled his mouth back to her nipple and bent her head to his ear.  Rori’s white teeth nibbled at the lobe of his ear and her heated breath tempted him.  “I’m not mama,” she whispered, “but would it excite you if I let you watch me suck a cock while you had yours stuffed up my ass?”  She shivered.  “I know a lot of places we could go where we could get away with that.”
 
    
 
   Casey’s cock threatened to burst through his denim shorts, and Rori spread her legs wider so that she could get her hand through his zipper.  His bare cock was wider and thicker than she had realized, the span of her thumb and fingers barely able to reach around the circumference.  She stroked it, watching the large bead of precum form on the tip.  They kissed, her teeth leaving his ear and her tongue leaving a wet trail across his cheek as she sought his mouth.
 
    
 
   Casey lifted her up and twisted her body so that she was facing him and her long legs folded beneath his arms.  His bare cock was pressing against the hot skin of her belly and her hips were writhing involuntarily.  “My shorts…” Rori moaned.
 
    
 
   His fingers grabbed the thin fabric between her legs and ripped the crotch out of the thin cotton athletic shorts she wore.  Her panties tore with them and her bare slit was rubbing against his penis.  With a whimper Rori changed the angle of her hips and the tip of his cock slipped inside her wetness like a hot knife through whipped butter.  In a microsecond Casey was secreted in her sex, her protuberant clit nestled against the hard bone of his pelvis.
 
    
 
   The brazenness of what they were doing titillated Rori far more than she had imagined it would. She was all but naked in her living room and she was lewdly fucking her stepfather.  Mama could walk in and catch them at any moment.  Rori had never been hotter.  She began to encourage him, pressing her inflexible nipples to the bare skin of his chest while she whispered outrageous sexual scenarios in his ear.
 
    
 
   Casey thrust into the soft cavern of her sex as she whispered.  That a large number of the scenarios she whispered to him were actually from the videos stored on his own computer escaped him, but their familiar flavor convinced him that he had found a kindred spirit.  Rori simply rode it out, benefitting from Casey’s lust. She was not new to sex, but this was beyond anything she had ever dreamed of, and Casey was making her cum repeatedly.  Her ankles locked in the small of his back and she abandoned herself to the sensations. 
 
    
 
   He shuddered as he emptied himself into her, adoring her febrile response to his own orgasm.  Rori was sweating freely and her face was flushed from her exertions.  “When can we do this again?” she asked him eagerly.
 
    
 
   “Did you mean it when you said you’d like to do this with a stranger?” he whispered.  The strong contraction of her sex around his half erect cock was all the response he needed.  Casey whispered into Rori’s ear and she nodded fervently.  He patted her on her sexy ass and sent her back upstairs to her room. Sighing contentedly, Casey adjusted his clothes and walked to the kitchen for an ice cold beer.  His life had just taken a gigantic leap from misery to joy.  His future had never seemed so bright.
 
    
 
   Mama had taken Bobby to Grandma’s house in Atlanta for the weekend. Rori had donned her most adult party dress, a black mini with a deeply cut front and a very low back that nearly exposed the crack between her buttocks.  It showed off her long tan legs and threatened to expose her breasts every time she breathed deeply.  Mama had a fit the first and last time she saw it, ordering Rori to take it back to the store.   She never had.  Tonight she wore a single strand of pearls around her neck that her grandma had sent for her sixteenth birthday.  Rori had let her wavy dark hair cascade loosely over her shoulders.  She had no trouble at all negotiating the stairs in the four inch patent leather heels she had borrowed from mama’s closet, and Casey had been stunned at her appearance.  He was speechless as she approached him, but Rori didn’t care.  She looked hot enough to fuck and that was all she had her mind on tonight.
 
    
 
   The table was in a dark corner, and Rori was facing the wall.  It took no time at all for Rori to invite a stranger to their table for a drink, and he was soon fondling Rori blatantly in front of him.  The stranger glanced uneasily around the bar, but he relaxed a little when he saw no one was paying any attention to them.  Casey’s hand slipped inside the deep décolletage of Rori’s dress and cupped her breast.  The nipple immediately popped up against the skin of his palm.
 
    
 
   “She really gets off on having her nipples pinched,” Casey said casually.  The stranger started, beads of moisture gleaming on his upper lip.  “Go ahead,” he said, pulling the cloth aside and exposing her other breast, “see for yourself.”
 
    
 
   The stranger gulped and looked around again before giving in and doing as Casey asked.  Rori closed her eyes as he touched her, her sex flooding.  Her eyes flooded open as she fixed her gaze on the front of the stranger’s pants.  He was hard.  “How long do I have to wait daddy?” she murmured, her hand reaching for the bulge.
 
    
 
   “How long do you have to wait for what baby?” Casey asked as Rori’s hand cupped the stranger’s erection.
 
    
 
   “How long do I have to wait before I suck his cock?”
 
    
 
   Joy coursed through Casey’s entire body.  “You don’t have to wait at all baby,” he whispered as his own erection tented the front of his pants.
 
    
 
   “Good,” Rori said.  She leaned forward and pulled the strange cock from its hiding place.  Then she sucked it deep into her mouth. Rori had never felt more alive.  There was no doubt left in her mind, illicit love was the best kind.
 
    
 
   FOR HIS TRUST 
 
    
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   It started as a lark, a spur of the moment whim.  Unfortunately for Penny it got serious in a hurry.  She had no idea that by tomorrow she would be fucking her stepfather in broad daylight out by the pool…[bookmark: _GoBack1]for his trust.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It started innocently enough.  Her mother, Daniella, had been watching the late night horror show on TV in the recliner, covered with a colorful handmade afghan.  Her stepfather had been lying on the sofa in his pajamas with his head propped in his hand.  Eighteen year old Penny had lasted less than ten minutes into the movie before she jumped up and tried to climb under the afghan with her mother.
 
    
 
   “Dammnit Penny there’s not room for both of us in this recliner,” her mother said irritably.  “Go sit with Ken.”  Penny, dressed in a thin cotton nightie that came to mid-thigh on her and a pair of matching panties, scampered over to lie on the sofa with Ken.  She pulled her own afghan from the floor and covered them both.
 
    
 
   “Comfortable?” Ken asked, tucking the afghan in around her shoulders and smiling down at her pretty face.  She nodded and pulled the afghan tighter around her neck.  Ken laid his hand innocently enough on her hip and went back to watching the movie.
 
    
 
   Penny woke up with a start.  Her mother was nowhere to be seen and an infomercial was on the flatscreen TV.  A glance at the clock on the mantle showed that it was after two in the morning.  She was about to get up when Ken shifted and she felt something hard poke the crevice between her buttocks through the thin cotton panties.  Her eyes widened.  Her stepfather had a hard on-a really big one.
 
    
 
   The crush she had on Ken had started the day her mother brought him home.  He had looked gorgeous in those tight jeans and worn chambray workshirt, and Penny had drowned in his blue eyes the first time he cast a glance her way.  Now, four years later, she was lying in his arms and his cock was pressing between her legs the way she had dreamed of it a hundred times.  Well, almost the way she had dreamed of it.  Her nipples were stiff with suppressed desire.
 
    
 
   She moved her hips backward, feeling his erection pushing against the sensitive flesh between her legs and she tried to spread them further apart so she could feel him directly on her sex.  It was impossible to do.  Furtively, she worked her hand around behind her and was pleasantly shocked to find that the hard penis had escaped the fly of his pajamas.  His bare skin was hot to the touch, and she marveled that the skin covering the iron hard bar of his erection could be so soft.  Her slender fingers surrounded it and she squeezed him gently.
 
    
 
   Ken moaned softly in his sleep and Penny let go of him instantly, unsure of how he would react to his stepdaughter fondling his cock while he slept.  Penny couldn’t help herself, she was in heat.  Carefully, she slipped off the sofa and knelt beside it.  She gently pushed Ken against the back of the sofa so that she could see his penis jutting through the fly of his pajamas. She stifled a giggle when she saw that his pubic area was shaved clean.  Apparently, her mother was a little kinky-a trait she shared unknowingly with her daughter.
 
    
 
   Penny moved her head closer for a better look. It seemed to be an awfully angry red for such an innocuous bit of flesh, but as her hot breath blew across it, the cock seemed to swell up considerably.  Up close and now fully hard, it was impressive.  Penny bit her lower lip as she bent closer, her lush parted lips now less than an inch away from the quivering crown.  She stole a glance at Ken’s sleeping face, and then screwed up her courage.  Her pointed pink tongue darted out and made quick contact with the skin of his cock.  It returned to the safety of her mouth as quickly as it had slipped out.  The memory of his hot flesh on her tongue burned its way into her brain, and Penny felt slightly woozy from desire.  With a muffled cry, she stuck her tongue out again, this time licking around the thick column of flesh and up to the beginning of the slit on top of the helmet shaped glans.  Ken never moved, though he was still moaning softly in his sleep.
 
    
 
   She moved her head back.  Ken’s hard belly was clearly visible behind his cock and Penny’s sex was now dripping with her own juices.  Petrified, she got to her feet and stole upstairs to check on her mother.  The three quarters empty glass of brandy on her mother’s nightstand told her that she would hear no more from the woman tonight. She was free to do whatever she could get away with-if she dared. Silently, Penny tiptoed back down the stairs.
 
    
 
   With a truly wicked feeling inside her, she lowered her panties to the floor and knelt back down with her face even with daddy’s cock.  It was leaning to one side now, not nearly as hard as it had been before.  Her hot breath soon roused it though, and soon it was straining and hard again.  Penny took a deep breath and let her tongue curl around the head.  It was salty and good and she wanted more-much more.  She normally loved the slight woodruff smelling scent of his cologne, but just now it was mixed with a musky man scent that sent her libido spiraling out of control.  Her tongue eagerly lapped at the fold of skin just beneath the head and she was rewarded by the thick shaft jerking in front of her.  She watched in awe as his balls rolled in their sack of skin, bulging with his semen.  The idea of licking him until he released the sperm in his balls was intriguing, but Penny was suddenly struck by a desire that she first thought was peculiar.  The strange desire became more and more powerful as she thought about it.  The girls at school had talked about it in hushed tones, and the image their conversations had provoked had seemed more than a little disgusting-until tonight.  Tonight Penny was hungry.  Tonight, she wanted to feel Ken’s cum on her tongue, inside her mouth.  She wanted him to fill her belly with his seed.
 
    
 
   Her mouth closed over the tip of his cock and she began to suck him.  Ken stirred in his sleep, his free hand seeking her hair and twisting itself in the long strands.  She felt his palm on the top of her head as he began to thrust his hips lightly towards her mouth.  She simply opened wide and let him fuck her mouth.  It was the most amazingly erotic thing she had ever dreamed of.  Fast asleep, her gorgeous stepfather was fucking her mouth.  Even the guttural moans coming from deep in his throat aroused her.
 
    
 
   Penny wanted to feel his hands on her breasts and her belly, but she was afraid she would waken him if she started trying to dig out his other hand from beneath him.  As he pumped rhythmically into her mouth she could feel her own excitement coming to a peak.  His balls were stirring madly in their sack now, and she knew his orgasm was approaching fast.  She put her hand between her legs, masturbating, frantically trying to catch up with Ken.  As the first jet of heavy cream spurted from the tip, Penny felt her own orgasm crest.  She was cumming with him as she swallowed wildly.
 
    
 
   His sleep became less agitated and his breathing slowed.  Penny located and licked up every stray drop of the white stuff that had escaped her rapid gulping. It really didn’t have much of a taste, but it was hers, she had earned it.  Penny licked him clean and then crawled back onto the couch with him, pulling the afghan tight around her neck.  Just as she was falling asleep she felt Ken’s hand drape over her side beneath the afghan, finding and cupping her breast.  Her nipple hardened against his palm and she smiled.  After another long slow breath, she dropped off to sleep.
 
    
 
   Ken awakened around six a.m., his erection raging against soft hot flesh.  His hand found the hem of the nightie and slid up the bare flesh inside it until he reached the breast he sought.  He had experienced an incredibly vivid dream the night before and he was not surprised at all by his morning woodie. If he played his cards right, he might catch Daniella in just the right mood and she might blow him the way she had in his dream.  Fuck, that had been fantastic!
 
    
 
   Something was wrong, and Ken became wide awake in an instant.  The breast in his hand!  It was all wrong, it was too small.  The naked ass that was rubbing against his bare cock was too tight, too small!  He opened his eyes and looked down aghast at the angelic face of his sleeping stepdaughter.  With a small frantic yelp of surprise, Ken stumbled from the sofa, throwing the afghan back over her sleeping form before grabbing his cock and racing up the stairs to his bedroom.  He shut the door and leaned against it, trying to catch his breath.
 
    
 
   A glance at Daniella and the brandy glass on the bedside table told him she wouldn’t remember a thing about the night before. Ken was only half relieved.  Just how much of his dream the night before had really been a dream?  How much had actually happened?  And how the hell was he going to find out?  It wasn’t as if he could just come right out and ask Penny, “Hey, did you suck my dick when I was asleep last night?”  He was so concerned that he couldn’t go back to sleep.  Even worse, he couldn’t force himself to wake Daniella up for sex-especially since the raging hard on he was carrying had been caused by her daughter.  He lay down on the far side of the king sized mattress and masturbated bitterly to a less than satisfactory orgasm.  It didn’t help that images of Penny had crossed before his eyes as he came.
 
    
 
   Ken busied himself preparing breakfast for the three of them after his long hot morning shower.  When his wife and stepdaughter came out for breakfast, he clowned with them and teased them both.  Daniella wondered why he was trying so hard, but Penny knew he suspected something or felt guilty about the night before. 
 
    
 
   Daniella simply wrote it off as a quirk and hurried off to her weekly golf game with some women from her office.  Penny had kept her eyes downcast throughout the entire ordeal.  She was suddenly feeling guilty as hell.
 
    
 
   She helped him wash the dishes and straighten the kitchen, but they didn’t trade their usual banter.  The silence between them was deafening.  By the time they were through, Ken almost had it figured out.  “Come on,” he said, reaching his hand out and taking hers in it.  With his free hand he got a couple of clean mugs from the cabinet and poured them both a cup of coffee.  When they each had one in hand, he led her out to the back yard and they sat down at the table by the pool.
 
    
 
   He was dressed in khaki shorts and a polo shirt, and he looked so handsome sitting in the morning sun with the slight breeze ruffling his hair.  His clear blue eyes looked deeply into hers.  “Last night-it wasn’t a dream, was it?” His face was unreadable.
 
    
 
   “No,” Penny said in a small voice.  She felt tears forming, and she was furious with herself.  Although she didn’t feel like dancing on the table and shouting it from the rooftops, she wasn’t ashamed of what she had done.  It would never do for her mother to find out about it, but it simply didn’t feel shameful.  It had been fun and exciting and it had felt good.  That said, there was no way she could respond without sounding defensive about it.  She took a deep breath.  Ken had taught her over time that when faced with something difficult, total honesty kept you from making a mess of anything.
 
    
 
   “I’m not sorry I did it,” she said in a low voice.  Looking up into those blue eyes was tough, but she felt her voice strengthen.  “I want to do it again.  I liked it and it felt good.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry you did it,” Ken said reflectively, “but probably not for the reasons you suspect.”  He sipped his coffee and watched a bluejay as it walked along the edge of the pool.  “It felt really good to me too Penny-too good.  Now I have to make up my mind about something extremely difficult and I don’t know what to do.  If I follow my own advice and just stick to the truth, there’s going to be a helluva war when your mother comes back from her golf game.”  He took another sip of his coffee.  “If I don’t tell her, and avoid the fight, I have to wonder if I’m ever going to do something that pisses you off enough to tell her yourself.” He cocked his head and gave her a very steady, adult look.  “This kind of secret takes you and I to a whole new level of trust, and I don’t know if you can hold up your end of it.  Either way, truth or lie, you’ve placed me in a life altering situation.”
 
    
 
   Penny’s tears were rolling freely now.  “That was never my intention daddy,” she whispered.  “I did it because I was horny and because you were right there next to me and it was so hard pressing against my bottom.”  In spite of her misery the memory was causing the heat to grow in the depths of her belly again.  How the hell could she be so horny when she was so depressed? “I wanted to fuck you but I was afraid,” she said.
 
    
 
   Ken’s eyes rose.  “Afraid that your mother would catch us or afraid that I would wake up?”
 
   “Both.”
 
    
 
   He set the coffee mug down on the plexiglass tabletop and reached for her hands.  Pulling her to him, he set her in his lap.  Penny’s nipples hardened and rose against the thin fabric of her tee shirt.  It was patently obvious that she wasn’t wearing a bra.  Ken was only human, and he smiled ruefully at the display of her rising passion.  “I feel the same way,” he told her.  “But I still have to decide whether to trust you.  This isn’t easy for me.”
 
    
 
   She knew, she could feel his cock rising beneath her ass.  Slowly, Penny crossed her arms and lifted her shirt over her head.  She stood up and dropped her shorts around her ankles, kicking them away with a flick of her foot.  His khaki shorts fell open with a few quick moves of her hands and she settled on his hard cock, taking it deep inside her.  “It is daddy,” she said, rocking fervently on his stiff pole.  “It’s just this easy.”  Her voice rose, filled with passion.  “I’ll never tell-if I did I could never do this again.  I could never give this up!”  She kissed him as they fucked, a deep and meaningful kiss.  When he came inside her, Penny held his head tight against her breasts, loving him.  She would find a way to show him that she could keep a secret.  Right now, she was just a grateful teenage girl who was thankful…for his trust.
 
    
 
   RAPTURE OF LOVE 
 
    
 
    
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   Eighteen year old Cindy Garrett is in love with her stepfather.  It wasn’t a childhood crush, it was real.  Since her mother died of leukemia, Cindy had cooked, cleaned, and generally taken care of James Garrett just as any wife would-with the sole exception of sex.  It had been the one subject they had skirted, everything else had been free and open.  The day after her eighteenth birthday, Cindy knew it was time to let James know.  She was filled with the rapture of love.  Nothing could stop her now.[bookmark: _GoBack2]
 
    
 
    
 
   Cindy Garrett positively glowed.  It showed in her eyes, the way her lissome body moved in her light sundress, and in her glorious smile.  Tiny, barely five feet tall in her bare feet, if you handed her a concrete block she would still be south of a hundred pounds.  Long, straight, pale blonde hair framed an alabaster face dominated by huge blue eyes behind large round glasses.  She had a wide, generous mouth full of dazzling white teeth, and today all of them were showing.
 
    
 
   Skipping home from school was something she hadn’t done in years, but today was special, today she was eighteen years old-today she could tell her stepfather how she truly felt about him.  Since mama had died four years ago, Cindy had kept his house, done his laundry, and been his confidante.  It had been Cindy who had dragged the handsome James Oreck back from the depths of despair when Marjorie Oreck had died of leukemia.
 
    
 
   She had brought him back and gotten him moving again, though she grieved for her mother as much as he did.  In the intervening years she had fallen in love with him.  Cindy had kept her secret close, fearing to cause him problems with the law that might keep her from being near him.  Today she didn’t have to keep her secret any more, today she was legally an adult, and today, her stepfather was just another man.  Her man.
 
    
 
   Cindy knew he responded to her.  Too many mornings she had seen the erection he tried to hide from her when she made his breakfast in her light robe.  There had been too many times when she had come from the bathroom or the pool in some stage of undress, encountering James unexpectedly.  She had always raced away from him, but underneath the mask of embarrassment she had burned with excitement.  Cindy loved his reactions to her body.
 
    
 
   She smiled, a broad sunny smile. After tonight there would be no more embarrassment.  After tonight, she would be able to come to him naked and unembarrassed whenever she wanted.  After tonight, Cindy would know how that thick column of flesh between his legs felt inside her.  Oh yes, she had peered around corners and through slightly opened doors.  She had ‘inadvertantly’ walked in on him while he was showering or changing clothes.  The opportunity had even presented itself a few times to watch him masturbate in front of the computer when he had thought her sound asleep.  Cindy knew what his cock looked like naked and hard, with James’ large hand wrapped tightly around it-and she knew what it looked like when he came.
 
    
 
   Many nights she had laid in bed imagining what it would feel like in her own tiny hands.  She had wondered what it felt like to take him in her mouth like the girls on the videos did to their men, and what it would be like to feel the hot flow of his cum inside her mouth and throat.  Those were the videos he watched most, they were the ones that seemed to excite him.
 
    
 
   She had been determined to learn as much as she could from watching the same videos.  The history log in the settings of his desktop had provided her with the sites he had visited and the videos he had watched.  She had even found the secret hidden folder where he kept the videos he had downloaded and saved.  It was no accident that the videos he saved all had petite blondes with big blue eyes, tiny breasts, and wide mouths.  James was as obsessed with her as she was with him.  There was absolutely no doubt about it, tonight would be their beginning.
 
    
 
   Cindy had never been with man or boy sexually, but she had ordered a lifesize latex penis online and she had practiced with it in the wee hours of the morning. Hoping that it was about the same size as her daddy’s, she had mastered the art of taking it into her throat without gagging.  It had been tough at first, but it was easy now.  The first time she had taken it inside her sex it had hurt pretty badly, but she had learned to use a lubricant until her own juices started to flow.  It had really hurt when she decided to try to take it in her ass, but generous amounts of lubricant and finding the right position had eliminated the anal sex problem.  It was surprising to her just how much her body had responded to the anal penetration.  It hadn’t looked very comfortable in the videos, and a lot of the women had seemed to be in pain-but there was one special video that James watched over and over.  The girl in that homemade video had been a dead ringer for Cindy, and she had begun to moan with excitement the instant her lover had penetrated her ass.  Cindy had watched her cum repeatedly over the course of the long video, and she had watched what had appeared to be real orgasms as the tiny girl accepted her lover’s cock in her mouth, her pussy, and in her ass.  It was Cindy’s favorite video as well.
 
    
 
   The walk home went quickly, and Cindy hurried to make everything ready for their special evening.  Everything had to be perfect, and she had to take him by surprise so that he wouldn’t find some way to talk himself out of what she had planned.  There was no doubt in her mind that he would try to keep from doing something he thought was wrong or dishonorable.  In spite of what she knew of him, Cindy knew that the time was right.  She was eighteen now, and legal in every sense of the word.  Mama had been gone a long time, and she wasn’t coming back.  Cindy was here, and she needed James; she was convinced that he needed her just as much as she needed him.
 
    
 
   Cindy always kept a spotless house, and the dinner she had planned was easy to prepare.  She opened two bottles of James’ favorite wine, one white, and one rose’ to go with the different courses.  It was a light dinner, but it was delicious, exotic, and easy to make.  Glancing at the kitchen clock, she realized that there was little time before daddy was due home, and she rushed upstairs for a quick shower and to change into the expensive little nothing that was all she intended to wear tonight-and she didn’t intend to wear it for long.
 
    
 
   When Cindy came downstairs she opened the windows, dimmed the lights, and lit candles all over the living and dining rooms.  There was soft music from the stereo, and she entertained herself calmly by watching the evening breeze blow the sheers in the windows until she heard James’ car door shut.  She met him at the door.
 
    
 
   He was stunned.  There was no other way to describe James’ emotion when Cindy opened the front door and threw herself into his arms.  Her lush lips parted and brushed against his own.  The fragrance of fresh blossoming honeysuckle was in her hair and on her skin.  Her long blonde hair hung to her waist in the candlelight, and the sheer blue peignoir covered only her bare skin.  He could see her tiny breasts and miniscule nipples clearly through the sheer blue fabric, and he could see just as clearly that there was no hair on her mound.  Her kiss and her breath were incredibly sweet.
 
    
 
   Cindy’s forefinger went to his lip to shush him as she led him inside and seated him at the table.  She sat in his lap as she fed him bits of oyster and steak au poivre interspersed with sips of wine and pieces of steamed asparagus.  Her every movement was like a caress, her voice soothing.  James was overwhelmed.
 
    
 
   Cindy guided and controlled the dinner, keeping James amused, entertained, and awed by her perfection.  When dinner was over, she quietly led him upstairs to the guest bedroom, which she had taken great pains to prepare for the evening.  Leading him to the king sized bed, she pushed him down on it and began to unbutton his shirt.  James tried to stand up, to object, but she firmly pushed him back down and then knelt between his knees.
 
    
 
   “Mama is gone daddy.  As much as we’d like it, she’s never coming back.  I loved you before she died, but since then what I feel has changed into something else, another kind of love.”  She blushed.  “I feel it, and I know you feel it too.”  Her tiny hand covered the lump in the front of his pants.  “I’m a woman now, I’m eighteen years old and there’s not a single law that we’re breaking.  You can’t get in any trouble for giving me what I want, what I need-and what I know you want to give me.  We can work out the details later daddy, but I’m not going to wait another single minute to take what I want.”  Staring into his hazel eyes, she unfastened his belt and his trousers and fished his swollen cock out.
 
    
 
   Her delicate pink tongue curled out and lapped at the slit on top of the mushroom shaped glans of his penis.  A moan came from deep in her chest as she parted her lips and took the head into her mouth.  It was James’ turn to groan.  He watched in amazement as her lips inched down the thick shaft of his cock until her nose lodged against his pelvic bone.  He could see that her slender throat was distended, but she showed no signs of a gag reflex or discomfort-and the incredible wet heat of her mouth and throat overpowered and destroyed any sense of shame or impropriety.  James was lost in his darling stepdaughter’s clutches and he was glad. His hands searched for entrance to the sheer peignoir, and Cindy, never moving her mouth from his cock, moved her hands to its buttons and shrugged the garment from her shoulders.
 
    
 
   She moved her hands back to his balls, hefting first one and then the other.  She was breathing deeply through her nose as she was throating him, and his deliciously male scent intoxicated her.  Sucking his cock was as exciting as she had dreamed it would be, and the slightly salty taste of his precum incited her to suck harder, trying to hurry the thick white flow that was her first desire tonight.  Daddy loved to watch men cum in the mouths of tiny blonde women, and she knew he had been thinking of her when he had been masturbating all those nights. If she had any say in the matter, he would never need his videos again.  Cindy was prepared to drink his cum whenever he wanted.  She sucked harder, squeezing her thighs together as the tremors started behind her belly button and radiated through her sex.  She was going to cum, and it would be soon.
 
    
 
   His fingers found her hair, and he wound them in the pale gold strands.  He could feel his cum rising from a spot at the base of his spine and he tried his best to dislodge Cindy’s sucking mouth but she stubbornly fought him until he gave up.  His cum erupted unchecked into her mouth and she swallowed it greedily. Cindy stayed on his cock, nursing at it until it was too painful to allow her to continue.
 
    
 
   There were traces of his cum on her face as he lifted her small naked body and pulled her to him.  “I love you so much daddy,” she said, tears of happiness rolling down her alabaster cheeks.  “I’ve waited so long.”  Her arms wrapped around his neck and their lips met.  She had the softest, most demanding lips he’d ever kissed.
 
    
 
   She had no idea how long they had been lying together, sharing their sweet kisses before she realized that James was hard again and his erection was pressing against her flat belly. Cindy crawled on top of him, straddling the thickness of his cock and proudly thrusting her tiny breasts out for him to stroke and fondle.  She reached down and spread the lips of her sex, centering the tip of his penis at the top of her slit, tight against her swollen clit.  “Oh daddy,” she breathed as she began to rock back and forth, using his shaft to masturbate with and coating him with her juices.
 
    
 
   James lost himself in the magical movement of her hips. She was so slick, and hot.  Cindy began making longer strokes, sliding from the tip of his cock all the way to where his balls started.  His hands gripped her hips and he applied more pressure.
 
    
 
   Cindy inched forward, feeling the tip of his cock rub across the puckered rosebud of her ass, and she promised herself that it would all come sooner or later.  At this very moment though, she desperately wanted him inside her.  She slid back up until the tip was bumping her clit again, and changed the angle of her hips.  All it took was one small push and James was inside her.
 
    
 
   They both wanted to take it slow, to make the first time last forever.  He was bigger than her latex cock, but not enough to hurt her.  Her hips wriggled as she worked his long thick cock into her pussy, feeling the live flesh inside her for the very first time.  It felt so good she was shaking.  “Daddy,” she sobbed, “I love you daddy!”  She squeezed her eyes shut tight, and unable to wait any longer, drove herself down onto his full length.  Cindy went rigid as her orgasm took her.  She wanted to scream, to laugh, and to cry all at once.  Having James fully inside her was every bit as wonderful as she had expected it to be.  She had read all the descriptions of the ‘earth moving’ and ‘fireworks’ in all the romance novels.  Her limited experience with masturbation and with her rubber toy had taught her not to expect quite so much out of real rather than imaginary sex, but this was a surprise to her.  Now she understood what the writers were trying to say.  Sex always felt good, but sex with someone your truly loved was another animal entirely.  When James cock exploded inside her, her entire body was convulsed with her orgasm-even her toes curled as she came and came again. 
 
    
 
   Lying on James chest, Cindy was at peace for the first time in weeks.  Her head lay on his chest, and she could hear his heartbeat slowing. She knew that they would spend the night in this bed.  This was her room now…their room. There was no rush, no need to hide what they were doing. Cindy sighed, finally filled with the rapture of love.
 
    
 
   ASK FOR IT 
 
    
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   Brewster Donovan was aware that he had a problem, but he was mistaken as to what the real problem was.  He had worried for years about his relationships with his stepdaughters and their effect on his relationship with his wife.  It never occurred to him to let Kendra know that if she wanted something from him, all she had to do was ask for it[bookmark: _GoBack3]…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Brewster had been warned from the beginning.  Raising someone else’s daughters was a losing proposition any way you looked at it.  Aside from the expense of weddings down the road, there was puberty to dread.  Young girls always tried out their sexual wings on someone close to them, and the lure of a step-father who was no blood relation to them and a perceived rival for the affections of their mother was tremendous.
 
    
 
   Blind luck was the only thing that kept Brew on the straight and narrow; the two older girls had tempted him almost beyond the limits of mortal men.  His wife Kendra had been a big help.  She had been completely aware of her daughters’ flirtations and their ‘accidental’ full or partial nudity in front of him.  Many times at night she would tease him because Clara (the oldest) or Donna (next to oldest), or both of them, had chosen to snuggle up next to him in panties and tee shirt to watch an old horror movie.  Kendra seemed to get a big kick out of the sexual tension the girls provoked in Brew and she rarely failed to take advantage of it.  Kendra was a hell of a package herself, and quite a handful in bed.
 
   The last two years, however, since the older girls had gone on to college, had been hard on the three of them.  Kendra had become distant, less sexual.  Tiffany, approaching her own eighteenth birthday, had really ramped up her efforts to drive Brew crazy with her flirting and teasing.  He had been in a constant state of arousal for months with no relief.
 
    
 
   “You want to fuck her,” Kendra said viciously.
 
    
 
   “What?” Brew said, sitting up in their bed.  “Where the hell did that come from?”
 
    
 
   “I’ve seen the way you look at her!”
 
    
 
   Brew knew that whatever his response was, it would be wrong.  He was on dangerous ground, and he knew it.  So far he had dodged this bullet, but for some reason he was in it now, up to his neck and through no fault of his own.
 
    
 
   “You were staring at Tiffany’s tits-and you had a hard on,” Kendra sobbed.
 
    
 
   It was a nightmare that Brew had played over and over in his head, but all the calm collected answers he had prepared were nowhere to be found.  “Kendra, the girl has been flashing me and teasing me for years.  Why in the hell did you wait until now to bring it up?”  Tiffany had been far worse than the two older girls about teasing him.  She regularly came into the living room in full sight of her mother wearing a see through peignoir with nothing underneath to obstruct his view of her shapely body.  Kendra had never called her on it.  Countless times Tiffany had flaunted her body at him-at their pool, on family camping trips to the beach and even though it had been blatantly obvious what she was doing, his wife had never said a word.
 
    
 
   Brew sat up, seething.  He had been backed into a defensive corner and he felt trapped. Whatever he did would be wrong, and in that event, he’d just as well get something pleasant out of it before the shit hit the fan.  He reached for his clothes and walked into the bathroom.
 
    
 
   “Where are you going?” Kendra asked tearfully.
 
    
 
   “Out.”  He couldn’t think of any other response.
 
    
 
   Brew wasn’t sure at all where he was going until the bright neon of the sign caught his attention.  The Toy Box was a thriving business if the number of cars in the parking lot was an indicator.  The sign reading LIVE…NUDE…GIRLS was definitely an attention getter, and Brew pulled into the parking lot. He paid the ten dollar cover charge and went inside.
 
    
 
   The reason the club was so busy was obvious as soon as he stepped inside.  The place was classy, paneled in dark wood.  The bar was polished mahogany with highly polished brass accents and foot rail.  Bouncers, dressed in tuxedos sans the coats, were large, pleasant, and numerous. The women were young, naked, and spectacular.  One of the beautiful naked women attached herself to his arm and guided him to a table near the main stage, the achingly gorgeous slope of her breast brushing against his arm.
 
    
 
   Brew was on his second double scotch when she came onstage.  She was young looking, with a tanned slender body covered by a schoolgirl costume.  Her breasts were full, slightly larger than one would expect on her slight frame.  Her tawny hair hung to her waist, was gathered into a single ponytail and her amber eyes flashed in the stage lights as she started her routine.  Brew’s heart seemed to stop as he watched the girl remove her top during the first song.  His cock raged against his zipper as she slipped the top off, exposing her breasts and shaking them at a very appreciative spectator drinking beer from a mug at the edge of the stage.  It couldn’t be-it wasn’t possible!
 
    
 
   Brew didn’t know if he was disappointed or relieved when she turned to face his side of the stage.  The only way he knew it wasn’t Tiffany was because of the mole on her left breast.  He sighed.  The very last thing he had needed tonight was a doppelganger of his stepdaughter.  His cock went limp and he picked up his drink and drained it. He left.
 
    
 
   The lights were on in his bedroom, but he had no place else to go.  Resigned to a night of misery, he trudged up the stairs and into the light.
 
    
 
   Kendra jumped from the bed and ran to him, sobbing.  “I’m sorry-I’m so sorry.”  She clung to him like plastic wrap, her lightly clad body pressing close to his, her tears soaking his shirt.  “This is my fault Brew, it’s all my fault.  I should have talked to you, I should have told you…”
 
    
 
   Confused, Brew hugged Kendra to him stroking her hair and patting her back.  “Told me what?”
 
    
 
   “That she wants to watch while you fuck me daddy,” eighteen year old Tiffany said from the darkened corner of the bedroom where the upholstered chair Brew usually sat in to put on his socks and shoes.  She reached up and flipped the lamp switch above her.  Her tawny hair cascaded gloriously down in waves from her pretty head, and she had one knee tossed casually over the arm of the chair.  She was wearing a thin tee shirt and nothing else.  From where he was standing, he noticed with some surprise that Tiffany’s mound was shaved smooth.
 
    
 
   He turned to face his wife.  “You’ve been upset because I wouldn’t fuck your daughter?”
 
    
 
   “I’ve been upset because I feel like such a depraved pervert,” Kendra sniffed.  “Hell, I know it’s wrong but I can’t get it out of my head and it’s driving me crazy.”
 
    
 
   Brew looked at his stepdaughter, who was playing with her nipple through her tee shirt.  He could see that it was rigid, and he could see the lips of her sex glistening with moisture.  “Don’t look at me,” she said, “I’ve been trying to seduce you for years.”  The fingers of her free hand probed for her clit and massaged the hard little kernel of flesh.
 
    
 
   “This is crazy!”
 
    
 
   “I know Brew, but it’s a fantasy I can’t get out of my head,” Kendra said.  Her voice changed and she took his hand, pulling it inside her robe to her sex.  “Can’t you see what this is doing to me?” she pleaded.  She was dripping wet.  Kendra tugged him over to the bed, talking softly and explaining.  All the while she was opening his pants, pulling his cock out and stroking it.
 
    
 
   Brew felt pressure on the bed and saw that Tiffany had clambered onto the bed and was busy lifting the tee shirt over her head.  When she was nude, Tiffany crawled across the comforter.  “Come on daddy, don’t you want me to suck your cock?  Don’t you want to know how it feels to have my mouth on you?”
 
    
 
   “Oh god,” Kendra said, her hands busy beneath her robe and her breathing rapid and shallow.  “I want to see it Brew-I want to watch her suck you!”  Her eyes narrowed and her next words came out in a hiss.  “I want to see your cum dripping out of her mouth, I want to see your cock in her ass-I want you to fuck my daughter!”  Kendra lay back on the bed, her robe parted and her legs spread, and four fingers stuffed in her wet pussy.
 
    
 
   The world had turned upside down, and Brew watched, bewildered, as Tiffany grabbed his thick cock in her small hands and lowered her mouth to the head. His moan was real.  He had no idea how active sexually Tiffany might be, but he knew she was over eighteen and that was all he needed to know.
 
   He tugged his shirt off, baring the abs he worked so hard to maintain.  Tiffany lifted her eyes and he heard the greedy slurping of her mouth as she worked his cock over while staring at his hard belly.
 
    
 
   “Does it feel good Brew?” Kendra asked breathlessly, her entire body quivering.  “Does she suck it as well as I do?” Kendra’s face was very close to Tiffany’s, her lips parted as she focused on the soft lips slipping over the slick skin of Brew’s penis.  The sensation of Kendra’s hot breath on the wet skin where Tiffany’s mouth had just been was too much for him. Brew exploded.
 
    
 
   Tiffany’s mouth never left him.  She gulped down as much of the thick white semen as she could as the overflow escaped the corners of her mouth.  Kendra eagerly lapped up the excess, her pink tongue licking it from Tiffany’s cheeks and chin.  Brew watched in total fascination as his wife and stepdaughter drained his balls.  When they were done, he was still iron hard.
 
    
 
   “That was good daddy,” Tiffany said, licking her lips.  She lay back on the sheets and lifted her arms to him in invitation, her legs spread lewdly, leaving no doubt as to her intentions.  Kendra was whimpering, her whole hand stuffed inside her pussy now, frantic desire on her face as she watched her husband and her daughter together naked.  “Fuck her!” she barked hoarsely.  “Stick your cock in her little pussy and make her cum!”
 
    
 
   The whole thing seemed surreal, but Brew crawled between Tiffany’s widespread legs.  He stared down at the plump pink folds of her glistening pussy, and he wanted her.  Tiffany watched his face and placed her fingers on her nether lips, teasingly spreading them wide so that he could see the hard kernel of her clit.  “Put it in me daddy,” she breathed, “stick your big cock in my pussy and fuck me!”
 
    
 
   Brew took a deep breath and then inserted the tip of his cock into her waiting slit.  There was no resistance, Tiffany had done this before. He slid all the way in until he was fully seated in her wet heat.  “Jesus,” he croaked.
 
    
 
   “Mommy’s watched me before,” Tiffany whispered into his ear.  “She likes to watch me fuck.”  Her hips were writhing beneath him, pushing her clit onto the rigid top of his cock.  He was more than a little shocked at what he was hearing, but he was perversely excited by the idea of Kendra watching his stepdaughter fucking and not including him.  Kendra’s eyes were wide as she listened to Tiffany’s confession, but she made no effort to stop her.
 
    
 
   Tiffany’s hands clasped his neck, and she gazed directly into his eyes as she told him.  “Mom caught me in the pool with Schuyler Hammond,” Tiffany said.  Schuyler Hammond was a huge young man, the first string fullback on the high school football team.  All the high school girls fairly swooned over his good looks and his muscular body, and rumor had it that more than one cheerleader’s mother had sampled his young cock.  The rumors were correct.
 
    
 
   “I thought you guys were gone and Schuyler starting playing with my tits.  It felt good, and the next thing I knew he had my panties off and my legs were wrapped around his waist.  I’d always heard that the first time hurt, and his dick was really big daddy-but I never felt anything but pleasure when he put it in me that first time.  I don’t think he had pushed into me more than once or twice before I started cumming.”  Tiffany leaned forward and took the lobe of Brew’s ear between her teeth.  “I like fucking daddy,” she whispered, “and I really like being watched.  When Schuyler was inside me I looked up and saw mom at the kitchen window staring at us.  I went crazy riding him and I begged him to put it in my ass.  When mom got out to the pool Schuyler had me bent over the edge of the pool and he was pushing it inside my ass.  That hurt a little at first, but I saw the look on mom’s face and I started cumming again.”
 
    
 
   Brew couldn’t hold back any longer.  He planted his cock so deep in Tiffany that she whooped aloud as she came with him.  He flooded his stepdaughter’s pussy with semen…and Kendra came with them.
 
   Kendra was naked now, licking his cum from his flaccid cock as Tiffany kneeled on the bed waggling her ass.  “Come on daddy,” Tiffany whispered.  “One more time, please?”  Slowly her knees came apart and the rubbery puckered rosebud of her ass seemed to wink at him.  
 
    
 
   Kendra’s hot breath blew against his stomach as the muscles in his groin tightened.  Tiffany’s ass was absolutely perfect, and she was offering it up to him.  His wife whimpered as he got to his knees, and her hand guided the tip of his cock to Tiffany’s waiting ass.
 
    
 
   The hot dry tunnel opened to welcome him, surprising Brew yet again. Tiffany seemed to forget all about her mother watching.  Having Brew’s cock in her ass was satisfying a long held secret fantasy that even Kendra didn’t know about.  She pushed back against his invading penis and welcomed it.
 
    
 
   Brew felt Kendra’s naked tits against his back, and her fingers were twisting his nipples.  Her breath was hot and heavy in his ear as he thrust into Tiffany’s ass.  He still wasn’t sure if he was sane or not, but he was surrounded by naked female flesh and he was loving it.  He would think about it later, for now, he was going to enjoy fucking the hell out of Tiffany’s ass.  
 
    
 
   “Oh daddy, yes…” Tiffany gasped, throwing her head down on the comforter as the searing pleasure of his thick penis thrusting into her forbidden opening rushed through her.  It was all she needed to set her off once again.  This time she screamed as she came.
 
    
 
   Kendra lay on one side of him and Tiffany lay on the other side.  Both women clutched at his cock possessively, but Brew was no longer concerned.  From now on, Kendra had informed him, the three of them would be sleeping together.
 
    
 
   “The next time you want something from me baby,” Brew told her softly, “why don’t you just ask for it?”

 
  
 
  

 
 
   
   SECRET LOVE 
 
   Synopsis:
 
    
 
   Perry’s stepdaughter is distraught because of the distance he has put between them in the last few years.  It comes as a surprise to Perry to find that she feels that way, but what comes next is a bigger surprise.  Bonnie loves him, and it’s a secret love, one she has no qualms hiding from her mother…[bookmark: _GoBack4]
 
    
 
   “Why won’t you let me sit in your lap any more Daddy?” Bonnie asked.  Perry looked up at the anguished face of his stepdaughter.  Tears were lurking behind those gorgeous violet eyes that he had no defense against.
 
   Just turned eighteen, Bonnie’s body was lithe and pliant.  She always wore a perfume that drove Perry wild.  Around the house she was not very particular about the clothes she wore and he frequently got glimpses of flesh that was strictly forbidden to him.  Over the course of the last three years, their relationship had suffered, and it had been Perry’s own decision to distance himself from the young woman he was so strongly attracted to.  She was Stephanie’s daughter, but his dick could care less.
 
   He had made his decision consciously, and he had known that it would hurt Bonnie when he stopped the cuddling and kissing that they had shared from the time he had married her mother.  It was Stephanie’s increasingly sharp reminders that Bonnie was getting too old for that kind of relationship with her stepfather that had caused him to pull up short and realize what was happening.  The change had been immediate, and Bonnie had been hurt and confused.  Her relationship with her mother had gotten better for a while, but teen angst and human nature eroded that as well and Bonnie had become a little distant from both her parents.  It had saddened Perry, but there had been little he could do.
 
   Now he was faced with a dilemma.  Bonnie had grown into a very bright and attractive young woman.  She had posed him a question as an adult, and she was shrewd enough to be able to tell if he was bullshitting her. Suddenly he was very uncomfortable.
 
   “Sit down honey,” he sighed, folding his newspaper and laying it in his lap.  He tried to collect his thoughts before starting, but Bonnie had simply sunk to the floor at his feet and her hand was resting on his upper thigh while she leaned her head against his knee. She wasn’t going to make it easy for him.
 
    
 
   “I had to stop because you were becoming a young woman Bonnie, you were getting too old for me to hold you in my lap.  It just doesn’t look right, and it was beginning to bother your mother.”  There was no doubt that the last part of the sentence had been an attempt to slough off some of the blame on Stephanie.  Perry figured it was the coward’s way out, but he was feeling a little awkward.  How could he tell his eighteen year old stepdaughter that he hadn’t raised a fuss about Stephanie’s objections because he had been getting a little too fond of her budding body?
 
   Bonnie’s clear violet eyes looked deep into his own, searching for any hint of untruth.  When she found it, her eyes widened.  “Why would you lie to me about that?” she whispered.  “I’ve always been truthful with you and mom.”  The hurt look was worse than the tears he had been expecting.
 
   “Look Bonnie,” he said, angry with himself, “You can’t sit on my lap and cuddle like we used to because you’re older, prettier, and sexier.  How would I ever be able to explain getting an erection to my own daughter?  How would I be able to explain to my wife that you gave me a hard on because I felt your gorgeous ass rubbing up against me through something as thin as a pair of your panties?”
 
   He had said it to shock her into silence.  Her response was not at all what he expected.  Bonnie got to her knees, and now both her hands were on his thighs.  “You really think my ass is gorgeous daddy?”
 
   “Oh geez,” Perry said, holding his head in his hands.
 
   She stood up and turned her butt towards him, the thin fabric of her shorts pulled taut across the firm cheeks of her ass.  Bonnie had put her hands under the hem of her tee shirt and lifted it high, exposing her bare back and the flesh of her hard belly in front.  Perry looked across the back of her tee shirt and saw no sign of a bra beneath the thin material.
 
   “Come on daddy, did you mean it or not?”  There was a coquettish tone to her voice that troubled him.  He was getting in deeper by the moment and he was very uncomfortable.  “I don’t mind if you find me sexy daddy, really, I don’t.”  Bonnie sat down on his lap, shoving the newspaper away.  She slid across his lap until she felt his cock begin to harden, and she wriggled until it found a comfortable spot beneath her.  “It’s not as if you’re my blood father or anything.  Why shouldn’t you get little worked up if I excite you?  What’s wrong with that?”
 
   God he had missed feeling her soft body up against him!  “Come on baby,” he said, trying to push her off his lap.  “Your mother’s going to come home and see us like this and I’m going to be in the doghouse for sure.  Even if I could find a way to justify this, she would be severely pissed.”
 
   Bonnie’s body twisted sideways until his swelling cock fit neatly into the crack between her ass cheeks and she moved her hips on him until they both knew he was fully erect.  He could feel the damp heat through his pants.  “There, now you have a hard on.  Is that so bad?” she asked, leaning back against him and turning her head so that her soft mouth was inches from his own.  “It doesn’t bother me at all,” she said.  She was clenching the cheeks of her ass on his cock, driving him crazy.
“Honey, I don’t think you’re aware of what you’re doing…”
 
   “Oh yes I am daddy,” Bonnie whispered.  “And I’m enjoying it every bit as much as you are.”
 
   “Oh fuck Bonnie, this is too damned dangerous.  Your mom…”
 
   “Mom won’t be back until her garden club meeting is over daddy.  That’s another two hours before she even leaves, and then she has to drive all the way across town.”  Bonnie’s hands lifted her tee shirt and Perry got a look at her soft strawberry nippled breasts.  She left the shirt high on her chest and her hands went to his hips and thighs, rubbing up and down as she wriggled her cleft over the length of his cock.  Every iota of brain and rational behavior fled to the head of his cock.
 
   “Oh god,” Perry breathed as his hands cupped her naked breasts.  “I’m going to hell…”  Bonnie turned to face him, crossing her arms and lifting the tee shirt over her head.  She stood and eagerly stripped off her shorts, and then straddled his lap.  Her mound was shaven smooth as a baby’s ass.  Perry’s breath caught in his throat as she leaned forward and offered first one and then the other rosy nipple for his oral caress.  Her fingers ran gently through his sandy hair as he suckled her.
 
   Perry had no way of knowing that this was Bonnie’s first time naked with a male. Her boldness had shocked and excited her, and she was already close to the first orgasm she’d ever had that she hadn’t wrung from her body with her own fingers. The feel of Perry’s cock pressing against her bare sex through his soft jeans was maddeningly erotic.  When she had initiated the conversation she hadn’t been at all sure where she was going to allow it to go, but there was no doubt in her mind now.  When she was through with daddy today, she wouldn’t be a virgin any more.
 
   Bonnie was making little mewling noises in her throat as Perry sucked her nipples to hard points.  Her hips made little jerking motions as the first of her orgasms coursed through her belly.  “Ah god daddy!” she moaned. “Good!  Good!”  Bonnie went rigid, pressing the nipple in his mouth even farther in.  She was reluctant to take it from his mouth and she stayed where she was until she stopped cumming.
 
   When it was over, Perry started to extricate himself from her, afraid he was going to cum in his pants and terrified by what he had just done.  Her bare arms encircled his neck and her breasts pressed hard against his chest as her soft lips sought his.  “No daddy,” she said, her voice very adult and very sultry, “Take me to bed.”  It was said quietly but there was no denying the desire in her voice.  Perry stood up and Bonnie wrapped her naked arms and legs around him tightly.  He put his hands under the smooth cheeks of her ass and carried her into the guest bedroom downstairs. 
 
   He laid her gently on the comforter, looking down at the sheer perfection of her slim body.  Perry slipped out of his shirt and quickly stripped off his jeans.  Bonnie’s eyes locked onto his jutting penis.
 
   He jumped when her slim hand closed around his shaft, the small fingers exploring the softness of the skin and gliding back to the tender flesh of his scrotum.  “Daddy it’s beautiful,” Bonnie murmured. She leaned up and kissed the mushroom shaped glans, and then her tongue curled out and around the tip.  It was more than Perry could bear.
 
   He tore himself out of her grip and spread her tanned thighs with his large hands.  Leaning down between them, he inhaled deeply of her scent before gently kissing the soft pink lips of her labia.  The moisture from her earlier arousal was still present, and Perry lapped at it as if it were nectar.  She gasped and her hips worked deliciously as he licked and sucked her pussy.  “Oh god!  Daddy, that’s so good,” she moaned as her hands wove patterns in his thick sandy blonde hair.
 
   Using his fingers to spread the lips apart, Perry’s tongue speared into her opening and Bonnie’s back arched as he delved into her virgin pussy.  She came again in great gasping shudders.
 
   Her sweet face was slick with sweat as she gazed adoringly up at her stepfather.  “That was amazing,” she whispered.  Perry was a little surprised at her lack of embarrassment after her orgasm.  He had expected her to try to cover herself or avoid his steamy looks after the initial excitement wore off, but Bonnie was relaxed and seemed to be enjoying his scrutiny of her body.  Her palm went to his cheek and she whispered reassurance to him.  “I like having you look at me naked.”  She seemed to understand his surprise and she kissed him again, tasting her own juices on his lips.  He was even more surprised when her tongue parted his lips and entered his mouth to duel with his.
 
   With a groan he allowed her to push him back onto the bed, her soft breasts and hard belly sliding against his skin.  The shaven mound of her pussy glided slickly against the bottom of his shaft causing him to breathe in sharply. She sat up astride him and reached down to separate her lips, placing the nubbin of her clit directly against the underside of his glans.
 
   Placing her hands on his shoulders, Bonnie began skimming her clit up and down the hard length of his cock.  His hazel eyes rolled back in their sockets.  Bonnie might be a novice, but she was definitely a natural.  “Mmm daddy, that feels so good,” she sighed.  Her breasts bounced and her little nipples were hard as she moved her hips.  Bonnie’s feet lifted and he felt her insteps lay across his knees as her movements became jerky and uncontrolled.  She was looking up at the ceiling and her lips were moving but he couldn’t understand what she was saying. His hands cupped her breasts as she rode him.  Suddenly Bonnie’s eyes popped open wide and she stared down at him.  “Now daddy,” she whispered.  “I want you inside me.”
 
   Perry eased her over on her back without taking his penis away from her slit.  He grabbed her wrists and lifted them over her head, pinning them to the comforter atop the mattress.  The tip of his manhood lodged against the front of her clit and barely penetrated her opening.  There was resistance there, the remnants of her hymen, but she was slick with their mixed juices and she was eagerly trying to get more of him inside her.  Before he got up the nerve to plunge into her virgin pussy, Bonnie’s ankles had locked around the small of his back and she lifted her hips sharply, impaling herself on the spear of his cock.
 
   Her sharp intake of breath told him it had hurt, but the rabid hunching on her hips against his told him the pain had been brief.  Bonnie’s face was lit from within by pure lust, and she was chanting the same words over and over.  “Fuck me daddy!  Stick it in me and fuck me.”  There was little Perry could do, she was fucking him and doing a damned fine job of it.
 
   Bonnie fought her hands free and moved them to his neck, steadying herself so she could apply more leverage to her hips.  Bonnie was no longer his little girl, she was all woman now, and she was determined to feel his cum shooting inside her.  “Fill me up with it daddy.”
 
   Perry was unable to contain himself any longer.  He shoved his cock in so far that he could feel the convex surface of her cervix pulsing against the head of his cock and the first surge of semen erupted into her.  Bonnie squealed her pleasure as the first scalding jet washed her womb and her heels drummed against the small of his back.  Arms and legs tight around him, Bonnie whispered hoarsely, “Fuck! Fuck me daddy, yes like that…ooooh, hold it there daddy fuck…ahhhh!” Perry emptied himself into her and collapsed on top of her.
 
   Perry lay still, catching his breath and waiting for the remorse to strike him dead.  It didn’t happen.  He tried to roll off Bonnie so that he could begin to explain that he had lost control and it would never, ever happen again.  It didn’t happen that way at all.
 
   Bonnie refused to let him off of her.  Her hands went to his hair, caressing him as she crooned into his ear how much she loved him and wished they could stay like this forever.  Perry listened to her with mounting shock.  His still half hard cock was still inside her.
 
   “I know this is something mom will never in a million years understand daddy,” Bonnie whispered.  “But this is our love, our secret love and nobody can take it away from us.”  She hugged him fiercely before rolling him over onto his back and sliding down his body until his cock was against her lips.  
 
   “Let’s see if we can make you cum again before mom gets home,” she said with a wicked grin.  She swallowed him whole.
 
    
 
   My Wild Night With Daddy 
 
    
 
   “A Hot Sex Encounter Between Stepdad and Daughter”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Jesse is getting pretty sick of her stepdad’s constant partying. Ever since her mother walked out on them, his lifestyle had gotten a little out of control. Jesse has noticed a change in his personality too, and she can’t quite understand his newfound interest in her. She is bewildered when she finds him standing outside her bedroom door while she gets ready for bed. This is just a taste of things to come, because Daddy decides to pay Jesse a visit in the middle of the night for some hot, steamy fun.
 
    
 
    
 
   As I pulled up outside my house an overwhelming feeling of dread hit me. I could see that there were cars parked along either side of the street, and three parked in our driveway. My stepdad was having another one of his parties, and I really didn't have the energy to deal with his drunk friends.
 
    
 
   I sighed a deep sigh and then got out of the car, locking it behind me as I walked slowly towards my front door. I had just been out with a couple of friends for a nice quiet evening -- really low-key -- so really wasn't in the mood to be dealing with a bunch of drunken men.
 
    
 
   I heard whoops and cheers coming from inside the house, getting louder as I drew closer towards the door.
 
    
 
   "For God's sake" I cursed to myself as I inserted my key in the lock "am I the only adult around here?"
 
    
 
   This was just typical of my stepdad. He had the worst timing, and he was completely insensitive. I guess that's why my mom ended up leaving him. I just couldn't understand why she had to leave me too!
 
    
 
   She'd had some sort of nervous breakdown a few months earlier, and without even so much as an explanation she hopped on the next plane to Paris, claiming that she had to go and ‘rediscover’ herself as an artist. I saw it as a coward’s way out, and lost what little shred of respect that I had for her the moment she walked out of the door. But, I didn't have any respect from my stepdad either, really.
 
    
 
   His way of coping with my mom’s disappearance was to regress back into a 21-year-old frat boy. In the few months that she’d been gone, my stepdad had hosted countless parties, been on three vacations with his friends, and dated at least four girls who had been close to my age. Whenever I tried to confront him about his behaviour, he would just fob me off saying things like "you wouldn't understand" and "this is good for me. This is my therapy."
 
    
 
   They were just excuses as far as I was concerned, but no matter how much I protested he just wouldn't listen to me. I pushed open the front door, and walked inside with a scowl on my face. My stepdad and his buddies were stood in the kitchen, drinking and shouting. I was glad that they hadn’t noticed that I'd arrived, and quickly made my way across the hall towards the stairs. I just wanted to get upstairs, lock myself away in my room and try to block out the noise is and get some sleep.
 
    
 
   "Oh hi, Jesse" my stepdad shouted from the kitchen. I froze where I was, one hand touching the banister, and one foot on the first stair. "Why don’t you come and have a drink with us" he shouted, and I sighed, allowing my head to drop.
 
    
 
   "Actually, I'm pretty tired" I shouted, not turning to face him "I think I'm just gonna head on up to bed”
 
    
 
   I started climbing the stairs before I even heard his response. I really was determined to be on my own tonight, and I wasn't in the mood to be dealing with a drunk.  I hurried down the hall and went into my bedroom, locking the door behind me. I groaned and rubbed my eyes, before sitting in front of my dressing table and beginning to take off my makeup. I’d had a really long day, and all I wanted to do was have a nice, relaxing bath and then go to sleep. 
 
    
 
   I knew that a bath was out of the question, as no doubt my stepdad’s buddies would be knocking on the door wanting to use the toilet. So, I thought it would just be best to get straight into bed and try to get to sleep before the noise levels coming from downstairs became too loud.
 
    
 
   I slipped out of my clothes and pulled on my little pink pyjama shorts and a silky, white vest top. I made my way out of my room and across the landing to brush my teeth, but when I opened my bedroom door I cried out in shock. My stepdad was standing there, looking as surprised as I was.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked, with noticeable suspicion in my voice “How long have you been standing there?”
 
    
 
   My tone was a little more accusatory than I had intended, but my stepdad had been drinking so I wasn’t sure if he picked up on it. He just stared at me, with a strange look on his face.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you won’t come downstairs, sweetie?” he asked, his eyes wandering from my face and resting on my collarbone “it would be nice to spend some time with you...”
 
    
 
   His words made me feel uneasy, and my stomach did a somersault when he reached out and gently took hold of my wrist. My heart was beating faster in my chest, and I drew in a sharp breath as I caught the manic look in his eyes. It was so strange, at that moment he didn't look like my stepdad any more. I shook my head, and snatched my hand away -- unnerved by my own response to his actions. Lately our relationship had become a little strange, and these types of interactions were becoming a lot more common. I shook my head in response to his question, and brushed past him, making my way to the bathroom. As I brushed my teeth I couldn't help but strain to listen to see if he'd walked back downstairs and rejoined his friends. He made me feel nervous and uncomfortable, but also strangely excited in a way that I couldn't quite explain.
 
    
 
   When I finished brushing my teeth I was glad to see that my stepdad had gone back downstairs. I breathed a sigh of relief, and went back into my bedroom, closing the door behind me. I immediately got into bed, leaving on my bedside light so that the room was dimly lit. Then I relaxed into my pillows, taking a deep breath and staring at the ceiling. I knew I should be trying to unwind, trying to get some sleep, but all I could think about was the strange looking my stepfather's eyes as he stared at me moments earlier. I felt a strange tingling sensation, starting from deep within my belly and spreading out, downwards through my groin and over my legs. I tried to push the feeling out of my mind, rolling onto my side and closing my eyes in an attempt to ignore it.
 
    
 
   But they just got stronger. The more I tried not to think about it, the more it seemed to engulf me. I was tired, and I wanted to sleep, but the feeling inside me just wouldn't go away. I slipped my hand down the front of my little silk shorts, and tentatively began massaging my pussy lips. It was a warm and comforting sensation, flaring up the passion and desire that was already inside of me. I could feel my clit beginning to swell beneath the lips of my pussy, and slid my fingers either side of it, rubbing and rolling it has I worked myself up into a frenzy.
 
    
 
   It didn't take me long to cum. I don't know why my stepdad had that effect on me, but for some reason thinking about him and his intense gaze, and the way he's rough hand felt around my slim wrist, was enough to push me over the edge. I let out a long, stuttering gasp as my orgasm came gushing outwards.
 
   Then I laid there, staring at the ceiling for a few moments longer as my thoughts came back down to reality. I felt dirty and ashamed about what I'd just done, but there was still a little flame, flickering inside me that hinted to a deeper desire. It was that desire that made me feel sick, confused and a little woozy -- so thought it best to simply roll over onto my side, close my eyes, and force myself to get some sleep.
 
    
 
   My dreams took me to strange places; at first I could hear the sound of men shouting and laughing, and that intertwined with the strange and vivid pictures that were unfolding before my mind. But after a while the noises died down, and my sleep became more restful. I dream soft pillows, silk sheets, and rough hands caressing my smooth body.
 
    
 
   Suddenly I sat bolt upright in bed, and drew in a long, gasping breath. I looked over at my bedside alarm clock, and saw that it was 5 AM. I couldn't understand why, but I felt wide awake. I leaned forward and cradled my head in my hands, rubbing my eyes. I don't know what caused me to wake so suddenly, but now that I was awake I felt like I hadn't even been asleep.
 
    
 
   I threw the bed sheets off me, and got out of bed with the intention of going downstairs to get myself a snack. Nothing like cookies and a glass of milk to send me back off into slumberland! But when I reached the door handle, I let out another squeak of shock. The handle was slowly turning, and then with a click the door slowly began to creak open. I stepped back, unsure what was happening in my sleep addled state, but then let out a sigh of relief when I saw my stepdad standing in my doorway.
 
    
 
   "Good, you're awake" my stepdad said, stepping inside my room. He looked strikingly sober, compared to how I'd seen him hours before. The house was quiet, so I knew that his buddies must have gone home. Why the hell was he stood outside my bedroom at five in the morning?
 
    
 
   "What are you doing?" I asked, but my tone was more curious than accusatory. My stepdad smiled a very slight smile, and walked closer towards me. I felt my breath catching my chest, as he reached up and gently tucked to lock of my hair behind my ear. I didn't know what to say, so I simply remained silent.
 
    
 
   "I wanted to spend some quality time with you, Jesse" my stepdad whispered, taking yet another step closer towards me. He was so close that I could see the way they his heart was beating his chest, and I could make out the lines on his face, in the shadow of his stubble. He looked at me with smouldering eyes and smiled again "we've barely talked since your mother left, and I'd hate feel like we were drifting apart. I feel like we should be closer...”
 
    
 
   With those words he took another step towards me, and then slid his hand around my back, pulling me closer towards him. I gasped as we touched, and I felt his huge erection beneath his trousers. What the hell was going on? This was my stepdad! It was wrong, forbidden. And yet for some reason I couldn't tell him to stop.
 
    
 
   I felt my heart racing in my chest, as my stepdad craned his neck low, and pressed his lips against mine. A sudden surge of energy rose up inside me, making me feel like my skin was practically on fire. He kissed me hard, slipping his tongue inside my mouth and massaging my own, passionately. I was disgusted by the way that I responded to the kiss -- it was as if I was desperate for his touch. I grabbed his hips and pulled him closer towards me, kissing him deeply and exploring the warm wetness of his mouth.
 
    
 
   Suddenly, he pulled away from the kiss and held me at arm’s length. Then, without a word of warning he spun me around violently and shoved me over, onto the bed. I barely had time to let out a little squeak of excitement before he tore my little silk pyjama shorts off and spread my ass cheeks apart with his hands. He delved his expert tongue into my soft, shaven pussy, and began to lap hungrily.
 
    
 
    It was all so sudden and unexpected, and I couldn't believe I was letting him do it to me. It was like we were both desperate, forgoing any sort of sensual build-up and immediately getting straight into the action. I couldn't believe what had dirty little girl I was, a liar my daddy to do this to me. He just didn't make any sense, I didn't question it. I just threw my head back and looked at the ceiling, gasping as I felt his tongue sliding in and out my soft folds.
 
    
 
   "Ohhh, Daddy” I groaned, feeling my cunt contract around his tongue. He moaned into my sweet folds, obviously engrossed in tasting my pussy for the very first time. I squirmed on the bed, gripping my bed sheets and shuddering with pleasure as my daddy went to town on me. I was getting very wet, very quickly. I could feel my juices flowing, coating the insides of my thighs and making my daddy's face slick and wet. It was clear how much I wanted this, and that thought terrified me.
 
    
 
   I couldn't figure out what come over me. I did I want my daddy's cock so much? It was just so dirty, so utterly wrong -- and I think that's what turned me on so much about it. I revelled in how filthy I was being, like I really was my daddy's naughty little girl. I yelped as my daddy slapped my ass with his rough hand, and then I squealed as he thrust two fingers up inside me. I could feel his hand trembling, as if he was finding it difficult to contain himself.
 
    
 
   But for that matter, so was I. I found myself grinding against the mattress beneath me, desperate to get some friction against my clit. My daddy sensed my desperation, and slid another finger up inside me. It felt absolutely sensational, and I clenched and unclenched around him, as if I was literally trying to draw him inside of me even further.
 
    
 
   "Ooooh, babygirl you're so wet" my daddy moaned, teasing the crease of my pussy with his tongue, “and tight... I almost feel bad about what I’m about to do...”
 
    
 
   I heard his words, but they just didn't register with me. Not until I felt the hot, hard bulge of his dick pressing up against my pussy. It was absolutely incredible, and I gasped out loud, turning my head to look over my shoulder at him. He wasn't looking at my face, his eyes were locked firmly on my pussy as he teased my wet opening with his swollen helmet.
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, you’re soaking wet baby” my daddy crooned, dipping the tip of his prick inside me before drawing out excruciatingly slowly. I bit my lip, and screwed my eyes shut. He was teasing me, working the up into an absolute frenzy, and I couldn't take much more. I wanted him to stuff his cock inside me and start pounding. I wanted Daddy to fuck me!
 
    
 
   "I’ve waited so long to do this" he whispered, and with one huge thrust he forced his cock up inside me. I squealed, shocked by the sudden pain of it. My stepdad was absolutely huge, his cock getting wider and wider closer to the base, as he inched his way up inside. I gasped in shock a little, as a felt his hot breath on the back of my neck as he hunched his way over me, feeling his cock in pit of my stomach. I couldn't help but let out a long moan as he slowly slid out of me and then thrust himself back inside with even more force. 
 
    
 
   "You like how it feels baby?" My daddy grunted, quickening his pace and pressing down even harder on my back so that I was pressed into the mattress. I couldn't find my voice, so I just gasped in response. I heard him chuckle, and he slapped my ass once more, this time even harder so that it stung. "You like the way that his cock feels inside that tight little cunt of yours?”
 
    
 
   Again I couldn't answer. All I managed was a brief squeak, which only seemed to turn him on even more. He slapped my ass again, then grabbed it, squeezing hard so that his nails bit into my flesh. I felt pressure building deep inside my core, something I had felt before but never as intense as this. I couldn't believe my daddy was pushing me to the limit, stirring up an orgasm inside me like I'd never felt before.
 
    
 
   "Oh, Daddy!” I wailed "I’m such a dirty girl. I’m such a naughty daughter! Punish me, Daddy. Set me straight with that big fat cock!”
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe the obscenities that were coming out of my mouth. I was normally so reserved, so shy. I never would have dreamt I could and have such a filthy mouth in bed, but it seemed like something else inside of me was taking over. I was finally letting go, and screaming out what I really wanted.
 
    
 
   I could barely see straight as I felt my tight pussy stretching around Daddy's huge shaft. I squirmed below him, gasping for breath and clawing at the mattress. It was so intense, but I needed more. It somehow just wasn't enough.
 
    
 
   “Cum for me, Daddy” I screamed, throwing my head back and looking at him “cum inside me. Please Daddy!”
 
    
 
   My daddy let out a loud grunt, and slammed into me over and over without a hint of gentleness. My pussy was sore, but my orgasm was building. I felt like my insides were burning, being torn apart with how brutally rough he was being, but somehow I needed more. And my stepdad answered the call of my body, stuffing two fingers inside my ass hole as he roared with exertion.
 
    
 
   I squealed, completely taken off guard by the new and strange sensation. It caused my stomach to contract, and my legs to shake. I knew at that moment I was about cum, and let out a long, loud scream of pleasure as my daddy emptied his cock inside of me. I felt hard spurts of filling me up, and I knew it time to let go. I wailed and panted, feeling my orgasm release and my pussy squirting my juices outwards, drenching my daddy's balls and wetting the mattress beneath us.
 
    
 
   My daddy slumped forwards, exhausted. He pinned me to the mattress, where we both way panting for a few moments. My hands were still gripping the bed sheets in desperation, and only relaxed slightly when my daddy placed his hands over mine and squeezed gently. As the waves of pleasure subsided, I felt warm and safe in his arms. Then I shivered with delight as I felt him kiss me on the back of my neck.  I couldn't believe how filthy I could be. Up until moment I had thought I was a conservative, sensible girl. Turns out I was just Daddy's little slut. And I didn't want any other way.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sorry, Daddy 
 
    
 
   “A Rough Anal Sex Punishment Short”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Nikki is a bad girl. She gets caught attempting to shoplift by her stepdad, and still continues to defy him. She thinks her daddy won’t make a scene in a crowded store, but she underestimates just how forceful he can be. He drags her into the changing rooms with the intention of disciplining her in a way that she’ll never forget. 
 
    
 
    
 
   "Nikki, what the hell do you think you're doing?" a harsh whisper said behind me, making me jump. I immediately snatched the lipstick out of my purse, and put it back on the shelf where I just taken it from. Then I turned around to face my stepdad.
 
    
 
   "Nothing" I said, doing my best to sound innocent. I couldn't believe he’d caught me! I was usually so good at this, how was it that my stepdad, who never usually took an interest in anything I did, could spot me shoplifting from across the store?
 
    
 
   "I saw that, Nikki” my stepdad hissed, grabbing me by the wrist and dragging me over to the far side of the store "which means that they must have seen on CCTV. You're an idiot, Nikki. I can't believe you'd be so stupid!"
 
    
 
   I looked at him with a neutral expression on my face, not showing any signs of remorse for what I'd done. I could tell that angered him further, I felt safe in the knowledge that he would do anything rash inside this crowded store. My stepdad was deputy mayor, so I knew he would go to great lengths to avoid any sort of public display of drama. As long as I was amongst all these people, I was safe.
 
    
 
   "Look it's just a lipstick" I whispered, trying my best not to smirk "it's the same sort that you and mom got me for my 18th birthday, but I ended up losing it. Come on, it's not a big deal."
 
    
 
   "It is a big deal" my stepdad said, keeping his voice low although he was clearly angry "once they check on CCTV you're screwed. The best thing you can do is go and confess right now!"
 
    
 
   "Confess to what?" I said, indignantly "I didn't do anything. There's nothing to confess!"
 
    
 
   "It was the intention, Nikki" my stepdad said, looking around the store to make sure that nobody could hear what we were talking about "just go and confess or so help me...”
 
    
 
   "What?" I spat "you'll ground me? You'll take away my privileges? You'll moan about me to mom like you always do? I've heard it all before, so why don’t you just give it a rest and save your breath."
 
    
 
   With that I turned on my heel, intent on walking out of the store. I knew that my words had cut into him, I knew that he must be seething with rage -- but I also knew that he wouldn’t risk making a scene in this public place. I smiled triumphantly as I began to walk away from him.
 
    
 
   But my smile quickly faded as I felt his iron grip around my wrist. Then, he began dragging me back across the store.
 
    
 
   "Hey" I said in a loud whisper, suddenly nervous "what the hell do you think you're doing?"
 
    
 
   "Teaching you a lesson" my stepdad hissed, dragging me through the store and towards the changing rooms "I've had enough of your shit, Nikki. You're a disobedient little bitch, and you need some discipline!”
 
    
 
   I was shocked by the words that came out of his mouth, and momentarily rendered mute. He’d never spoken to me like that before, and I was totally taken aback by the venom in his voice. I opened my mouth to shout at him, but I realised that if I started to make a scene, then they would definitely check CCTV footage to see why this domestic incident came about in the first place. Then I'd be in for it. I had no choice but to follow my stepdad, dumbly, as he led me into the changing rooms.
 
    
 
   Quickly, so that nobody saw, he shoved me inside a cubicle and then slipped in after me, closing the cubicle door behind him. I was shocked and terrified by his strange and erratic behaviour, and immediately sat down on the little stool that was in there, looking up at him with wide and terrified eyes.
 
    
 
   “I can’t take this type of insolence from you any longer, Nikki” my stepdad hissed, squatting down in front of me with his hands on my knees. I flinched at his touch, but felt an unexpected twinge in my abdomen as he touched me. It was strangely intimate, and far more intense than I had expected. He locked eyes with me, and then gently cupped my chin with his hand.
 
    
 
   I gasped, but allowed him to direct me up from a seating position, so that I was stood before him. He didn’t take his eyes off me, as he began to stroke my cheek gently. 
 
    
 
   "You should know better" he whispered, and then all of a sudden his lips were on mine. It was all happening so fast, and I went weak in his arms as he kissed me. It came out of nowhere, and I was so shocked by what was happening I felt my legs buckle and my heart begin to pound in my chest. He stopped only momentarily, looking down at me for a second and regarding me with blazing eyes. "Now, don't you make a sound" he whispered, obviously conscious that there were other people in the store "I don't want to hear a thing from you, no matter what I do. You need to be punished Nikki, I hope you understand that"
 
    
 
   I felt my heart to a somersault in my chest, and although I was scared by what was happening I nodded slightly. I couldn't believe I was submitting this easily, but I felt like I had no choice. He was my stepdad, and I'd wronged him. I had to pay the price. I just didn't realise the price would be so high!
 
    
 
   My stepdad smiled cool smile, and then reached out and pinched my nipple hard through my shirt. I wince in pain, but did my best to maintain eye contact with him. Then he reached out and pinched my other nipple even harder than he pinched the first. My eyes began to water, and I felt my breasts beginning to throb in pain. His smile widened. I couldn't take it, and before I knew it I was gasping and squeaking in pain.
 
    
 
   "I thought I made it clear that you weren’t to make a sound" he whispered, his voice as cold as ice. "I'm so disappointed in you. This is going to be easy. Well, maybe not for you"
 
    
 
   His sly smile unnerved me, so I cast my eyes to the floor. I couldn't help but notice how strange I felt at his words. I felt icy cold fear travelling up my spine, and I did begin to shake, but I also felt a strange kind of desire it ignighting deep within me. It was all so sudden, and the confusion, fear, and humiliation multiplied together in such a way that made my pussy begin to dampen.
 
    
 
   My stepdad reached forward and grabbed me, holding me by the scruff of the neck as he kissed me once more. Then he spun me around quickly, and pressed me up against the cubicle wall. I winced in pain, but did my best not to make a sound. He placed his hand on the back of my head, and applied pressure until my face was crushed against the wall. I felt so utterly humiliated, but also completely exhilarated at the same time.
 
    
 
   My pussy was positively trembling now, and I knew how surprised, and possibly disgusted my stepdad would be when he reached underneath my skirt and felt my wetness. I didn't care though, all of this torment was obviously building up to something -- I just wanted him to fuck me. I wanted him to take out his huge cock, kiss my slit, and then stuff it up inside until we both exploded.
 
    
 
   But my stepdad obviously had other things in mind. I felt his hands on my arms, pulling them behind my back so that my wrists were pressed together, he then bound my wrists with something, it felt like his necktie, before slapping me hard on the ass and causing me to wince once more. I did my best to turn my head without him noticing, but it was so difficult because I was pressed so firmly against the wall. I leaned backwards, turned my head and he slammed me forward s once more so that my face hit the wall. I bit my lip and tried not to make a sound.
 
    
 
   "What's the matter" he whispered "you want to watch, is that it?"
 
    
 
   He was obviously referring to the fact that I could now see our reflection in the changing room mirror. It was exhilarating and disturbing, seeing myself pinned up against the wall in that way, and observing my stepdad's huge erection bulging in his pants.
 
    
 
   "Kinky little bitch" my stepdad grunted, and then lifted up my skirt to reveal my succulent round ass in its bright red thong. He looked at me in the mirror, and an evil smile spread across his face. Then he raised his hand, and slammed it down against my bare flesh with such force that it took all of my energy not to cry out. My ass stung, and I could see pink blotches beginning to form on my skin as he continued to spank me. Humiliation flared up inside, as the realisation of what was actually happening hit me. My daddy was spanking me! He was spanking me like I was a naughty little child. I stared in shock, unable to believe what I was seeing in the mirror.
 
    
 
   In fact, I was so entranced by what I was seeing, I didn't notice my stepdad undo his zipper. Nor did I notice him take out his huge hard cock, and begin massaging it behind me. I was too transfixed watching myself being punished this way, too self absorbed to notice his huge hard member, erect and ready to assault.
 
    
 
   It was only when I felt the hard tip pressing against me that I realised what was actually happening. I gasped, and my stepdad chuckled as he applied more pressure. I looked in the mirror, and my eyes grew white with fear and apprehension. My stepdad had the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life! It was thick and long, and pre-cum was already leaking from the end. It was clear how excited he was, but I couldn't help but feel a flash of shame as I stared at the picture in the mirror. I looked like such a silly little slut, and I wasn't surprised that he wanted to punish me.
 
    
 
   "Daddy's little girl needs punishing" my daddy whispered in my ear, teasing my wet pussy hole with the tip of his prick "but she better not make a sound!"
 
    
 
   With those words, he withdrew the tip of his prick, and trailed it up and over my slit to rest on my tight ass hole. I caught sight of my expression in the mirror, and just had time to take in my disturbing expression of shock and fear before an earth-shattering pain washed over me. My stepdad thrust forwards, forcing his huge prick into my tight virgin ass hole. I couldn't help but squeal, the pain was just unbearable. He held his hand over my mouth to quiet me, but it was just no use. I couldn't help but squeal and grunt in pain. How could a tiny part of my body cause so much pain like this?
 
    
 
   "Shhhh, naughty girl" my daddy whispered, forcing his prick up as far as it would go "that's it take it for Daddy"
 
    
 
   He drew out of me slowly, causing me to tremble and moan with pain, before thrusting back in with more force. I winced and squeaked, wishing I could cry out in pain. But I knew that my punishment would be far worse if I did. I just had to somehow relax and take it, like a good little girl.
 
    
 
   My daddy thrust up inside me once again, this time with more force and I had to bite my lip in order to stop myself from crying out. My asshole stretched unbearably around his shaft, and I couldn't take my eyes off it in the mirror. He looked like he was just about ready to burst, and I willed him to cum. I willed him to shoot his load inside my ass hole, so that my ordeal would be over.
 
    
 
   "How does it feel?" my daddy whispered, fucking my ass with more force now "how does it feel to have my cock up your ass? How does it feel to be punished?"
 
    
 
   I couldn't answer him. All I could do was bite my lip and squeeze my eyes shut. The truth was, I didn't know how it felt any more. The pain had somehow subsided, and now all I was aware of was strange sensation of his cock sliding out and then slamming back in. It was stirring up all kinds of strange sensations inside of me, and I felt like if I spoke then I would betray them to him. I didn't want him to know how I was feeling. I didn't want him to know that I was gradually, somehow, beginning to get very turned on.
 
    
 
   He pummelled me brutally, slamming into me so hard that his balls made a loud slapping noise and I were sure that the other shoppers in the store might hear us. It was so difficult not to make a sound, and I was certain that I might draw blood if I continued to bite my lip so hard. My stepdad's face was turning red, as he contained his exertion. There was something so dirty and exciting about having to remain quiet like this. What if someone caught us? How would they react to find a middle-aged man fucking his teenage daughter in the ass like this? It was all so utterly taboo, and the thought of it made my pussy throb uncontrollably.
 
    
 
   "Look at yourself" my stepdad whispered, staring me in the mirror "what a naughty little girl you are. Look at me punishing you."
 
    
 
   The sight was too much for me to bear. I felt so dirty, and so turned on -- watching his cock sliding out of my tight round ass. I couldn't take any more, I needed some friction against my pussy! But I didn’t need to wish much longer, because my daddy reached around and thrust his hand into the wetness of my cunt.
 
    
 
   "Ooohh, you’re so wet for Daddy” he whispered, and began rubbing my clit furiously. I almost let out a squeal of pleasure, but managed to contain myself. It was like an explosion had just gone off inside me. The pain in my ass seem to have subsided altogether now, and was only intensifying the pleasure from my pussy. I suddenly wanted him fuck harder. I suddenly wanted to feel my daddy's cock explode inside my ass hole!
 
    
 
   "Fill me up, Daddy” I whispered, gazing at him in the mirror and licking my lips suggestively "pump my ass full of cum!”
 
    
 
   He didn't need telling twice. With a loud yelp and a grunt that surely must have attracted somebody's attention, I felt his cock shudder and vibrate inside me. Then it began to convulse, and I felt hot squirts of cum filling me up. I gasped as my daddy plunged his fingers up inside my tight cunt, and pushed me over the edge. I exploded all over his hand, my clit fluttering and throbbing against his palm while my opening tightened around his fingers. My orgasm came rushing outwards, and my knees nearly buckled beneath me as the pleasure took over. I had never felt so good before, and I couldn't believe what it had taken to get me to this place. I'd taken my daddy's cock inside my virgin ass, and now all I could do was smile at myself in the mirror. 
 
    
 
   My daddy pulled out of me gently, and then pulled up my panties. We straightened ourselves up in the mirror, neither of his speaking. There was nothing left to be said. I'd taken my punishment (although it didn't really feel like a punishment in the end) and that was that.
 
    
 
   We waited until the coast was clear to slip out of the changing rooms, and quickly hurried out of the store. But as I followed my stepdad out onto the busy high Street, I couldn't help but grin. I realised, then, that I was about to start misbehaving a whole lot more. My daddy was right! I was simply a naughty little girl, and I desperately need to be disciplined.
 
    
 
    
 
   Giving It Up For Daddy 
 
    
 
   “A Rough, Passionate Sex Encounter Between Stepfather And Daughter”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Sarah never really used to get on with her stepdad, so naturally she's quite surprised when he invites her over to stay with him. She hasn't seen him in months, not since he and her mother got divorced, so she feels obliged to take him up on his offer. But, little does she know that her visit is about to turn into something far more intense than she could possibly imagine, as ‘Daddy’ and daughter spend some quality time together. 
 
    
 
    
 
   My stepdad and I had never been close. Granted, we never really argued or anything; we just had nothing in common as far as I was concerned, so there was no point in us spending any time together. This was a sentiment of mine that carried on even after he and my mom got divorced, so naturally when I received an e-mail from him inviting me to come and stay with him for the weekend, I was kind of surprised. I hadn't spoken to him in months, so I wasn't sure why he was trying to continue any sort of relationship. True, he had been my father for the best part of eight years, but that really didn't make much difference to me.
 
    
 
   However, common decency meant I had to respond to him, and as I wrote out the e-mail to respectfully decline in his offer, I suddenly felt strangely emotional. I felt almost mean, like he was reaching out to me and I was just slapping his hand away. I decided at that moment to delete the line I'd just written, and start the e-mail again.
 
    
 
   Now the weekend was upon me, and as I walked up the countless stairs leading to his small apartment, I couldn't help but feel a little bit sorry for him. My mom had taken everything in the divorce; the house, the car, even the dog (which I seem to recall was bought by my stepdad in the first place). It was true, he really had got a rough deal after the divorce, which made me feel all the better for going to see him. I really felt like I was doing something charitable, and I was all and I was kind of visiting him out for my own conscience more than the garden there is own well-being.
 
    
 
   Finally, as I panted and gasped up the last few steps, I made it to my stepdad's floor. The building that he lived in wasn't fancy, but it wasn't particularly rundown either. I guessed that he might just be staying here temporarily, until he found himself a more suitable, permanent place. My stepdad was a man of impeccable taste, or as my mom used to call it ‘expensive’ taste. That was part of the reason that she divorced him, or so she said. Apparently his spending got out of control, and when he blew 50 grand on a new car, my mom said she’d just had enough. Luckily, by this point I was already in college -- far away from any of the dramas at home. But having said that, it had been clear to me that their marriage was on the rocks for a good couple of years beforehand.
 
    
 
   I found myself standing outside my stepdad's apartment door, and forced a fake smile as I raised my hand and pressed the doorbell. There were a few thumping noises, then I heard the jangling of keys before the door opened.
 
    
 
   "Hi dad" I said with a smile and leaned forward and gave him a hug "I've missed you"
 
    
 
   My stepdad regarded me suspiciously, then grinned.
 
    
 
   "You never called me dad" he said, raising one eyebrow in mock suspicion "and I doubt you've missed me. What I appreciate your enthusiasm, come on in."
 
    
 
   He'd seen right through my charade, and I couldn't help but cringe at how fake I was being. I picked up my suitcase and followed him inside the apartment. Although it was small, the living space was well presented. I could see that my stepdad had done a bit of shopping; everything about his apartment oozed the term ‘bachelor pad’. There was a huge, chunky leather couch, a massive flatscreen TV, and very clean, minimalist decor. I was impressed.
 
    
 
   "Want a beer?" My stepdad called from the kitchen. I was a little surprised, as this was the first time he'd ever offered me anything alcoholic to drink. He and my mom had been really strict about alcohol, and they never kept any in the house. I realised then that the no alcohol rule must have been down to my mom.
 
    
 
   "Yes please" I called, sitting myself down on the couch and trying my best to look comfortable and not awkward. My stepdad soon emerged from the kitchen, holding two ice cold beers in his hand. He handed me one, and then sat down on the couch next to me.
 
    
 
   "Hold on" he said, before I could drink "we need to toast."
 
    
 
   "What are we toasting?" I asked, the amusement visibly showing in my face. My stepdad had never been a man of tradition, so the thought of us toasting something together seemed quite humorous. But, I could see in his face that he was serious, so I thought it best to go along with it.
 
    
 
   "To new experiences" my stepdad said, clinking his bottle against the side of mine.
 
    
 
   "To new experiences" I repeated taking a long, hard gulp of my beer. It was so refreshing, and just what  I needed after the stressful journey I had getting down there. Glancing over at my stepdad I noticed that his face had changed. Not then at that moment, but it had changed from how I knew it to be before. Somehow he looked different to me. He almost looked younger. The fine lines on his face appeared less noticeable; he looked more awake -- more full of life. I realised, then, how being married to my mom must've been running him down over the years. I guess it must have been like that for both of them, but now that I saw him looking so different to how I remembered him, I realised just how unhappy he must have been. We hadn't discussed his breakup with mom. We hadn't even mentioned it. Obviously my mom told me the news, and I think I might have sent my stepdad a quick text saying that I was sorry. But other than that the issue had never been raised. Until now.
 
    
 
   "It sure is different, living by myself" my stepdad said, taking a gulp of his beer and looking around his apartment "at first it was a little lonely, I'm not going to lie, but after a while you kind of get used to it. It's quite nice not having to answer to anybody."
 
    
 
   "I know" I said, glancing at him "since I moved away to college, it's been great to be my own boss. The only thing is, if I leave dirty laundry in the basket, it's still there the next morning!"
 
    
 
   I giggled, and my stepdad laughed. That was another shocking moment for me. I realised I hadn't heard my stepdad laugh in quite some time. In fact, I don't think I could remember the last time I heard him chuckle like that. It was like he was a new man.
 
    
 
   The next couple of hours slipped by without me noticing. After a few more beers, conversation was flowing freely -- it was the most I had ever spoken with my stepdad in the entire time I had known him. I couldn't believe it, but he was actually a decent guy. Either that or being away from my mom had somehow miraculously changed him. Either way, I was discovering more and more about him that I liked. How strange it was that I could have lived in the same house as this man for 8 years, and yet known nothing about him. And on the flip side, he knew nothing about me. But now that he had actually taken the time to sit down and listen, there were so many things that I could talk to him about. Obviously the beer helped, but I really did feel like we were finally bonding.
 
    
 
   "You know what, Steve" I said, trying my best not to slur my words after the least seven beers "I never realised how cool you were. It's kind of a shame that I'm just realising that now, well, now that you're not with mom anymore."
 
    
 
   The moment I mentioned mom, his face changed. His eyes became darker, and his entire posture shifted. I immediately regretted what I'd said, but there was no taking it back.
 
    
 
   "I'm sorry" I said immediately, placing my hand on my stepdad's knee and leaning towards him "I didn't mean to mention her. I mean, I know it's a sore subject, and I wasn't going to bring up at all. Just forget I said anything"
 
    
 
   My stepdad smiled, and then to my surprise he placed his hand on top of mine and squeezed gently.
 
    
 
   "It's all right, Sarah" he said, his voice low and soothing "I'm over it. She's your mom, and I can't expect you to erase from your vocabulary. My divorce was finalised over six months ago. A lot can happen in six months. A man can learn things about himself. New things, things that might surprise people. That might surprise you, in fact."
 
    
 
   I didn't know what he meant by that, but there was a strange look in his eye he spoke that made me feel a little bit uneasy. It was like a flash of excitement, mixed with something much darker. Like he was holding on to some sort of powerful secret, something that might make my toes curl!
 
    
 
   He squeezed my hand again, and then perhaps even more to my surprise, I squeezed back. Perhaps it was the drink, or perhaps it was the fact that I hadn't seen him for so long, or maybe it was the fact that he seemed to be a completely different person now that I was sitting before him -- but that moment I felt my stomach do a somersault as I looked at him. He was far more attractive Than I ever remembered, and the smouldering stare that he was fixing me with worked me all into a strange tangle.
 
    
 
   "I never told you how proud I am of you, Sarah" my stepdad said, leaning in close so that his face was only a few inches away from mine "you've turned out into a fine young woman."
 
    
 
   My breath caught in my chest as he spoke, and I felt my mouth turning dry. I was nervous, scared – but there was also part of me that with excited. Where were these strange words coming from? Why was he choosing to tell them to me now? And what the hell did he even mean by them?
 
    
 
   "Very fine indeed ..." he whispered, his lips now only centimetres away from mine.
 
    
 
   In a moment of complete and utter madness I gave myself over to him. I leaned in close and pressed my mouth against his. It was so crazy, so completely unexpected and out of character for me, but yet it felt so right. He responded to the kiss immediately, slipping his tongue inside my mouth and causing me to inhale sharply through my nose with shock. He pulled away from the kiss just for a second, and chuckled, and pressed his lips against mine once more. His movements were full of passion, almost desperation. I myself was paralysed, struck dumb by the enormity of what we were doing. I allowed my bottle of beer to slip from my limp grasp, and go rolling across the floor. But neither of us took any notice. We were too busy exploring each other, teasing each other's mouths and tasting each other for the very first time.
 
    
 
   My stepdad's hands slid up my thighs, over my tight miniskirt and then clasped around my tiny waist. He pulled me across the couch closer to him, and I put my hands up on his chest, feeling the hard, tight muscles beneath his shirt. That was a new thing to me to, and it sent jolt of desire up and down my spine. The whole situation was utterly crazy, and I felt a strange wave of shame, mixed with passion wash over me as my stepdad's hands moved from around my waist and cupped my firm, juicy breasts. I didn't know what to do with myself, so I just sat there, allowing him to kiss and fondle me as he wished. It was as if I wasn't in control of my own body any more. Like I was just carrying on in a dreamlike state.
 
    
 
   But  I had complete and utter an awareness. I could feel everything; my stepdad's hands as they squeezed my tits, causing my nipples to become erect. My heart was thudding in my chest and I felt sick, but also exhilarated as my stepdad began to undo the buttons of my shirt, and then slip the garment over my shoulders to reveal my swollen breasts. He looked down at them with a ravenous look in his eyes before pulling my bra down and taking my breasts in his hands, squeezing hard. I gasped as his mouth clamped down around one of my nipples, sucking and teasing me, rolling my flesh between his teeth so that I gasped and winced in pain. I couldn't believe I was letting my stepdad do this to me! And who knew Daddy had such skills!
 
    
 
   I felt my pussy beginning to flutter and pulsate, as my stepdad's tongue snaked its way around my nipple and down my cleavage. Then I gasped as he thrust his hand up my skirt, and began massaging my wet pussy through my panties, vigorously. It was all happening so quickly that my head was spinning. I did nothing to stop him.
 
    
 
   "I knew it" my stepdad whispered as he slipped his fingers inside my panties "you're nice and wet for Daddy"
 
    
 
   With those words he slipped his fingers up inside my tight wet cunt. I let out a loud moan, and screwed my eyes shut. I felt ashamed of what was happening to me, but it was too good to stop. My stepdad slid his fingers up as far as they would go, and then began to gently curl them around in circular motions before drawing them back out again. My clit was buzzing now, and I was desperate to get some friction against it. Without even realising it, I began grinding my hips and biting my lip. My stepdad knew what I wanted, it was quite clear.
 
    
 
   He withdrew his hand suddenly, and then dropped to his knees on the floor in front of me. I looked down at him, my eyes wide with fear and desire he tugged down my panties and pushed up my skirt with his other hand. He stopped momentarily to regard my pink, shaven pussy before burying his face inside it. I let out a loud yelp of surprise and pleasure, as he thrust his cock-hard tongue up inside my wet slit. It felt absolutely sensational, as he flicked his tongue over my clit quickly, and then dipped inside me so that I contracted around him. My pussy juices were flowing freely now, and the more massaged my clit with his tongue, the more wet I became. It was true. I was wet for my daddy!
 
    
 
   I heard him moan, as my clit began to pulsate and flutter beneath his tongue. He buried his face in my wet folds, sucking and lapping at me greedily. The noises alone were working me up into a hot, tangled state. It wasn't enough to feel his tongue there. I wanted to feel his rock hard cock inside me. I wanted him to fuck me, there and then.
 
    
 
   "I want you inside me, Daddy” I whispered, unable to stop myself "I want to feel your hard cock inside my tight little pussy. Fuck me, Daddy!”
 
    
 
   He didn't need telling twice. He got up and pushed me down on the couch, keeping his eyes firmly locked on mine as he climbed on top of me. I immediately felt the bulging head of his cock pressing up against my tight wet hole and I half gasped, half giggled with excitement as he slipped his swollen helmet into me.
 
    
 
   His face was a picture of desire, like somehow we had both been leading up to this moment. I bit my lip once more, and then dug my nails into his back as he thrust forwards, burying his huge thick cock deep inside me. I cried out loud with pleasure, grinding myself against him as he began to fuck me, hard. I couldn't believe that my daddy was inside me, nor could I believe how good it felt. How right it felt.
 
    
 
   "You like taking Daddy’s cock? Huh?” My stepdad grunted, throwing his head back and screwing his eyes shut as he fucked me into submission. His face was strained, like he was battling with years of pent-up desire inside him. "You like being Daddy's little cum-slut?”
 
    
 
   I gasped at the sheer filth of his words. I felt my cheeks growing red, and my stomach began to do somersaults. It was amazing, hearing him talk like this; I never knew he was this kinky! But I couldn't help agreeing with him. I loved the way his hard cock felt inside me, feeling the ridges and the swollen veins as he slid up into my most sensitive, secret area. I liked how it felt to do something so forbidden, so taboo. He was right, I did like being Daddy’s little cum-slut. I wanted him to fill me to the brim, until I could take no more.
 
    
 
   I let out a squeal of pain and pleasure as my stepdad thrust his hand underneath me, and lifted up my hips -- slamming into me as hard as he could. His huge cock stretched me out and filled me up so much that it hurt. But it was a good pain, and I wanted to feel more of it. He slid his cock out again and then slammed back in with even more force. I yelped once more, but my little sounds of discomfort mixed with pleasure only seemed to spur him on.
 
    
 
   "Tell me how much you want it” my daddy growled, slamming into me over and over “beg me for it! Beg for Daddy’s cock!”
 
    
 
   I gave him what he wanted. I threw my head back, whining and gasping as I felt tears spring to my eyes. Then I began to beg.
 
    
 
   "Please Daddy!” I squealed "please fuck me. I'm begging you, Daddy. Fuck me till I squirt!”
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe the obscenities that were coming out of my mouth; it was so unlike me to be so dirty. But at that moment I wanted to be dirty. I wanted to be a filthy, bad girl for my daddy so that he would pump me to the brim. I needed this.
 
    
 
   And my daddy gave it to me. With a roar and a grunt, he slammed into me one last time, so hard that I could feel him practically in the pit of my stomach. Then I felt his cock erupting inside of me, pumping wave after wave of hot, creamy cum deep inside. I wailed and gasped, digging my nails into his back as my own orgasm came crushing down on me, squirting out all over his cock. My pussy convulsed and tightened around his shaft, as if I were desperate not to let him go. I couldn't believe how good it felt, and as the last waves of pleasure began to escape me I immediately felt dizzy.
 
    
 
   It was so intense that neither of us spoke for a few moments. My stepdad slumped down on me, still inside me as he panted for air. I felt his cock slowly beginning to relax inside my wet pussy, and couldn't help but smile to myself. This was definitely the beginning of a new, albeit unorthodox, relationship. And as far as I was concerned, my Daddy and I had a lot more bonding to do before the night was over. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Sleepover Slut 
 
    
 
   “A Rough Threesome Encounter And Sexual Punishment Short”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Eighteen year old schoolgirls Jen and Shelley are having a sleepover, and Jen decides to go downstairs to steal some beer from the basement. She knows she’s not allowed to drink, but Shelley brings out her wild side whenever she’s around. However, when Jen is searching for the keys to the basement, her stepdad catches her. He knows what she’s up to and decides to dish out a little punishment, bending her over his knee for a hard spanking. Then things really begin to heat up when Shelley comes downstairs and catches them in the act. This is a rough threesome sex short, with adult themes such as sexual punishment, spanking, forced cunnilingus and ‘daddy’/daughter sex. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "Dammit, hold still would you Shelley" I said, smudging nail polish on the carpet as I tried to paint her toenails. She was having trouble holding still, true but I didn't like to admit that the reason that I was having trouble applying her nail polish might have been due to the fact that I’d had one too many beers.
 
    
 
   I squinted, trying to control my not-so-accurate vision, and also trying to apply the polish without ruining my bedroom carpet even further. Shelley looked at my face and giggled.
 
    
 
   "I think you’ve probably had one too many, Jen" Shelley said, smiling. I couldn't help but notice that she slurred her words ever so slightly, so I giggled. It sounded like she'd had one too many too.
 
    
 
   "I've not had enough" I said, defiantly. I looked her square in the eye and smiled again "I don't think either of us has had enough. We made a pact that this night was going to be awesome, and I don't think we've quite reached awesome just yet."
 
    
 
   "But we've run out of beer" Shelley said, sitting upright and causing me to splurge red nail polish right over her toes and up her foot. She didn't seem to notice. "You drank the last one, Jen. In my mind that makes you responsible for topping us up. What are you going to do about it?"
 
    
 
   She was giggling as she spoke, but I could tell that there was an element of seriousness in her voice. And she was kind of right. I had arranged this sleepover, it was at my house, so I should be responsible for providing the alcohol. I had thought that stealing a whole bucket load of beers from the basement, where my stepdad kept them, would have been enough. But we finished the whole lot in nearly 2 hours. It was now midnight, and the rest of the house had gone to bed, so I began to wonder whether making another trip to the basement would be possible.
 
    
 
   "What you thinking?" Shelley said, a mischievous glint in her eye. She knew exactly what I was thinking, so I didn't need to answer. I just smiled at her and scrambled to my feet, trying my best not to wobble as the alcohol went straight to my legs.
 
    
 
   "Wait here" I said, putting on my silk dressing gown "I'll pay another visit my stepdad’s stash. He'll be asleep by now so it’s all good, I'll be back in a minute"
 
    
 
   I slipped out of my bedroom, closing the door behind me as quietly as I could. Then I tiptoed down the hall, feeling my heart racing in my chest. I was both nervous and excited, because I knew that what I was about to was wrong. My stepdad would be angry when he found out that I'd been at is beers, but my mom would absolutely kill me. But my reasoning spurred me on. I figured that, being as I'd already stolen from him, stealing a few more wouldn't make any difference.
 
    
 
   I slowly began to descend the stairs, leaning on the banister so that I didn't put too much pressure on our creaky floorboards. I really did have to be as quiet as possible, because my stepdad was a very light sleeper. When I finally made it to the bottom of the stairs, I breathed a sigh of relief.
 
    
 
   Now I began the slow and steady journey across the house, into the kitchen, and towards the basement door. Everything was going fine, until I turned the handle of the basement door, and it wouldn't open.
 
    
 
   "Damn!” I cursed under my breath. My stepdad, for some unknown reason, must have locked to the basement door before coming to bed. That sent a momentary surge of panic through me -- if he'd locked the basement then perhaps he'd been down inside it? What if he'd seen that I'd already stolen from him?
 
    
 
   I quieted the paranoid voice in my head, reasoning that if my stepdad had, indeed, found out that I'd been stealing, then he would have surely stormed into my room and given me a good talking to. As it was, he had just gone upstairs to bed without even saying goodnight. But I couldn't figure out why he had locked the basement door.
 
    
 
   I shuffled over to the corner of the kitchen, and turned on the light. I knew that the basement key would be around here somewhere, so I set about searching for it as quietly as I could. It wasn't in the drawer where we kept all the other keys, nor was it under the sink, or on top of the fridge where I'd sometimes seen it lying about before. Just as I was about to give up, I noticed something shiny, inside the fruit bowl on the kitchen table. My heart lept, and I practically skipped over to the table, eager to grab it and get on with my mission.
 
    
 
   "What the hell do you think you're doing?" A deep voice said from across the kitchen. I shrieked with fright, whirling around to see who was speaking. My stepdad stepped forwards, his arms crossed over his chest. He was wearing just his boxers, and tight white T-shirt. He looked like he'd been in bed, but he didn't look like he'd been sleeping.
 
    
 
   "I was just, um...” I said, desperately trying to think of a quick lie, and inwardly cursing my drunken state for inhibiting this. "I was just... looking for Shelley's phone. She thought she'd left it down here."
 
    
 
   It was the best I could manage, and sounded kind of credible so I just went with it. My stepdad fixed me with a suspicious stare, and carried on walking towards me.
 
    
 
   "Really?" He said, his voice flat and cold "it seems strange that you were searching on top of the fridge. Do you honestly think it's at all likely that Shelley left her phone on top of the fridge, accidentally?"
 
    
 
   Although his tone was called and kind of neutral, there was a searing sarcasm in his words. He didn't believe me for one minute, and I knew it. But I'd already begun to lie, so couldn't back out now.
 
    
 
   "I was just being thorough" I said, smiling at him. I stood up straight, with my shoulders back, doing my best to look sober. The last thing I wanted was to appear drunk to him. That would surely arouse his suspicion, and I didn't want that.
 
    
 
   “I think you’re lying” he said, taking yet another step towards me, “I think you’re looking for these.” He walked over to the fruit bowl and picked up the keys, then jangled them in front of me with a self-satisfied smile on his face. My heart sank, and I immediately opened my mouth to protest. The only problem was that I couldn’t think of a lie. I was far too tipsy and way too terrified to be able to think of a suitable story to get myself out of this mess.
 
    
 
   “Daddy, I... I’m sorry” I stammered, my face turning pale. He was stood right in front of me now, so close that I couldn’t bear to look him in the eye. “Me and Shelley just wanted to have some fun, I promise I’ll repay you! I’ll do anything you want, just don’t wake Mom, she’ll kill me!”
 
    
 
   “Too right she’ll kill you!” my stepdad said “after what happened on your eighteenth birthday party it’s a wonder you’re even allowed friends over at all – especially Shelley!”
 
    
 
   He was referring to what happened a month ago. Shelley and I had a joint eighteenth birthday party at my house. Shelley was wild, and brought out a reckless side of me, and our party was no exception. It was supposed to be strictly ‘no alcohol’ and very low key – but naturally it turned out being exactly the opposite. In short it involved a lot of broken glass, tears and a couple of trips to the hospital. I cringed at the memory of it and glanced at my stepdad’s face. He was scowling, but for some reason he didn’t look as angry as he was making himself out to be.
 
    
 
   “Please, Daddy” I whispered, feeling my options running slim “I’ll do anything.”
 
    
 
   He stared at me without moving, and didn’t speak. It made me uncomfortable, and fidgeted on the spot. Something about the way he was looking at me made my skin become tingly, and my knees become weak. 
 
    
 
   “You’ve been a very naughty girl, Jen” he said, his voice a rasping whisper “you need to be punished”
 
    
 
   With those words he sprang into action. I cried out in shock as he grabbed me by the wrists and dragged me across the kitchen towards the table. I was so astounded by what was going on that I couldn’t form words, all I could do was wail and cry out in shock. He sat down on one of the kitchen chairs, and then with a hard yank of my arms he pulled me downwards, so that I was bent over his knee. 
 
    
 
   Then, to my horror he yanked down my little pyjama shorts and spanked me hard on my bare ass. It was so humiliating, and utterly shocking that I squealed out, sounding more and more like a naughty child. 
 
    
 
   "Bad girl!" My stepdad grunted, spanking me harder and harder with each slap "Naughty... little... slut!”
 
    
 
   He was hitting me so hard that could feel myself sliding over his knees. I tried to reach behind myself, clawing at his T-shirt in order to get myself back up to a standing position. But he just put his hand on the back of my head and forced me back down. It was clear that he was in control, and there was nothing I could do about it.
 
    
 
   "I thought you said you’d do anything?" My stepdad said, with cruelty in his voice. He had stopped spanking me, and rested his hand on my poor, sore ass cheeks. I felt heat radiating from them, and shuddered with humiliation as my stepdad slid his middle finger very slowly down my ass crack. I squirmed in his lap, biting my lip and screwing my eyes shut as his finger made its way down towards my pussy. I braced myself for inevitable, and then squealed again as he plunged his finger deep inside me.
 
    
 
   But what I wasn't expecting was for my pussy to be quite so wet. His finger slipped up inside me with ease, and I felt strange and twisted pleasure beginning to emanate from between my legs.
 
    
 
   "Ooohhh, so you like it when Daddy gets nasty” he exclaimed, ramming another finger up inside me as violently as he had done the first "well, let's see how much you like it when it's Daddy's fat cock up their instead of his fingers!”
 
    
 
   With that, he pushed me off his lap and onto the floor. I rolled over onto my side, dizzy and confused by the whole situation. My daddy straddled me, standing above me as he looked down at me with an expression of pure lust on his face. Then he reached inside his boxers, and pulled out his huge fat cock. I couldn't help but gasp at the sheer size of it, and he grinned at my response as he began massaging it slowly, right above my face.
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe what was happening to me, it was all so sudden and unexpected. But I didn't protest. I was mesmerised by the sight of his huge, thick member and the way he stroked it. I could see that there was pre-cum already leaking from the tip, and I suddenly felt my pussy begin to flutter and throb. I felt disgusted with myself, as I realised I was actually getting off on this.
 
    
 
   "What's going on?" I heard another voice say, and snapped my eyes around to the doorway. Shelley was standing there, but she wasn't wearing the look of horror and disgust on her face that I would have expected. Instead she looked curious, almost amused. I open my mouth to say something, but my stepdad cut in before me.
 
    
 
   "She's a little screamer” my stepdad said, as Shelley made her way across the kitchen towards us "she squealed like a little girl when I spanked her ass, I thought she was going to wake the entire house up! Perhaps you better see to that little problem, Shelley"
 
    
 
   "That's just the effect you have on girls” Shelley said, with a wicked gleam in her eye "I should know"
 
    
 
   I didn't even have time to question her words, before she too was stood over me. She wasn't wearing any panties underneath her little silk night dress, and I as I looked up I could see that her pussy was pink and swollen. Before I even had time to draw in a breath, Shelley lowered herself downwards, parting her pussy lips and planting them onto my gasping mouth.
 
    
 
   "This should keep her quiet" Shelley groaned, and I felt her pussy pulsating against my lips. I knew I had no choice but to obey her will, so I opened my mouth slowly, and pushed my tongue through the folds of her slit. She moaned with delight, and I felt my own pussy beginning to tingle. I was amazed at just how sweet she tasted, and how much I was turned on by licking pussy for the very first time.
 
    
 
   Then I felt my pyjama shorts being yanked down from around my knees, and ripped off the entirely. I felt my stepdad's hands reach underneath my ass, and lift my hips up off the floor. I gasped then, as I felt warm, wet tip of his prick beginning to tease my eager opening, sending sparks flying through me. I realised at that moment how much I wanted this; I wanted to taste my friend’s cunt, and feel my daddy's cock inside me! I was such a naughty girl!
 
    
 
   My daddy dipped his cock inside me, teasing my wet hole before pulling out of me cruelly. I widened my legs instinctively, and thrust my hips upwards. It was clear that I was ready for it, and at last my daddy read the signals from my body, and slid his huge cock up inside my tight pussy.
 
    
 
   I moaned into the wet folds of Shelley's cunt, overcome by extreme pleasure. My stepdad's thrusts were slow at first, making me moan and buck my hips against him, but then he suddenly slammed into me so hard I cried out. Shelley slapped my face, and held my head in place as she looked down at me. It was clear that I wasn’t supposed to make a sound, and that these two were the ones who were in charge.
 
    
 
   My daddy's huge cock slammed into me again, this time even harder. He pumped me harder and faster, his hands squeezing my ass cheeks as he held my hips up off the floor. I lapped furiously at Shelley's cunt now, relishing the way that her juices began to trickle down my chin. I felt so utterly filthy, and completely ashamed by what was going on -- but that just made it all the more fun.
 
    
 
   I began to thrust my hips up and down, meeting the brutal thrusts of my daddy inside me. He dug his nails into my flesh, grunting with exertion as he slammed into me. I couldn't even see him as he pummelled me, all I could see was Shelley's slutty face, turning more and more red as I took her closer to orgasm. The way that she looked excited me. I pushed my tongue right up inside her, feeling her contracting around me. She was close to climax and I wanted her to come. I wanted to cum all over my face.
 
    
 
   "You like the way we punish you?" My daddy grunted, slamming into me over and over so that his balls slapped up against me. I couldn't answer, but my body responded to his question. I clenched and shuddered around his shaft, on the brink of the most intense orgasm I'd ever known. It was so dirty, filthy and wrong. I was being fucked by my daddy -- and all I could think about was how good it felt, and how sweet my best friend's pussy tasted.
 
    
 
   "Fuck her harder" Shelley suddenly gasped "oh God! Fuck her harder! Make her squirt while I cum inside her dirty little mouth!”
 
    
 
   Her words sent me over the edge. I erupted around my daddy's cock, my sopping wet slit squeezing around his huge shaft as my orgasm came gushing out. I was racked with pain and pleasure as he pummelled me, his own orgasm exploding inside me as I drenched him. I felt his cock twitching and pulsating, pumping me full of his hot, creamy load. It felt so good that I momentarily lost all sense of who I was. All I could do was lie on the kitchen floor, gasping for air as both of them slumped down, either side of me.
 
    
 
   "That was fun" Shelley said, looking over at me and smiling. I couldn't help but smile back. Shelley had always been a wild child, but I just hadn't realised she was this wild! And I was kind of scared of the fact I actually liked it.
 
    
 
   "You did good, Jen" my stepdad whispered, gently trailing finger across my forearm, and placing his hand in mine, squeezing tight. "I think celebrations are in order. You girls wait here, I’m going to go down into the basement and see if there's actually any beer left! The night is young yet, and your mother is a very light sleeper.”
 
    
 
   He winked at us, before he got to his feet and walked over to the basement door. His words sent shivers of excitement through my body, and I couldn't help but giggle. This was so much more wild and out of hand than my 18th birthday party had been! And I knew that the best was yet to come. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Daddy's Dirty Little Thief 
 
    
 
   “A Sexual Punishment Encounter Between Stepdad And Daughter”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Klara works as a maid on the weekends, cleaning her neighbours’ houses for extra cash. She is apprehensive to take on a job working for her stepdad, who separated from her mom a couple of years before. Her stepdad took everything in the divorce, including the house that Klara grew up in! Seeing an opportunity, she steals money from his wallet when she goes inside to clean. But Klara’s luck takes a turn for the worse when her stepdad returns and catches her red handed. She has no choice but to take his punishment, no matter how brutal. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I grimaced as I pulled up outside the big white house with the red door. It was exactly how I'd remembered it, neat and tidy with roses around the border. I had hoped that my stepdad might have let it fall into a state of disrepair, so that he wouldn't get to admire its beauty every day like I had done growing up there.
 
    
 
   No such luck. If anything, the house looked better than ever. I could tell that the door had been freshly painted, and the lawn was absolutely immaculate. I made a face, and reached over to the passenger seat to grab my cleaning supplies. This was a low moment.
 
    
 
   I hauled the heavy bag and myself out of the car, and then walked slowly up the path towards the front door. I couldn't believe that I was in this situation, but there was no use grumbling about it now. Times were hard, and I needed money.
 
    
 
   It just felt so demeaning to be working as a maid, especially when I had a degree in sociology from a reputable college. But the economy was tough, and since graduating from college I got myself into a lot of trouble. I'd been hanging out with the wrong sort of people, and one way another I'd ended up getting myself into a lot of debt. So, I decided to start my own little business venture on the side, working as a maid at weekends in order to try and supplement my income. It wasn't ideal, but there were no start-up fees (aside from purchasing a few cleaning products) and there was a definite demand in my area for my services.
 
    
 
   I quickly learned to work fast and efficiently, and most weekends I managed to visit at least six or seven houses. I worked hard, but that meant I reaped the benefits. However, no matter how hard I work it just didn't seem like enough. I was always short at the end of the month, always counting my pennies and depriving myself of little luxuries. It seemed like my entire life consisted of nothing but work, work, work.
 
    
 
   That was why I decided to take on a new ‘client’ as it were. My stepdad was one of the wealthiest people in the neighbourhood, and I put most of it down to the fact that he managed to squeeze everything out of my mom when they got divorced. He kept the house, the cars, and retained all the rights to the family business. You would think that I would be angry, but I knew deep down that it was my mom's fault. She was careless, and lazy -- in the final years of their marriage she hardly ever spent any time at home, and was more interested in going off on fancy holidays with her friends rather than being at home with my stepdad and I, and attempting at being a real family. I wasn't surprised to learn in my freshman year of college that they were planning on getting a divorce. Nor was I surprised to hear the, in the end, my stepdad took everything.
 
    
 
   I didn't really speak to my mom, we weren’t really close. But I hadn't spoken to my stepdad either, and I hadn’t once since the divorce. I knew that feelings between us were tense and strange. We had never really gotten along even when he was married to my mom, so I suppose neither of us saw any need to continue some sort of relationship now that they were separated.
 
    
 
   This made it all the more awkward when my stepdad called me up, asking for my services as a house maid. I accepted his offer, as he proposed to pay twice as much as my asking price. I think he'd put his prize because he knew I would be apprehensive to take him up on his offer. There was just something so cringe worthy about having to turn up and clean my childhood house from top to bottom, as my stepdad looked on in smug amusement.
 
    
 
   But, I needed the cash. So I reluctantly agreed. Plus I thought it might be quite nice to have a look around the house, and see how much it changed in the last few years.
 
    
 
   I could see, as I walked towards the house, that not a great deal had. It was still as beautiful as I remember, and it still had that odd sense of home about it to me, strangely. I raised the brass doorknocker, and knocked loudly three times before stepping back and waiting. I tried my best to hold my head high, and keep my shoulders back, but it was clear that I felt embarrassed. I didn't want my stepdad see me like this.
 
    
 
   Nobody answered the door, so I knocked again. I waited patiently, but again nobody came. I was starting to get agitated, so I knocked again. Once again there was no answer and by now I was pretty angry. What if this was all just a big joke? What if he'd told me to come over here, promising me money, just so that he could laugh in my face? It was far-fetched, and I didn't think it was really my stepdad style, but what if it was true?
 
    
 
   I fumbled in my handbag for my mobile phone, determined to call him and find out what the hell was going on. But when I looked at my phone, I noticed that I had an unread text message;
 
    
 
   Hey, Klara it’s Jim. I’m out all day, so just let yourself in. The key is in it’s usual spot. Have fun! Xx
 
    
 
   How strange! His message was more friendly than I thought it probably should be for a man who was now a stranger to me. And the fact that he had left the key in the old spot, underneath the cushion on the porch swing, filled me with a strange and almost unpleasant sense of nostalgia.  But I just shook my head and thought of the money, before grabbing the key and carrying on with my job. 
 
    
 
   Inside, the house had changed so much from how I remembered it. It was clear that my stepdad had a very minimalistic taste, and it looked like there was barely anything inside. I should have been happy, less ornaments would mean an easier job for me when it came to cleaning the place, but instead I fell oddly deflated. The house had lost its character, and that made me angry.
 
    
 
   I set about washing the windows with a scowl on my face, gritting my teeth. It was just typical of my stepdad, to get given something as beautiful as this huge house and turn into something ugly and soulless. I couldn't believe how much he must have changed, to still be living in this huge house without being all consumed by guilt.
 
    
 
   That got me contemplating on my own situation. I couldn't believe how much I had changed too. I used to be such a driven person, brimming with enthusiasm and ambition. Now I was struggling to make ends meet, polishing and dusting people's houses for extra cash. My stepdad must have thought I was a real joke.
 
    
 
   I sighed and took up the duster, and began running at around the curtain rail, before starting on the mantelpiece. It was then that something caught my eye. My stepdad's wallet was resting on the edge of the mantle. I thought it was strange that he would leave the house without it, and considered calling his mobile to let him know. But then an even better idea hit me.
 
    
 
   I rushed over and grab the wallet, opening it up and peering inside with eager eyes. Just as I had suspected, it was stuffed full of notes. I counted them quickly, there was around 700 dollars in there! That was more than I would earn for an entire weekend’s work! 
 
    
 
   I took a moment to consider my options. If I took the money, and left the house without looking back that I would cut off all ties with my stepdad (plus I'd gain the satisfaction of feeling like I'd at lease got one over on him). However, if I cut off all ties with him then I wouldn't get any repeat business. He was offering to pay me very well, and I really did need the money. But was I actually prepared to swallow my pride like this on a weekly basis? Walking up to the front door to the house had been one of the hardest things I'd had to do in a long time, and I wasn't sure if I could keep doing it.
 
    
 
   I made a split decision, and stuffed the role of notes into my cleavage before putting the wallet back on the mantelpiece. I quickly began to gather my cleaning products, removing my rubber gloves and stuffing them into my apron pocket. I then scurried across the living room floor, towards the front door. That's when I froze.
 
    
 
   The door handle was turning, as if in slow motion, and I heard the sound of a man clearing his throat outside. It was too late to put the money back now. I was going to have to wing it.
 
    
 
   "Ah Klara – I thought you’d be here” my stepdad said as the door swung open. His voice was cheery, however his expression was neutral. He stepped inside and removed his coat, hanging it up on the wall as he kicked off his shoes. That was always a stupid rule of his; no shoes in the house. I felt a mini sense of triumph as I realised I was still wearing my own, but that triumph was immediately squashed by a sense of panic. My stepdad's eyes glanced over to his wallet on the mantelpiece.
 
    
 
   "Aha, there it is” my stepdad said, walking over to the mantelpiece "I only realised I'd left it behind when I got to the gas station, typical."
 
    
 
   He picked up the wallet, and I had to stop myself from gasping with panic. I did my best to keep my expression straight, and smiled at him -- unsure how to respond. He held the wallet in his hand for a second, which felt like an eternity, and then slipped inside the pocket of his jeans. Again I had to stop myself from letting out a big sigh of relief.
 
    
 
   "You look like you're just about to leave?" My stepdad said, his face suddenly stern "I've only been gone 20 minutes, you can't have cleaned the house in that time. Is this something you're not telling me, Klara?"
 
    
 
   I went tense, desperately searching my brain for a quick and believable lie. 
 
    
 
   “I’ve only just got here” I blurted out, “sorry, I was running a little late – things have been a bit hectic for me lately”
 
    
 
   I was surprised at my own quick thinking, and waited hopefully for him to respond. It was convincing enough, wasn’t it?
 
    
 
   "I see" my stepdad said, a hint of sympathy in his voice "I gathered that things might not be going too well on account of you doing this with yourself now.” He gestured to a box of cleaning products as he spoke. I felt a prickle of rage inside me at the way he patronised me, but forced myself to smile instead.
 
    
 
   "You're right" I said "Times are hard, but I do what I can."
 
    
 
   He looked at me with what appeared to be genuine sympathy in his eyes. And then, to my horror he reached inside the pocket of his jeans.
 
    
 
   "I understand" he said, taking out his wallet "in that case, let me give you an advancement on your earnings. It's probably the least I can do, all things considered...”
 
    
 
   I winced as he looked inside the wallet, and I saw his eyes widen with shock. He looked up at me, and I realised at that moment that he knew exactly what I had done. I could feel my cheeks burning red, I must have looked guilty as sin. There were no more quick excuses or believable lies inside my panic-stunned brain. All I could do was watch in dismay as his face turned a deep shade of crimson and he stomped towards me.
 
    
 
   “So you’re stealing things now?” he snapped, stopping right in front of me and looking me square in the eyes “you were always disobedient, Klara – but I never pegged you as a petty thief. I have no choice but to report you to the police.”
 
    
 
   To my utter shock he reached down my top, grabbing the roll of notes from between my breasts and yanking it free. But he did it with such force that the buttons of my dress burst open, and my huge tits sprang free. I gasped in shock, covering them with my arms while he fixed me with an intense stare.
 
    
 
   Something had changed in his expression. He was still angry, but now there was a new layer to his rage.  I tried to hold my dress together and shield my breasts from his eyes, but it was no use. Of all the days for me not to wear a bra!
 
    
 
   "Oh yes" my stepdad said in a low voice "you were always such a naughty girl. Always in need of discipline. I suppose some things never change."
 
    
 
   Suddenly I felt a searing pain on my cheek, and stars appeared before my eyes. There was a loud ringing noise in my ear, as I finally realised that my stepdad had slapped me hard across the face. Tears filled my eyes as I looked at him in confusion.
 
    
 
   "Accept your punishment" my stepdad said, calmly "and I'm willing to forget all of this ever happened"
 
    
 
   Then, to my utter surprise my stepdad grabbed me by the shoulders and kissed me hard on the mouth. What the hell was going on? I tried to pull away from the kiss at first, but my stepdad held me firmly in place. He slid his tongue into my mouth, and massaged mine with lustful strokes. I was absolutely powerless.
 
    
 
   My stepdad pulled away from me, and looked me up and down.
 
    
 
   "Look I... I’m...” I stuttered, but then SMACK! Another hard slap landed against my cheek. I was disturbed by the way that the pain made me feel. Instead of arousing fear and distress in me, the strange humiliation made me feel excited. I couldn't understand what was happening to me. All I knew was that my pussy was starting to gently throb in my panties.
 
    
 
   "Do you accept your punishment?" My stepdad snapped. His eyes were blazing, and he looked like a man possessed. The look of rage and desperation on his face made me feel confused and queasy, but also sent tingles up and down my spine. I knew I had no choice but to give myself over to him. I nodded in response to this question.
 
    
 
   He sprang into action then, grabbing me by the hair and dragging me over to the dining room table. Then he reached into my pocket and pulled out my gloves, knotting them together and tying my hands together with them, using expert precision. I barely had time to squeal with fright before he bent me over the table, slamming me forwards onto the hard wood.
 
    
 
   "Naughty girl" my stepdad breathed, before yanking down my panties and lifting up my dress. I felt my face beginning to flush. I couldn't believe I was bent over with my ass and pussy on display, my panties around my ankles -- in front of my own stepdad!
 
    
 
   I heard him unzip his pants, and felt him shifting position behind me. Then I squealed as he spanked me hard on my bare ass. I became aware that I was getting some sort of strange thrill out of being dominated by him. I could tell, because my pussy was growing warmer and wetter by the minute. I felt so utterly foolish and ashamed, and that only turned me on even more.
 
    
 
   "What are you, Klara?” my stepdad barked, spanking me even harder now “tell me what you are!”
 
    
 
   "I'm a naughty little girl" I whimpered, my voice straining under his hard slaps "and a dirty little thief!”
 
    
 
   My words clearly pleased him, because he grunted in response and stopped spanking me. But I then felt his fingers trailing the crease of my ass, before plunging deep inside my tight ass hole. I cried out in pain, totally shocked by this new and harsh sensation. But my cries only earned me a few swift spanks on my ass cheek. I bit my lip and screwed my eyes shut, knowing that I had to take this.
 
    
 
   As my stepdad's fingers pushed in further, I felt my pussy juices beginning to flow. The pain and humiliation were scrambling my thoughts. I couldn't think straight, all I could do was concentrate on the throbbing between my legs, and the strange sensation in my ass. I suddenly wanted to feel something inside my pussy too. It was absolutely insane.
 
    
 
   "Now" my stepdad said, in a voice just above a whisper "I'm going to fuck you harder then you've ever been fucked before. And you’re going squeal like a bitch, and beg your daddy to fuck you harder – understood?”
 
    
 
   I didn't have time to respond before he sprang into action. I cried out as I felt the huge, bulging head of my stepdad's cock pressing against my tight pussy. Then I let out a yell of pain mixed with triumphant pleasure as my stepdad's huge prick stretched me out and filled me up so much that it hurt. I had never taken cock as big as his before, and I couldn't believe how painful it was. But the pain was interspersed with strange feelings of pleasure, and I found myself willing him on. I gasped and whined as he began to fuck me.
 
    
 
   "What’s that?” My stepdad grunted "I can't hear you"
 
    
 
   "Fuck me, Daddy” I whimpered, "I want more"
 
    
 
   My daddy’s cock slid out of me, and then slammed up inside even harder. I yelped with pain, but throbbed with pleasure at the same time.
 
    
 
   "Please, Daddy" I gasped, my voice a little louder now "Fuck me harder"
 
    
 
   SLAP! A hard spank landed against my ass cheek, and my daddy stuffed his cock up inside me even harder. The pain was sensational, intensifying the pleasure inside me in a way that had never felt before.
 
    
 
   "Please, Daddy! Fuck me harder. MORE!”
 
    
 
   I was screaming now, and found that I was grinding against the table, seeking out some pressure on my swollen clit. The pain, humiliation and downright filthiness of what we were doing was just too much to handle. It was forbidden and wrong, but I didn't care. I just wanted my daddy's cock to stuff me until I couldn't think straight.
 
    
 
   “MORE, DADDY! I WANT MORE!”
 
    
 
   My stepdad heard my words, and quickened his pace. He slammed into me so hard that the table began to rock forwards, inching its way across the floor. It was so intense, the pain was unbelievable but the pleasure far dwarfed it now. I squirmed and writhed on the table, completely dominated by my daddy's cock but somehow craving more. I wanted to feel his cum inside me, right then!
 
    
 
   I was close to climax, and my daddy could tell. He stuffed his fingers into my ass hole once again and at that moment I erupted. My pussy squeezed his cock, and I let out a scream of pure pleasure as my orgasm engulfed us both. I was so wet, I could feel my juices drenching the table beneath us.
 
    
 
   My stepdad roared, slamming into me one final time and grabbing my ass cheeks, as if he was literally pulling himself up inside me. I felt his cock explode, blasting hard spurts of cum inside me, hitting my g-spot so that new waves of pleasure washed over me. I was more satisfied than I ever had been in my life, and I couldn't believe that my own stepdad was the one who had made me feel this way.
 
    
 
   He immediately pulled out of me, giving me another swift spank on the ass that sent shivers up and down my spine again. It was a good pain. And I deserved it.
 
    
 
   "I'm going out to finish off running those errands" my stepdad said as he undid the binds from around my wrists "and when I return I expect to see this place looking absolutely spotless. Then I'll decide if I want you back here again next weekend. And who knows, maybe you'll be able to learn yourself little extra -- if that's what you want."
 
    
 
   I knew exactly what he was referring to, and it sent excited shivers all over my body. I stood up, pulled up my panties and nodded at him. It was clear that my punishment was far from over, if you could call it a punishment, and I had a lot of making up to do. Suddenly my weekend job had become a whole lot more exciting.
 
    
 
    
 
   DARK SECRETS
 
   
  
 

SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Lacy has a dark secret that no one else knows.  When her husband finds out he has a decision to make…and Lacy’s fate hangs in the balance.
 
    
 
    
 
   Lacy dearly loved her husband David and couldn’t imagine living without him.  She was always supportive of his hopes and dreams, and she was always there to back him up no matter what troubles beset them.  Over the years they had conquered every obstacle that had challenged them, and she still welcomed him to their bed with open arms and found inventive ways to excite him.  It was the ideal marriage.  So why was she on her knees in the restroom of a convenience store with the huge cock of an eighteen year old clerk deep in her mouth and desperately swallowing his cum?
 
    
 
   It had started during the third year of their marriage. She had been running in the park and had caught a flash of something off the jogging path, and had stepped through the thick woods to find the pleasant little glade occupied by an athletically built young man lying in the sun and reading a men’s magazine.  There was a small pile of college textbooks beside him on the blanket, but his attention was focused on the magazine and he had a huge cock in his hand, masturbating.
 
    
 
   He had raised his eyes and flushed deep crimson when he saw the slender ponytailed blonde with her breasts rising and falling rapidly from her exercise.  Her odd, amber colored eyes were riveted on his swollen erection and her nipples were suddenly poking out the front of her sports bra. The tight lycra running shorts she wore covered her slim hips like a glove and enhanced her long graceful legs. He was scrambling to stuff his prick back into his shorts when he heard her speak in a soft voice.
 
    
 
   “Don’t,” she whispered.  He froze, looking her inquisitively.  Her generous lips were puffy, her nipples were rigid, and one dainty hand had crept between her slender thighs.  “Don’t hide it, please, I want to watch!”  Lacy couldn’t believe the words coming from her mouth.  What the hell was she thinking?
 
    
 
   Still slightly embarrassed, the young man stopped trying to stuff his erection back into his shorts and let it hang free.  “Do it,” she pleaded.  He wrapped his hand around the thick penis and slowly stroked it, staring at the sexy, sweating woman.  He was suddenly aroused by her watching him, and he began to twist and jerk at his swollen manhood.  He stopped and slid his shorts to his knees, and knelt on the blanket, the magazine forgotten.  Lacy felt the flames of desire rise in her belly and she knelt to get a better look at the big purplish glans of his cock.  “Yes,” she whispered, “like that…squeeze it.”  Her free hand moved to her rigid nipple and began to twist and pinch it.  She made small, erotic sounds that excited the young man.
 
    
 
   “I…I want to see you too,” he whispered. Without taking her eyes from his throbbing cock she slid the tight shorts to her knees, exposing her shaved pussy to his hungry eyes.  She heard his low moan and a wild recklessness  overwhelmed her, a feeling she had never experienced before.  Her eyes glazed over with a wicked lust and she stood, slowly removing her sports bra and kicking the shorts from around her ankles.  Her thighs spread as she walked to within a foot of the frantically masturbating young man.  
 
   “Look at my pussy,” she whispered, pulling her delicate pussy lips apart so that he could have a better view.  “Isn’t that so much better than that cold impersonal piece of paper?”  She stepped closer.  “Here, smell…”
 
    
 
   He bent forward quickly, his tongue lapping at her wet slit and she threw her head back, reveling in the feel of his slick tongue against her clit and her lascivious behavior.  Her knees quivered and he put his hands on her hips, pulling her over his mouth, slipping his tongue inside her.  Lacy’s moans became louder and her hands went to his ears, pulling him into her heat.  “Fuck me!” she cried.
 
    
 
   He pulled her down to his blanket, laying her on her back.  Her legs spread wide automatically, her hips writhing with need and she reached for his thick hard penis.  The feel of it in her hand, the searing heat of it, drove her to pull him into her depths and she gasped at the sudden intrusion of hot manflesh.  
 
    
 
   Bucking wildly, she began to fuck him wildly from beneath. The young man was on top, but there was never any question who was in control.
 
    
 
   Her ankles were locked behind the small of his back and she was squeezing him to her with her thighs.  
 
   “Pound me you fucker, fuck me harder.  I want to feel your hot cum scalding my pussy!” she said as she humped her hips up against him.  Unable to contain himself any longer, he sprayed his essence into her enthusiastically.  Lacy convulsed in ecstasy.
 
    
 
   She had been ridden with guilt afterwards, going home and trying to shower the guilt off, turning her skin bright pink from scrubbing herself.  Curling into a fetal ball, Lacy had cried until she choked.  A cup of hot coffee and an hour of concentration later, she came to the conclusion that the morning had been a one time aberration and that she would keep it to herself.  No good would come of her confessing what she had done to David, and she would do her best to forget about the incident.  What was done was done and no amount of self recrimination could change it.  With her conflict resolved, she cheerfully went about her housework and preparing David’s favorite meal.  After a pleasant dinner and cleaning up the kitchen, Lacy slipped into their bedroom and put on her sexiest negligee.  David had forgotten all about his favorite TV show as she had dimmed the lights and knelt between his legs, giving him the best blowjob of his life. For the first time in her life, she hadn’t wanted to pull away at the height of his orgasm.  When David came she had pulled her lips back to the crown of his glans and sealed his cock off with her full lips, capturing every drop of his cum in her mouth.  When it had been over and she had drained his balls, she had stood and stripped off her crotchless panties, crawling into David’s lap.  When her heated pussy was pressed against his flaccid penis, she had looked into his eyes and opened her mouth to show him the thick load of cum inside.  She closed her mouth quickly to keep from losing any and swallowed it all down. Then she had licked her lips with a lascivious smile and pressed her breasts into his chest.  David had been awestruck and extremely happy.
 
    
 
   The next time it had happened she had been shopping at the mall when she had chanced on a young man who was being berated by a very attractive young lady.  Apparently he had worked up the nerve to ask her out and the spoiled little bitch had backed him into a dark hallway and was explaining in great detail why an awesome chick like her would ever go out with a worthless nerd such as himself.
 
    
 
   Lacy had not hesitated an instant.  She strode down the dimly lit hall and had brushed aside the arrogant girl without so much as an “excuse me,” and had grabbed the young man and kissed him passionately…confusing both the young man and the girl. When she released him, she had opened the front of her dress, baring her small perfect breasts and then reached in her purse and drew out a fity dollar bill.  “It’s all I have baby, but I can get you the rest late…I just couldn’t wait any longer,” she said breathlessly, sinking to her knees in front of him.  The young man and the girl had watched, astonished, as Lacy freed his cock from his jeans and  energetically plunging his swollen cock into her luscious mouth.
 
    
 
   Lacy laid it on thick, exclaiming at his size and the sweet taste of his cock, and telling him how she had been unable to think of anything but his cock for the last few days.  “You don’t even have to fuck me baby, if you’ll just give me your cum!” she had said in her hottest, sexiest voice.  When his cock had surged and his balls had churned in his scrotum she had moaned very loudly and fastened her lips around the base of his cock, sucking until he was dry.  When he leaned back against the wall, shaken and in shock, Lacy had stood up and kissed him again, taking her time and making the appropriate noises.  “I promise baby,” she’d said in a stage whisper, “I’ll pay you the rest next time.”  She’d given him a wink and turned to face the girl.  “Sorry honey, you’ll have to give him a few minutes to recover…I couldn’t wait any longer.”  Lacy had reached up with her hand and slowly and casually wiped a gobbet of the boy’s cum from her chin that she had left there deliberately.  With studied exaggeration, she had placed the finger with his cum on it in her mouth, swished the fluid around in her mouth, and swallowed it.  “God that’s so good!”  She fastened the front of her dress and had left the girl staring after her in amazement.  The young man had a happy, crooked smile on his face.
 
    
 
   Lacy was smiling to herself, pleased at confounding the arrogant little bitch and heartened by the boy’s crooked smile. This time she felt no guilt at all, just an overpowering desire for David’s cock.  She climbed into her car and drove directly to his office.
 
    
 
   The receptionist had greeted her brightly and told her David was in his office.  She had entered his office and he had not even looked up.  She stood for just a moment, taking in his handsome visage and feeling her love for him welling up inside of her.  She quickly unbuttoned the buttons that closed the front of her dress and letting it fall to the floor.  David looked up in surprise when he heard the dress fall.  “Did you think it was Sheila that came in, shut the door, and stripped off her dress?” Lucy asked as she slipped off the wispy pair of French cut panties that were her only remaining  garment.
 
    
 
   She straddled him on his desk chair and pressed one firm breast into his mouth, her body on fire with lust.  “Honey, what if somebody comes in…” he mumbled around her soft flesh.
 
    
 
   “Fuck ‘em,” she breathed, “they’ll have to wait their turn.”  David went wild, fumbling with his pants and shucking them down to his ankles. He thrust up into her and she shivered and moaned at the feel of him. The wildness was on her again, and she grabbed his head in both hands, her eyes locked on his and freezing him in place.  “David,” she said hoarsely, “stick that big thing in my ass baby.” She wiggled on his cock.  “Please?” she pleaded.
 
    
 
   Completely taken aback by his wife’s wanton behavior, it took David about three seconds to decide that he couldn’t pass up his wife’s inexplicable behavior…an opportunity like this had never come his way before and might never pass his way again.  It briefly occurred to him that it was possible Lacy was having an affair and was overcome by guilt.  He tossed the thought away as soon as it crossed his mind.  
 
   If she was having an affair and it made her into the sexual dynamo that had let him cum in her mouth and was now offering her previously sacrosanct ass to him, he didn’t care if she was fucking elephants at the zoo. With his mind now free of restraint, he centered the head of his cock on the tight puckered ring of her ass.
 
    
 
   Even as the tip of his cock penetrated her sphincter she could feel the sharp pain of the stretching. She was in such a state that she couldn’t tell the difference between the pain of his entry into her forbidden cavity and the ecstasy of taking him inside her ass for the first time.  It was wildly erotic and suffused her with pleasure/pain, arousing her to peaks of excitement she had never before experienced. Her orgasm was monumental.
 
    
 
   It had become a game for her, finding unsuspecting men and seducing them before they realized what was happening.  It was thrilling, and it was like a drug.  The more she did it, the more she needed it. 
 
   And she was developing a craving for cum…the taste, the feel, and the hot slipperiness of it.  She had begun to welcome David home every day, welcoming him at the door, usually naked and on her knees, and always ending up with David’s hot cream deep in her belly.
 
    
 
   It was inevitable, she realized later, that David would find out about her secret life.  As much time as she was spending sucking strange cocks and the frequency of her frantic needs, it would have been impossible for her to keep her activities secret. Ever since the night she had taken his cum into her mouth for the first time almost a year before, Lacy had kept him drained and sated.  Not a single day had passed without her trying something new or unique to increase her pleasure and her own.  Before that day, he had occasionally caught a glimpse of thigh or the curve of a breast, or, in the case of one overeager temp who really wanted a regular job, a totally nude body spread wide for the taking in the copy room in his office, and he had been tempted.  Since Lacy had become such a sex fiend, he was hard put to notice if he was surrounded by women or men.  He had begun to work out at a local gym in the afternoons to get into good enough shape to keep up with her, and it was here that he discovered her secret.
 
    
 
   He was passing the towel room when his ears heard something that his brain refused to process.  It was Lacy’s voice, and it was low and lust filled as she begged someone to give her his cum.  Her request was punctuated by a slapping sound and grunts of pleasure.  David entered the towel room and crept to the doorway at the entry to the laundry.  Lacy was bent over a stack of dirty towels, and a large, muscular weight lifter type was pumping into her naked body from behind as she took the massive cock of another man between her lips, his cum spilling out the corners of her mouth.  She looked ecstatic.
 
    
 
   It took three double shots of Scotch at his regular bar before David realized that Lacy’s double life was very likely the cause of his hyperactive sex life. It was a short leap from that realization to the reasonable conclusion that he couldn’t be happier with his own sex life…and that letting her know he was aware of her extracurricular activities would upset the sex life he so fully enjoyed.  He would be a fool to risk what he had in his hands, and her sex with other men not only took nothing from him, it actually added to his perfect life.  In the end, he kept his mouth shut, and when he went home that day, Lacy drank his cum from the tip of his cock joyfully, treating him like a king and adoring him
 
    
 
   Lacy stood up in the convenience store bathroom, kissing the red face clerk on the cheek and thanking him for his sweet ejaculation. She arranged herself carefully before stepping out of the restroom.  David would be home soon, and she could already taste the slick skin of his cock.  She wanted him desperately.
 
    
 
    
 
   SWEET PERSUASION
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   It was time to take their sex to the next level, and Jason constantly tried to get her to fantasize aloud when they were having sex to find out what really turned her on.  In the end, he just took a stab in the dark because her fantasies were so varied.  The end result was startling… and as it turned out, more than a little rewarding.
 
    
 
    
 
   “You’re teasing me you rotten fucker!” she laughed.
 
    
 
   “I’m not teasing baby,” Jason protested as he slid his swollen cock deep enough into her pussy to make her squeal.  “You just pick him out and I’ll watch him fuck you, I swear!”  Jessie whimpered, her eyes widened, and she threw her head back as she locked her heels behind the small of his back and dug her nails into his skin. Her voice changed timbre, became deeper and huskier.
 
    
 
   “You know I want it baby, I want to fuck another guy and make you watch me,” she shivered as he stroked into her.  “I want you to watch as I suck the cum out of his cock and eat it!”  She yelped as he forced the top of his curving erection to slide its length down across her swollen clit. She writhed madly beneath him.  “I’m going to stick my tongue up his ass and spread my pussy wide for him, so you can watch me while he makes me cum with his tongue...” her voice changed again.  “Would that make you hot baby? Watching me do every nasty trick I know on a total stranger as you sit in a chair and watch your little slut perform at your command?” She was frantic now, humping his cock and clutching harder at him.  “Would it get you hotter if it was a big black stud with a dick twice as big as yours?” The mental picture was too big for her to encompass with her heated mind and she exploded wildly underneath him, carrying him with her in a mind bending orgasm.
 
    
 
   She lay back on the satin sheets, a light sheen of sweat coating her slender body, her nipples still rigid with desire from the verbal recitation of her fantasy.  Her raven hair cascaded over her shoulders down to her nipples, and her oddly shaped amber eyes watched him catlike as she licked her full lips with her delicate pink tongue. His hands were still pressing her shoulders to the sheets.  “Let me up baby,” she said hotly. He let up the pressure on her and she rolled him over and rubbed her wet pussy up and down his shaft, her clit once again in direct contact with his erection.  She shivered and her eyes rolled back in their sockets as she used his stiffness to masturbate with.  “Would it make you hotter if I took that big black cock in my ass?  You know it would make me cum baby,” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Anything that makes you this horny, that’s what I want to see baby,” Jason said sincerely.  Jessie shook and her eyes rolled back in her skull as she came again. She collapsed across his chest, gasping for breath.
 
    
 
   “Nobody on earth has a sweeter husband than I do,” she said, snuggling against his warmth.  “It’s so nice to be able to fantasize anything I want and have you listen to it without you getting jealous or angry at me.  Stella says Walt gets mad as hell at her when she mentions having a threesome when they’re having sex.  She says he gets limp and then won’t come back to bed.
 
    
 
   “Maybe he just feels threatened by the thought of another man with his wife,” Jason said, “a lot of guys are like that…worried that she might prefer someone else’s cock to his.”
 
    
 
   Jessie drew back and studied her husband’s face.  “Do guys really think like that?” she asked.  “Do they really believe that women are so shallow as to marry a man because of his package?”  Jason shrugged.  
 
   “If that was true baby, most women wouldn’t be married to their husbands,” she giggled.
 
    
 
   “Oh really?” Jason teased her, rolling her onto her back and lying on her.  “Is that so?”
 
    
 
   “Really baby,” she said.  “Your cock suits me fine and I love everything about it, but do you really believe I never fucked anyone with a bigger cock than you have before we met?”
 
    
 
   “I never really thought about it before,” he said.  “But I’m not worried about it, I know there’s more between us than sex…I just think the sex is really fantastic, and anything that makes you as horny as you get when you fantasize like that would be worth any risk at all.”
 
    
 
   She kissed him, long and thoroughly, her tongue searching the deep recesses of his mouth.  “You really mean that, don’t you?” she asked him quietly.  
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you get dressed and come with me?” he asked.  “I’ll show you.”
 
    
 
   “You’re on!” she said, scrambling to her feet and heading for the shower. When she came back she had a large bath towel wrapped around her. There were clothes laid out for her on the bed. “You want me to wear that out in public?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Exactly what I have laid out and absolutely nothing else,” Jason said.
 
    
 
   Jessie dropped the towel to the floor coquettishly, posing for her husband to admire her nudity…she knew he loved to look at her.  Her long black hair cascaded all the way to her ass, soft, full, and straight.  Wide brown eyes looked out over her pert nose and high cheekbones, and her mouth was wide and her lips lush.  Jessie was small breasted, but the rosy nipples turned up and their shape was perfect.  Her flat hard belly merged smoothly with her prominent hipbones and the shaven mound of her pubis. Long slender legs were held up by dainty feet that she used to grip his flanks when she was in the thrall of sex at its most exciting…she was so flexible that she could wrap her long legs behind her neck and lick her own pussy.  It drove Jason wild to watch her make herself cum that way.
 
    
 
   She reached for the thin sundress that he had picked from her closet.  It was a halter style dress with spaghetti straps that tie behind her neck and left a great deal of the sides of her breasts exposed.  If she bent forward too much, the fabric pulled away and let anyone standing beside her see her breasts hanging free.  It was pale yellow in color, with cream and pink colored seashells printed on it.  If she was standing with bright light behind her it would be easy to see she was naked beneath it.  When she had slipped the dress on and tied the straps behind her neck there were only two items left on the bed…a white coral ankle bracelet and a pair of four inch open toed heels.  Jessie looked at him inquisitively, but Jason indicated that she was to wear nothing else.
 
    
 
   They drove to the local teen hangout, a drive in that served burgers and fries.  It also served as the place where teens and college students gathered to flirt and meet when they weren’t in class. It was very active, and the cliques and exclusive groups were blatantly segregated.  Jason’s ’58 Corvette drew admiring glances from men and women alike as they pulled into the drive in, as did Jessie.  Jason ordered soft drinks for both of them and they settled in.  Jessie had no idea what Jason had in mind, but she was aroused by the looks she was getting from the young men.  There were even some of the girls that openly lusted after her.
 
    
 
   Jason took her drink from her and put it in the tray on the back side of the glove compartment.  “I want you to walk to the ladies room,” Jason said in a low voice, “I want you to put on a show that will make the straight girls want to scratch your eyes out and the bi girls want to eat you on the hood of the car with everyone watching.”
 
    
 
   “You’re serious?” she asked him.
 
    
 
   “Deadly serious,” he said, handing her a tiny Bluetooth earpiece that wouldn’t even be noticeable behind her long hair.  “When you come out, I’ll give you instructions through this, but you have to promise that you’ll do whatever I tell you to without question.”  Jessie nodded, extremely aroused now, he prominent nipples poking at the thin fabric of her sundress.
 
    
 
   When she opened the door and slid out, exposing a tanned length of thigh nearly up to her hips, eyeballs clicked almost audibly as everyone watched her get out of the car.  Jessie moved like the queen of all cats, an aura of raw sexuality coming off her in waves.  Her perfect ass swung from side to side and a forest of erections sprouted behind her.  It was as if the crowd collectively held their breath. It took Jessie only a moment to find what he was looking for.
 
    
 
   The guy was standing near a group of very nice looking young women, and he was staring at them with a lost look of yearning.  The stare broke long enough to watch raptly as Jessie walked to the ladies room, but then returned to his lonely perusal of the sexy women.  More than one of them was preening and posing for Jason’s benefit.  Stealing a man away from such a woman as Jessie would definitely be a coup for one of the members of her clique.
 
    
 
   The young man wore cargo shorts, a tee shirt, and sandals.  He drove a vintage ’68 Cutlass that was in the process of restoration, and he was very ordinary looking, neither handsome nor ugly.  It was to this lonely young man that he directed Jessie when she came out of the ladies room.
 
    
 
   “Walk slow, so that group of girls gets a good look at you,” Jason whispered into his phone.  Using the same seductive stride she had used earlier, Jessie walked directly to the young man.  “Kiss him baby, make a real show of it!”  Jason whispered.
 
    
 
   Jessie walked up to the boy as the group of girls stared in wonder, and she put her hands on his face to pull him to her.  She kissed him the way she had kissed Jason earlier, taking her time and getting familiar with him.  “I want you to put on a show that those women will remember for the rest of their life and one that will make every guy here that he was that kid,” Jason whispered.  Before he was through talking Jessie had taken the young man’s hand and slid it under her halter top, his hand convulsively clutching at the taut breast inside.
 
    
 
   “What’s your name?”  Jason heard his wife whisper.
 
    
 
   “St…Steve,” the young man stuttered.  His erection was enormous, and that was noted by the clique of young people staring at the tableau.  Jessies’s hand snaked down between them and curled her fingers around his thick shaft, squeezing him appreciatively.
 
    
 
   “You have an awfully big dick,” Jessie said in a stage whisper so that the girls could hear her.  “Can I suck it Steve?”  She was openly stroking it now, and a damp spot was forming on the front of his shorts. Steve was perilously close to cumming in his pants and Jessie let go of it when he stammered that it was fine by him.  Jessie opened the door and climbed into the front seat of the Cutlass.  Steve followed her and shut the door.  Jason couldn’t see what was happening below the level of Jessie’s breasts, but he could tell by the look on the girls’ faces that they were both shocked and aroused.
 
    
 
   “Jesus it’s big,” he heard Jessie breathe.  A moment later she said, “Untie my dress Steve.”  Jason watched as Steve’s trembling hand reached for the tie at the back of her neck.  When he tugged at it, her top fell to her waist and Steve’s mouth sucked in her stiff nipple.  Jason could see her arm moving up and down as she jacked his giant cock in her hand, and he could hear her moan in earnest as Steve began to chew on her nipple.  When she looked up and watched her audience staring at her she gasped and thrust her bare breast towards them so they could gaze on its perfection.  Jason saw her knee draw up above the level of the dash and knew that the crowd outside the Cutlass could see Jessie’s bare pussy now.  He reached inside his pants and freed his cock.  He really needed to masturbate.
 
    
 
   He saw Jessie’s head disappear beneath the level of the dash and he could hear Steve’s gasp of pleasure as the sucking sound of her lips closing over his cock came over the phone.  The sharp collective intake of breath of the spectators told him they were watching his all but nude wife suck Steve’s cock.  “Oh god Steve, it tastes so good!” he heard Jessie say in the stage whisper designed for the spectators to hear.  “Will you cum in my mouth baby?” she whispered, “Please?”
 
    
 
   There was another gasp from the spectators as Jessie’s head bobbed down again below the dash.  There was a loud groan over the phone as Steve gasped, “I’m cumming!”  Jason could hear Jessie’s happy gurgle as she swallowed the thick salty fluid.
 
    
 
   “Come on baby, give me all of it!” he heard Jessie say, and he heard the lapping sounds of Jessie licking Steve clean. The sound of her body moving and her squeal of enthusiasm attracted attention.  “Oooooh, Steve baby, it’s still hard!”  He saw her limb into his lap, rising high against the headliner as she lined his huge cock up with her slit and then slid down the thick rod.  “Oh Jesus that’s big!” he heard Jessie say, “Yes, that’s it baby, god I can feel it in my belly!”  Jason could see her writhing on Steve’s cock, her hands on the back of the seat.  She halted for a moment an waggled her forefinger at a hot blonde who had her hand under her skit and was openly masturbating as she watched the show.  Jessie put her mouth to the girl’s ear on the side away from the phone and whispered something to her that Jason couldn’t quite make out.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure?” the girl asked Jessie in a confused tone.  Jessie nodded and the girl hurried away from the Cutlass.  Jason’s eyes were drawn back to Jessie’s naked back, and to her feet, which were now resting on the back of the seat next to her hands.
 
    
 
   “Oh hell yes baby, drive that big dick into me,” Jessie yelled. The whole car was beginning to rock and the spectators were beginning to grope each other indiscriminately.
 
    
 
   The passenger side door of the Corvette opened and closed and Jason looked over to see the wide eyed blonde hurriedly unbuttoning her blouse as she stared hard at his erection, oozing precum.  Her generous breasts swinging free and her blue eyes bright with excitement, the blonde reached for Jason’s erection and stuffed it into her soft sucking mouth.  When she had taken all of him inside her mouth that she could, she began to bob her head on his cock until his load erupted from the tip.”  The blonde carefully held his cum in her  mouth as she climbed out of the Vette, and without a word of explanation scurried across the parking lot to the Cutlass, never bothering to button her blouse.
 
    
 
   Moments later a jubilant Jessie climbed into the front seat and the blonde was happily bouncing on Steve’s still hard penis.  Jessie locked eyes with Jason and slowly spread her legs, lifting them above her head and locking them behind her neck.  Slowly, she moved her head above her pussy and spit Jason’s cum from her mouth and spread it all over her pussy with her tongue.  “Watch this,”  Jessie whispered.
 
    
 
   She licked every drop of his cum from her pussy, and when she had collected it all, her lips locked around her swollen clit, sucking hard until she came with a scream.  It took her a  while to recover.
 
   She curled up against him in the front seat.  “I’ve got the most wonderful man in the whole world,” she said.  Jason was speechless.
 
    
 
   SWEET PLEASURE
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   It was just a spur of the moment bet that he’d known was a mistake as soon as he uttered it, but the machismo code of young men wouldn’t allow him to take it back.  He’d known Crystal would be pissed, but what he hadn’t realized was that the rest of this football afternoon would have a lasting effect on his marriage and his life.
 
    
 
    
 
    “Honey, I’m telling you…we were just watching a porn movie on video before the game started and this chick was doing it…badly.  I laughed and said you could do it better than that and Jamie bet me a thousand bucks you couldn’t do it at all.  I kinda laughed at him and told him he should make it two thousand and he yanked out twenty one hundred dollar bills and slammed them on the coffee table.”  
 
    
 
   He was excited and she was upset.  She was upset that he didn’t mind embarrassing her in front of his friend, and he couldn’t explain the sudden raging excitement about Jamie watching Crystal lick her own pussy…not to mention the fact that the rent, the electric, and the phone bill were all due tomorrow and they were flat broke.
 
    
 
   Crystal was torn by the decision she faced.  She wasn’t too worried about the rent.  She had learned long ago that old Mr. Henderson the landlord would cover the rent, all it took was a blowjob for the old darling and he would pat her on the head and tell her he would see her the next month.  She had no idea what he told his wife, but she never told Tommy anything about it. It wasn’t like she was out fucking around on him or anything, and it kept the rent caught up.  Crystal didn’t mind, the old man was always clean and he was so grateful. Still, she was embarrassed. Jamie was young and he was, well…hot.  The guy was always trying to look up her shorts and down her shirts, and she kind of encouraged it.  
 
    
 
   Whenever she knew he was coming over she tried to make sure she was wearing one of Tommy’s old football jerseys with the sleeves torn out.  The gaping armholes flashed most of her tits when she moved.  The thin athletic shorts she wore really didn’t cover much when she didn’t wear panties under them, and she never wore panties when Jamie was coming over.  Actually, the thought of Jamie watching her eat her own pussy was getting her a little wet, but she didn’t let Tommy know it. Crystal pretended to be pissed and stormed off to her bedroom, but she knew she’d be back soon.
 
    
 
   Crystal Hall was a rail thin girl with tiny breasts and long thick blond hair.  All through elementary school and high school she had been involved in gymnastics.  She had even been approached by a professional group of acrobats who had wanted her to come to Las Vegas to work with them in their shows, and as a contortionist.  She had turned them down because she was in love with Tommy Hall and wanted to get married as soon as high school was over.  Tommy’s dad owned a hardware store and Tommy had no desire to go to college, he was content to work for his dad.  Crystal worked at the dry cleaners next door and they somehow managed to get by…except when things went wrong and they were broke when the bills were due.  For some reason they always had money coming, but not before the bills were due.  It was impossible to get ahead, and two thousand bucks would cover their pressing needs and give them enough of a cushion that they shouldn’t run short again…at least until the next emergency.
 
    
 
   Crystal thought about what she was about to do and she was afraid she was going to have to masturbate before she went out in the living room.  Before she could do it, Tommy was at the door begging her to reconsider. She argued a little for appearances sake, and then allowed herself to be persuaded. As she padded barefoot up the hallway, she began to shiver with excitement.  No one had ever seen her naked before except Tommy and Mr. Henderson.  The look the old man got in his eyes when she stripped for him and knelt on the floor kind of made her hot too.
 
    
 
   Jamie was lying on the couch, his shoes off, and he was wearing athletic shorts just like hers, in their school colors.  His football jersey had the sleeves torn out too, and it was cut off to expose the six pack abs that stood out in stark relief on his flat belly.  He was over six feet and under two hundred pounds, and muscular as hell. A forelock of his wavy black hair hung down over his blue eyes, and he had this movie poster smile just full of big white teeth.  He was beaming at her as she walked into the room and the money was still on the coffee table.  His dad was a local Insurance Agent and he had always had money falling out his ass, even when they were kids.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t mean anything by it Crystal,” he said with a mischievous grin, “I was just trying to rile Tommy up.”  He reached for the cash and Crystal bent over and put a hand on it. She knew damned well that Jamie could see all the way down past her navel.  “Oh no you don’t Jamie Kincaid,” she said, “a bet is a bet and we’re going to do this thing!”  Jamie and Tommy both were staring at her in surprise. She walked over and turned the TV off and switched on the stereo, putting on something sexy with a heavy, grinding beat.
 
    
 
   She raised her arms, running her fingers through her thick blonde hair and began to move.  A pirouette, followed by a move that flung her hair into the air to fall in cascades across her thin shoulders, and then a move that had both young men glued to their seats.  Crossing her arms, she slowly tugged the jersey up until her nipples were barely concealed.  Her midsection tightened and her own flat belly writhed like a snake in front of their eager eyes. She lifted just a bit more and her tiny breasts sprang free, the little nipples taut and upstanding.  Standing in front of Tommy, sitting on the love seat, she rubbed the front of her athletic shorts across his nose, hitching her hips up just a little so that his nose bumped her clit. She ground it against him for a moment before moving in front of Jamie.
 
    
 
   Jamie had developed a crush on Crystal way back in junior high when he had inadvertently caught a glimpse of her with her shirt off at the lake when she was changing.  Crystal had laughed and turned away from him and had quickly forgotten about it.  Poor Jamie had never recovered, but he had never tried to horn in on his best friend’s girl.  Right now he was trying to keep from cumming in his pants.
 
    
 
   Crystal stood in front of Jamie, her thumbs hooked in the elastic band of the shorts and pulling the waist wide.  Jamie could see her shaven mound below her hard belly, and Crystal was getting a perverted kick dancing in front of her husband’s best friend, knowing he could see her pussy but Tommy could not. Neither Crystal nor Jamie saw Tommy reach inside his own athletic shorts and begin to stroke his cock.  He couldn’t ever remember being so horny.
 
    
 
   She began to wriggle her hips in a wide circular motion like she had seen the black girls do on the music videos, booty dancing.  The shorts were inched down to her ankles and she kicked them free.  
 
   Her dancing in front of Tommy was done, after all, Jamie was paying all that money.  Caught up in the heavy grinding beat of the music, Crystal swung her hair and her hips and limboed down to the floor in front of Jamie, her knees spread wide and her pink pussy spread open before him.  She did notice that his cock had begun to press hard against the elastic waistband of his shorts…he was huge!
 
    
 
   Her knees hit the floor and her feet splayed out to either side as she lay back flat on her back. Very slowly, she raised her feet over her head and locked them under her arms and behind her head.  Tommy had his cock out and he was openly jacking off as he watched Jamie stare in fascination at Crystal’s spread pussy.  His breath was coming in ragged gasps.  Crystal shook her hair loose, and then locked eyes with Jamie as she bent forward to lick her slit with her delicate pink tongue.  The first wet contact nearly sent her over the edge, but she held on…and then she electrified Jamie by sticking her tongue inside her pussy and slurping loudly.
 
    
 
   Jamie’s cock popped out of his shorts and waved wildly in front of him.  Crystal lifted her head from her pussy and opened her mouth wide, as if begging him to stick it in her mouth. A large glob of precum stood out on the head of his helmet shaped glans.
 
    
 
   The muscles inside her thighs corded and her belly rippled and heaved.  Jamie completely lost control and lowered his head to Crystal’s beckoning pussy.  Crystal screamed once as she came in a devastating orgasm, her heels drumming against the back of her head.  “Fuck her Jamie!” Tommy yelled as he came all over the love seat, “you know she wants it.”
 
    
 
   Jamie tried to untangle her, but Crystal resisted him,  She opened her mouth wide again and whispered “First, first…give it to me Jamie!”  Jamie leaned over and touched his glans to her lush lips and his balls rested on the wet heat of her pussy.  She could only take about half his length into her mouth in her contorted position, but it was still too much for him.  He erupted into her sucking mouth and she gulped it down without blinking.
 
    
 
   When she was finished licking him clean he was still rigid, and she moved her legs from behind her head but left them high in the air.  “Fuck me Jamie,” she begged him, her eyes on his enormous cock and Tommy totally forgotten.  He entered her slowly, stretching her tight pussy. Tommy crawled over and held her head as he watched the giant cock distend her tiny flat belly…he could actually make out the lump of Jamie’s glans as it stretched her pussy to the limit.  Crystal’s mouth was wide open in a soundless scream of pure pleasure as Tommy bent to suck at her turgid nipples.  She could only see swirling lights and bright colors as she spiraled into unconsciousness.  As she went limp Jamie spewed into her again, his swelling cock stretching the entrance to her pussy with each pulse.  Tommy could have sworn he saw the skin of her belly leap with each spurt.  He came again as well, spilling his seed all over her golden hair.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Tommy, I don’t know what came over me,’ Jamie exclaimed, starting to rise up off Crystal.  Even unconscious, Crystal’s legs locked behind him and held him inside her.
 
    
 
   “Don’t sweat it man,” Tommy said with a crooked grin, “it doesn’t look like she’s through with you yet anyway.  “You’ve got her all stretched out and hot and bothered, I think I’m going to try something she’s always refused to do with me.”
 
    
 
   “Roll over on your back,” Tommy whispered, “But leave your dick in her!”  Jamie, happy not to find his friend pounding the shit out of him on the floor, did as he was asked.  Crystal moaned in pleasure as his cock moved back and forth from the effort, and began to wriggle against him with small movements of her slim hips.  Tommy spit in his hand and rubbed it on the tip of his cock, still covered with the cum that hadn’t spilled into her golden mane.  Carefully, he moved up between the spread legs of the couple beneath him and centered his cock on the puckered ring of Crystal’s ass.
 
    
 
   She was more relaxed than she had ever been, swimming in a dreamy world of giant cocks and hot cum.  Her eyes opened wide as Tommy’s cock popped through the tight ring of her ass, and she opened her mouth wide to yell for him to stop. Before she could utter a sound, she felt a rush of heat and she was pushing back against the delicious pleasure/pain of the intrusion.
 
    
 
   Tommy, awaiting the usual torrent of cursing that occurred when he tried to enter her nether region was surprised to hear her grunt of pleasure.  “Oh hell yeah Tommy, fuck me baby, fuck my little ass!” She was pushing against him, forcing more of his thick cock deeper into her virgin ass. “Oh my god, Jesus fuck Tommy…harder baby, fuck me harder!”  When Jamie, no longer able to remain still, began to thrust into her pussy Crystal began to quake.  The thin membrane between her ass and her pussy were pressed tightly together, and the sensation of two pairs of balls slapping up against her were just too much for the diminutive woman and she began to climb the spiral into the lights again.  Just before she reached the peak, she felt Tommy’s cum like molten lava in her ass, followed by Jamie’s big cock erupting against the walls of her pussy.  Delirious, she began to sob against Jamie’s massive chest, her hips flailing wildly as she exploded into ecstasy.
 
    
 
   Crystal awoke later. It was dark outside and she was naked between her husband and his best friend. They were snoring softly, and they both had their hands on her naked body. Several startling realizations hit her at once. The first was the realization that she was not in the least ashamed by the lewdness of her actions.  On the contrary, she was filled with a delicious feeling of wickedness that she could no longer live without. The second was that there was no way she could go back to the way things were before this little adventure. Tommy would have to share her or she would have to go.  
 
    
 
   There was no way she was going to miss being filled by two cocks at once, and her mind was already curious to know how it would feel to have a cock filling her throat with cum while two more were cumming in her ass and pussy simultaneously. The third realization was that if she didn’t bank the excess of the two thousand dollars over the bills, she could afford a round trip ticket to Las Vegas.  She was filled with curiosity now about what it would feel like to be in bed with five other contortionists at once.
 
    
 
   In the heat of this last thought, she bent down to take Jamie’s limp cock into her mouth, savoring the taste of him and enjoying the chance to experience it gently and slowly.  “Hey, how come he’s getting all the attention?” Tommy whispered.
 
    
 
   “Shut up Tommy,” she whispered softly, “and stick that thing back in my ass!”
 
    
 
    
 
   FOR HIS PLEASURE
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Elena loved to masturbate when she was babysitting and her clients were out of the house.  She had no idea that this job would take her on one of life’s great journeys, and she had even less of an idea that within her thin body lay the heart of an exhibitionist.
 
    
 
    
 
   Elena loved babysitting for the Johnsons.  They had a really nice house and they were really sweet people…and they were the hottest looking couple on the block.  Mr. Johnson was a movie star type, tall and lean, with dazzlingly white teeth and a sexy forelock of wavy black hair that kept falling down over his piercing blue eyes.  Mrs. Johnson was a slender blonde with a thin flat belly even after two kids.  Her boobs were way bigger than Elena’s, something Elena was very sensitive about.  Even her thirteen year old kid sister had bigger boobs than she did.
 
    
 
   The Johnsons always left her pizza, which she gave to the kids while she ate Mrs. Johnson’s salad. When the kids went to bed, Elena indulged in her very favorite activity…masturbating.  She rarely had the opportunity to do it at home, her little sister was a real inquisitive pest with a really big mouth.  Elena had to jill off in the shower or at least in the bathroom, and little sister Sara was sure to raise hell if Elena spent a moment too long in the bathroom they shared.
 
    
 
   Elena had just put the kids to bed and had gone downstairs to rummage through the back of the DVD rack to see if Mr. Johnson had added to his collection of porn.  Her curiosity was piqued when she found some DVDs with plain labels that had only a date written in magic marker on them. Each DVD had a different date going back over the last year.
 
    
 
   The start of the first DVD came as an absolute shock.  Mrs. Johnson was completely naked and kneeling on the floor with one hand between her legs, masturbating.  Elena had never seen anyone she actually knew masturbating, much less on a DVD.  Even more exciting, Mrs. Johnson was sucking the largest penis she had ever seen, even on the DVDs she loved.  Mrs. Johnson had a look of pure ecstasy on her face as she took the thick, ropy veined penis deeper into her mouth. The sound came on, and the liquid, sucking sounds were loud and clear.  Mrs. Johnson was moaning. And then she was talking in soft teasing tone, the giant cock quivering just inches in front of her thick, ripe lips.
 
    
 
   “It’s ok baby,” she crooned, “you can cum again, I know you can….just do what you always do.  
 
   Imagine that it’s your precious little Elena sucking your cock.” The huge cock jerked upwards in the picture.  Elena? Hell, that was her name!  “Come on Stan, just pretend I’m little Elena and you can cum in my sweet little mouth,” Mrs. Johnson said.  Stan? That was Mr. Johnson’s name.  Elena’s eyes were locked on the DVD monitor, her fingers frantically rubbing the hard nubbin of her clit.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Johnson parted her lips and huge amounts of cum sprayed all over her open mouth and over her face.  She looked angelic as she wiped the excess from her face and licked it off her fingers.  “I’m either going to have to buy a wig and a costume or you’re going to have to seduce your little sweetie Stan,” she said, and Elena heard Mr. Johnson’s deep chuckle from off camera.  “I’m serious baby,” Mrs. Johnson said, getting to her feet. The camera followed her as she walked across the living room…the living room she had just left!  She was beautiful, Elena thought as her fingers slid on her now wet and slippery clit.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Johnson lay down on the carpet and crooked her finger…at somebody else.  There was another man in the room, one Elena didn’t recognize, but he was nearly as hot looking as Mr. Johnson.  The man sat on the carpet next to Mrs. Johnson and bent to kiss her hard nipples.  She moaned and reached for his cock, stroking it as he sucked her nipples.
 
    
 
   Elena sat up quickly, snapped the power off on the DVD player and ran back to the living room. The man had been fucking Mrs. Johnson, right here on the floor in front of Mr. Johnson and he hadn’t said a word in objection…but the revelation that had floored her wasn’t Anne Johnson’s lewd behavior.  Sexy Dan Johnson, the object of most of her masturbatory fantasies, wanted her…and Anne Johnson was encouraging him to seduce her. 
 
    
 
   The stark nudity and the obvious open relationship the Johnsons had was enough of a shock.  The added revelations taxed Elena’s self control.  She tried reading for a while, but she was distracted and unable to concentrate on the story.  Turning on the TV, she tried to immerse herself in some mindless sitcom.  Nothing worked.  No matter how far Elena tried to distance herself from the overwhelming impact of seeing the DVD, her mind continued to conjure up the image of Dan Johnson kneeling between her willingly spread legs, his huge cock rampant and ready to penetrate her.  Every few minutes she had to bite her lip to hold back the moans of desire…and for some perverted reason, she was denying herself the release of masturbation.  The feelings, the sexual feelings in particular, were overpowering.  Elena was more than a little frightened by the intensity of the feelings.
 
    
 
   Elena had been babysitting at least twice a week for the Johnsons for the last year. She had gotten into a routine, and had been so used to masturbating in pleasurable solitude that she had begun to dress for convenience.  Usually she wore a skirt with no panties and a thin top with no bra…not that her breasts were large enough to need a bra.  She had discovered the DVDs while searching for a movie for the kids early on. Today was the first time she had seen one of the homemade variety, and she was still quivering on the ragged edge of orgasm.
 
    
 
   The Johnsons arrived home as usual, and Anne Johnson noticed the flush of Elena’s skin and the puffiness of her lips.  She stared at Elena’s flared nostrils and the brightness of her eyes and intuitively knew that Elena was primed and ready.
 
    
 
   “Come here a minute honey,” Anne said, reaching out to take Elena’s hand.  Elena’s knees buckled at the gentle touch and she gasped with the sudden onset of her orgasm.  Anne helped her into the kitchen and got her a cold glass of water.  She leaned against the counter, her smile pleasant but hungry.
 
    
 
   Elena had a guilty look about her, and Anne had an idea what had happened.  “Did you watch a movie with the girls tonight?” she asked casually.  The stricken look on Elena’s face told her what she needed to know.  Anne’s pretty head tilted back on her elegant neck.  “How long ago did you find Dan’s stash?”
 
    
 
   Elena didn’t look happy.  “About a month ago,” she said timidly.
 
    
 
   Anne remembered the private CDs with a little shock.  “But tonight there was something different in there?”  Elena nodded yes.  Anne finally understood the true shock that was in Elena’s eyes and demeanor.  “Poor baby,” she said, caressing Elena’s golden hair, “What did you see?”
 
    
 
   “I…I saw you on the floor in the living room…and another man I didn’t recognize…”  Elena’s voice broke.
 
    
 
   “You saw me fucking Dan’s buddy from work?” Anne asked.  Elena blushed, but she felt the heat building in her belly again.  Anne was amused.  “Dan’s a horny bastard, and sometimes he gets off watching me fuck other men…and of course I love him watching me fuck, it’s unbelievably exciting, being watched.”  She watched the young woman’s nipples rise as she spoke of being watched and suspected she had found a kindred spirit.  “If you saw that, you must have seen me sucking Dan’s cock just before that.”
 
    
 
   Elena was shocked again as she realized that the huge cock she had seen had belonged to Mr. Johnson.  It was then that she remembered Mrs. Johson’s comment about her…as well as what had happened directly after Mrs. Johnson’s teasing remark.  “Mrs. Johnson, you were talking about me,” she whispered, her eyes wide and her nipples rising to greater prominence.
 
    
 
   “Oh honey,” Mr. Johnson said, “now that you’ve seen me naked and having sex with two different men, I think it would be ok if you just called me Anne.”  Elena nodded, speechless.  “And yes, we were talking about you.  Dan’s had the hots for you ever since he first saw you.  Any time I need him to be a little more enthusiastic in his sex play all I have to do is talk to him about you.  We rarely have sex anymore without you being involved in our little games.”  It was a little too much to take in and Elena sank to the floor, her ankles crossed.  She noticed Anne looking at her crotch and realized that her slide to the floor had exposed glistening pink pussy to the older woman. She tried to close her legs but Anne put a hand on her thigh and stopped her.  “You have a gorgeous body sweetheart, and you shouldn’t try to hide it.”  Anne cocked her head and gazed at the young woman.  “Does being so exposed in my kitchen really disturb you so much?”  Elena nodded.  Anne crossed her arms and lifted the little black party dress she was wearing over her head, leaving her wearing nothing but a wispy black g-string and a pair of patent leather four inch heels.  “There,” Anne beamed, “is that better.”
 
    
 
   Elena laughed aloud, a pleasant, tinkling laugh that broke the tension between them.  What happened next surprised her, but she couldn’t quit laughing.  Anne reached over and lifted Elena’s thin shirt, pulling it over her head and wearing nothing but the short skirt.  She stared openmouthed at the older woman for just a second before joining her in laughter again.  She stood and shucked her skirt down and the two of them stood laughing like loons in the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “What’s all the laughing about…” Dan entered the kitchen and froze in place.  The dumbfounded look on his face sent the two females sailing off into gales of laughter, though Elena covered her breasts with her hands.  Dan walked closer, staring almost reverently at Elena’s nude form.  “Holy shit!” he breathed.  His big  hands reached out to cup her pretty face, and Elena felt her body respond to him.  
 
   She glanced at the front of his pants and saw the massive lump pressing them into a tent at his groin, and the vision of Anne taking his cum into her mouth raced through her mind.  Hesitantly, she lowered one hand towards the swollen organ behind his fly, stopping instantly when she realized his wife was standing there watching them.
 
    
 
   “Touch it,” Anne whispered, “you know he wants you.”
 
    
 
   “But you’re his wife,” Elena said in a low voice.
 
    
 
   “I want to watch,” Anne’s voice was husky now and colored with a layer of lust.  “I want to see you make his fantasies come true.”  Anne reached over and unbuttoned Dan’s shirt, peeling it off and tossing it to the floor.  Her hands went to his belt, unbuckling it and unbuttoning his trousers, letting them drop to the floor before hooking her thumbs in his boxer shorts and shucking them down to his ankles.  She proudly grasped his thick hard cock and stroked it a couple of times.  “Here,” she said, pointing the huge erection towards Elena, “take it.”
 
    
 
   Elena was too wound up to do anything except what she was told, and her dainty hand timidly reached forward to touch the helmet shaped head.  Her sharp intake of breath was audible in the large kitchen, as was Dan’s moan of pleasure at her touch.  “Did you like the movie?” Anne asked.  Elena was unable to answer, she could only nod her head as her other hand curled around the thick shaft.  She felt Anne’s hand on her head, pushing her to her knees.  “Then suck him Elena, please, I want to watch you make him cum.”
 
    
 
   It was Elena’s turn to moan as she parted her full lips and moved closer to the quivering penis in her hands.  It was exciting as hell to hold a real penis in her hands and she was breathing rapidly. Her tiny breasts heaving as her lips closed on the velvety soft tip.  She never got a chance to see how much of the big penis would fit in her mouth.  Dan was so excited by the touch of her mouth that he began to unload his cum into her mouth as soon as her wet warmth enclosed his glans.  Elena gulped, uncertain of what she should be doing, and Anne gave a little cry of excitement as Elena swallowed.  Dan had gone rigid and a low cry of extreme pleasure came from his throat as he emptied himself into the inexperienced fantasy kneeling before him.  Her very innocence added to her obvious appeal.  Anne watched in lustful fascination as the cum began to overflow onto Elena’s chin and her small breasts.  
 
   “Oh my god,” Anne croaked, two fingers inside her soaking pussy.
 
    
 
   Elena was thrilled, the taste of cum in her mouth salty but bland, but real.  This wasn’t some movie or a cold dry fantasy, this was hot and hard, and salty was good!  Her breath was still coming fast as she looked up at the face of the man who was still hard in her hands.
 
    
 
   “Fuck her!” Anne said in a cracked voice, “I want to see your hard cock in that tiny pink pussy baby!  
 
   Lay her down and spread her legs and fuck her til she cums!” Elena lay back as if in a dream. She had never had sex, not for real.  Unable to wait for the real thing, she had destroyed her hymen with repeated use of her vibrators and the dildo she had bought, but never had the hot flesh of a man been inside her and she wanted this one terribly.  She had dreamed of this day, but she had never dreamed her lover would be Dan Johnson, or even vaguely considered that her experience would be so enhanced by being watched by wife of the first man to fuck her.  It was deliciously wicked and she was begging now for Dan to penetrate her virgin pussy.  “Please,” she begged, “Please Mr. Johnson, put it in me!”
 
    
 
   Dan brushed the tip of his cock against the soft lips of her pussy, and they sucked at his glans as she pushed against him, trying to take him inside of her.  Elena’s little hips lifted towards him, her cries of pleasure filling his senses as he slowly slid into her tight, wet pussy.  When he was fully inside her, Elena felt as if the sun were exploding inside her.  Dan was mortified that he had cum like a schoolboy not once, but twice in just a few minutes.
 
    
 
   “It’s ok Mr. Johnson,” Elena said contentedly as she lay beneath him, her thin arms and legs wrapped tightly around him.  
 
    
 
   Anne, transfixed by the intimate display, stroked her husband’s bare ass and Elena felt his cock jump inside her.  She giggled and Anne smiled.  “This is only the beginning my darling,” Anne said.  She bent to kiss Elena who returned it without embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Johnson,” she said in a small voice, “Can we do it again?” 
 
    
 
    
 
   FOR HER PLEASURE
 
    
 
   
  
 

SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   The teachers of her childhood had taught her that sex was for procreation, that masturbation was evil, and that sex between two women was forbidden.  Her husband had helped her with most of her hang-ups, but it took the young babysitter to open her eyes to the secrets that only women know…
 
    
 
    
 
   “Thanks Mrs. Sanders,” Cindy Martin said with a coy smile.  She took the money from Tina Sanders’ hand, allowing her slender graceful fingers to maintain contact with the skin of her hand much longer than necessary.  Tina looked at the tall, well set up babysitter with an appraising eye.  Cindy was tall and slender, with small firm breasts and an elegantly sculpted neck and shoulders. Extremely long sexy legs peeked out from beneath a pleated skirt.  The skirt was very short and the white blouse she wore under her blue blazer had at least four more buttons open than was absolutely necessary.  It was obvious that the girl wore no bra.  Tina would have been extremely jealous if Cindy had showed the faintest interest in James, her husband, but the girl seemed fascinated with Tina herself.  When James was involved in the conversation, Cindy was a perfect angel…but when she was alone with Tina, Cindy changed. The innocent schoolgirl disappeared and a lascivious temptress emerged. 
 
    
 
   When they were alone, Cindy would bend forward familiarly, giving Tina a glimpse down the front of her blouse.  Her hands lingered over Tina’s and every movement of her body was suggestive and sexy as hell. Tina was more than a little aroused by the attention, though she had never been responsive to women in her life.  Her reaction to the teenaged sexpot was surprising.  Lately, every time Cindy had babysat for them, Tina had taken James to bed with surprising passion…and she found herself doing things with James she had never done before.
 
    
 
   Tina was a product of a Catholic all girls boarding school.  The nuns had preached chastity of mind and body rigidly and regularly.  Tina had heard the rustlings and the sighs late at night in the dormitories, and several times over the years a gaggle of nuns had sneaked into the dormitories and dragged off girls caught in forbidden acts of masturbation or worse, lesbianism.  The girls were sent home in shame or back to the dormitories under enforced isolation and treated as if they were lepers.  The nuns reviled them publicly and the main body of students forced such thoughts from their minds, fearing their own humiliation.  It was something the girls learned by repetition, pretending their adolescent desires did not exist.
 
    
 
   It had carried over into her adulthood, except it was easier to deny now…until Cindy had started her seduction campaign.  Tina knew it was affecting her, why else did she now beg James to put his face between her legs and lick her most private places with his soft broad tongue?  The thought  of its wet heat made her shudder with wicked desire, and as she watched the seductive sway of Cindy’ ships as the girl walked down the driveway.  As Cindy reached the sidewalk, she turned and saw Tina watching her from the kitchen door on the side of the house.  Cindy looked in each direction and then turned to face the house, her legs spread in a wide stance like a cheerleader.  With a pixie grin, Cindy slowly raised her skirt, exposing her shaved mound to Tina’s eyes.  Dropping the skirt after a long moment, Cindy swung off up the street, a smug smile on her face.
 
    
 
   Tina rushed to the living room, kissing her husband urgently and rubbing his cock through his trousers.  
 
   “Take me to bed baby,” she panted, “I need some attention…”  Her hand snaked inside his fly and grasped his hard cock, curling her fingers around his thick shaft.  James bent down and lifted her up in his arms, carrying her to their big king sized bed.  He laid her gently on the bed and began to undress.  Tina lay spread eagle, fully clothed, and watched James take his clothes off. She felt her juices rise over and above the lust inspired by Cindy and she licked her lips unconsciously as his rigid cock sprang into view.
 
    
 
   Tina knew what she wanted and she knew how to get it now without directly asking for it, and hopefully disguising her new need for something she had until recently believed was a distinct lesbian act.  She had never truly believed that James enjoyed licking her pussy, but she knew that if she lay on her back and took his big cock in her mouth with her legs spread, he would reciprocate enthusiastically. 
 
   He was more than enthusiastic about a sixty nine to completion, which was something she would never have consented to before Cindy’s arrival in their lives.  The first time James had spurted wildly into her mouth she was so deeply involved in her own spectacular orgasm that she had simply gulped reflexively.  To her surprise, it  had given her a feeling of power and satisfaction…and a deep pervading sense of pleasure. She had since become addicted to the act.  Even if they didn’t finish that way, when Tina initiated sex, they always started this way.  Tonight Tina was determine to take James all the way to the creamy finish.
 
    
 
   She tugged him over her face with his face pointed towards her upturned toes, and immediately took as much of his long thick cock into her mouth as she could. James eagerly lifted her skirt and slipped off her panties…and then he did something he hadn’t done before.  He began to lick the skin of the flat belly she had worked so hard to regain after the birth of their second child.  Tina shivered and wriggled at the delicate touch of his tongue, increasing her efforts to swallow his cock.
 
    
 
   “She wants you baby, doesn’t she?”  Without taking her mouth off his cock, she nodded yes.  It was foolish to have thought he wouldn’t notice. 
 
    
 
   “She wants to do what I’m doing right now baby, she wants her tongue tracing its way to your sweetness instead of mine.  Tina moaned and her legs sprawled wider, her shaved slit straining towards his hot slippery tongue.
 
    
 
   “Oh Jesus,” she moaned around his cock, “Yes baby.”
 
    
 
   “You want her too, don’t you baby?” James said, bending forward and licking the hard nubbin of her clit. She yelped with pleasure as she thought of Cindy’s delicate pink tongue in her most secret of places.  Her legs closed around James’ head as she began to ride his tongue.  The cock in her mouth got no more attention, only what it was getting from James fucking it in and out of her throat.  Her throat muscles were all relaxed now and she was too involved to worry about gagging, and he was fucking all the way down to the base of his cock now as she concentrated on the image of Cindy down there licking her clit.  She was so woud up that the soles of her feet were pressing his head into her pussy as she came, howling around the pumping cock in her throat. The scalding heat of his cum against her throat sent her over the precipice and into the dark warmth of sweet oblivion.
 
    
 
   He had raised up and stripped off her clothes completely as she lay inert in the aftermath of her orgasm.  When she came to her senses, James was holding her close and kissing the skin of her neck and her ears as she clung to him.  It was thrilling enough to feel his lips on her skin and his arms warm around her, but it was his words that electrified her.
 
    
 
   “I don’t mind if you want her baby, if you want to get naked with that little cutie go right ahead…I’d love to fuck her myself but I don’t think she likes men.”  Tina’s blood ran cold for a second, but she couldn’t fault him for being honest with her.  He was even conceding that she could have sex outside their relationship when he could not.
 
    
 
   “You’d…you’d let me have sex with Cindy and wouldn’t expect to get sex from somewhere else too?”
 
    
 
   “All I want Tina, is for you to feel the ecstasy that I see in your face when she flirts with you.  Nothing on earth gives me more pleasure than seeing you truly hot and bothered baby,” he said.  “I’d give anything to watch you, but I know how private you are.  All I ask in return is that I get to wake up next to you every day for the rest of my life.”
 
    
 
   It was said quietly, and with such love that Tina was filled with warmth and passion for this wonderful man she had married.  She slid down his body, doing the things she knew he loved. At the very end, she closed her lips around his throbbing cock, and squeezing his balls as he emptied every drop of sperm from them.
 
    
 
   James took the girls and went to visit his mother on the next Friday night, leaving early to make the three hour drive before dark.  Tina, dressed only in her terry cloth robe with nothing beneath, sat on the sofa waiting for the doorbell to ring.
 
    
 
   The doorbell rang and Tina jumped nervously at the jarring sound even though she had been anxiously awaiting it.  Cindy was waiting expectantly at the door, dressed in her  school uniform, as usual.  Her eyes lit up when she saw how Tina was dressed.  “Mr. Sanders’ car is gone,” she said in a soft voice.
 
    
 
   “I sent him to his mother’s house with the girls,” Tina whispered.  Cindy stepped inside and carefully closed the door behind her, clasping her hands behind her back and leaning against the door.
 
    
 
   “Mrs. Sanders…” Cindy began.
 
    
 
   “Tina, please call me Tina…”
 
    
 
   “Tina,” Cindy whispered.  She pulled her arms from behind her and wrapped them around Tina tightly, pulling the excited and frightened married woman close. “Tina…”  Cindy’s smooth sweet lips pressed against her own and Tina felt a wild streak of lust flash through her as Cindy’s taut breasts pressed against hers.
 
    
 
   Cindy pulled away and she slipped the blue blazer from her shoulders and they were staggering across the living room to the sofa.  Their kisses became deeper and more exploratory.  Tina found herself searching the deepest recesses of Cindy’s fresh tasting mouth, her hands itching to touch and explore as well.  Cindy started it, slipping her dainty hands inside the soft terry cloth robe, the tips of her fingers tracing the soft contours of Tina’s breasts.  Tina’s groan of desire escaped her lips as Cindy’s thumb and forefinger closed around her nipple.    “That’s what I like,” Cindy whispered.
 
    
 
   Timidly, Tina unbuttoned the remaining buttons on Cindy’s white blouse and tugged it open.  Cindy’s breasts were taut and well formed, and Tina could see absolutely no tan lines.  For some reason the idea of the bold young beauty tanning naked in the sun thrilled her.  Tina found one of Cindy’s tender nipples and squeezed it between her own thumb and forefinger.  “Yessss!” Cindy cried. Tina desperately wanted more.
 
    
 
   Cindy was kissing her neck and softly sucking her earlobes, sending electric waves of pleasure coursing through Tina’s body. In the course of their explorations, somehow their clothes floated to the floor, and Tina was raptly exploring a nude female body other than her own for the first time.  It was so easy, so natural to find the spots that would elicit desire and pleasure because they were the same on Cindy that they were on her own body.  It was also easy to find new places because she could reach spots on Cindy that she couldn’t reach on her own.  She softly licked the sensitive skin behind Cindy’s knees and the small of her back.
 
    
 
   Tina found herself licking the skin at the crack of Cindy’s ass, and in a bold move that surprised her, she pulled the cheeks of Cindy’s ass apart and tongued the puckered ring of the girl’s ass.  Cindy’s reaction to that was one of wide eyed surprise and a squeal of pleasure.  Tina immediately pointed her tongue and penetrated the tight ring…causing Cindy to go rigid, her fingers shredding the sheets as she came repeatedly from the anal caress.  Eager to share the pleasure, Cindy wrapped herself around Tina and plunged her tongue into Tina’s ass.  They remained in a tight sixty nine position, Tina sending the tip of her tongue into Cindy’s secret pleasure spots and Cindy doing the same to her. They were exhausted when they finally separated.  Instead of rolling over and going to sleep as James usually did, Cindy crawled up close, pulling Tina’s head to her breast.  Tina had no idea how long they kissed and cuddled, but when they finally slept, Tina’s thigh was between Cindy’s.  A playing card wouldn’t have fit between them.
 
    
 
   Tina awakened after an hour or so.  Cindy’s face was beautiful in the dim glow of the living room lamps. Tina was in awe of what she had learned about herself.  Looking down at the sleeping nude form intertwined with her own body, she felt desire rise in her again.  Carefully, Tina rolled the sleeping woman over onto her back.  When Cindy lay on her back, her arms flung wide and her legs were wide as if she were waiting to welcome a man between her legs.  Tina examined the structure of her own body and then the structure of Cindy’s.  Slowly she crawled between Cindy’s widespread legs and lowered her mound to rub against Cindy’s.  As she had guessed, when she pressed her mound against Cindy’s the resulting pressure brought pleasure to her clit.  It was more indirect than contact with a man’s penis, and more subtle and delicate.  It was also more intimate, and more suited to her gentler side.  Sliding her hands beneath Cindy’s shoulder blades, Tina matched her nipples to Cindy’s and began to gently undulate against her.  Without opening her eyes, Cindy’s legs spread wider and her arms came up behind Tina to pull her closer.  Their lips met softly and the two melded together, writhing in exquisite pleasure.  There was no hurriedness, no rush, it was slow and fluid and felt otherworldly to both of them
 
    
 
   After what seemed a sweet eternity to Tina, the pleasure knotted in her belly and began to blossom into a fire that was almost painful.  Their movements increased in speed and pressure, but with none of the roughness one felt when a man began to pound into them…though it was no less pleasurable, just very different.  Cindy began to quake first, the power of the first orgasm leaving her mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy. Her arms wrapped tightly around Tina’s neck, her hips began to flop as if she had lost control of them and her moans became continuous.  Tina’s orgasm was drawn out and infinitely sweet, without the sharp crescendo that she felt with James.  It was indefinably different, but in its own way, the most satisfying orgasm she’d ever had.
 
    
 
   Tina gazed into Cindy’s eyes when it was over, and she leisurely swept the hair away from Cindy’s face.  “Do you like men too?” she quietly asked the radiant beauty.  Cindy flushed and shook her head no.  “Then we’ll have to keep this between ourselves, won’t we?”  Cindy smiled and kissed her new lover with a satisfied smile.
 
    
 
    
 
   Daddy Doesn’t Know I’m A Virgin 
 
    
 
   “A Rough and Reluctant Virgin Sex Encounter Between Stepdad and Daughter”
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   A rough and reluctant virgin sex encounter between stepdad and daughter.
 
    
 
    
 
   I felt a little shiver of nervous anticipation as Ethan pulled up by the side of the road just a short distance from my house. He switched the engine off and then turned to face me. 
 
    
 
   It had been an OK first date. Nothing majorly fancy or particularly out of the ordinary, but we had got on well and I was attracted to him, so that was all that mattered to me. That wasn’t surprising though; Ethan was totally hot! He was tall and athletic, with big brown eyes and a mischievous smile that could melt me in seconds! We had first started flirting at my eighteenth birthday party a couple of weeks back, and since then the sexual tension between us had just grown and grown. Whenever I bumped into him at school I could feel my face visibly turning red as I spoke to him, so I usually had to make some lame excuse about being busy and scurry away. For some reason, he just had that affect on me.
 
    
 
   I hadn’t had a crush like this since... well, a while. The entire thing completely baffled me too, because I wasn’t normally interested in boys or dating. I was generally quite shy, and would usually rather have my nose in a book than go out chasing guys or partying with my friends. I suppose you could call me a nervous character, but for some reason I had recently started coming out of my shell more and more. I put it down to the fact that I had turned eighteen, so I had some sort of weird new perspective on life. Either way, I knew that something was beginning to change inside me.
 
    
 
   “I had a really great time tonight, Laurie” Ethan said, hitting me with one of his smiles and making my stomach do a somersault. I felt my face flushing and managed a weak smile in response to his statement. I had got through the night on facial expressions and muttered gestures so far, so why should our farewell be any different? He smiled again and chuckled under his breath.
 
    
 
   “You’re not much of a talker are you” he said, leaning close to me. I didn’t know how to answer him, so I just remained silent. I looked at him as he smiled again. His lips were slightly wet, and looked very inviting. He was close. Very close.
 
    
 
   “It’s ok” he whispered, his lips now only inches from mine “we don’t have to do any talking...”
 
    
 
   With that his lips were on mine, pressing in a gentle and yet passionate kiss. I felt my heart thumping in my chest and had to stifle a little squeal as Ethan slipped his tongue inside my mouth and began to explore its warm opening. He then cupped my right breast with his hand and began squeezing hard, rolling and kneading my flesh in his hand so that I shuddered. I had barely even kissed a boy before, and now I was letting one touch my perky tits. I felt so naughty!
 
    
 
   I was really getting into it – so much so that I didn’t notice the sound of a zipper, nor did I notice Ethan shifting his position in his seat. Then all of a sudden I felt Ethan’s hand on the back of my head, grasping at my long, auburn hair. He yanked my head back, making me squeak with shock, and causing little sparks of excitement to sip through my body. Then he slowly began to ease my head downwards, into his crotch. I gasped when I saw his huge erection, but somehow I just knew what to do. I opened my mouth and allowed him to guide me downwards onto it – feeling him twitch and throb as he entered my mouth. I had never sucked a cock before, and I was shocked at how easily I was taking to the idea. I swirled my tongue over his shaft and heard him groan slightly. He pressed down on my head even harder, so that his entire length was filling my mouth. I grasped the base of his shaft and squeezed, then began to suck – hungrily. It was like I had completely lost control of myself, but I didn’t stop to question my actions. I just felt how wet my little white panties were becoming and began sucking even more hungrily.
 
    
 
   I felt Ethan’s thighs tensing and relaxing where he sat, obviously straining under the pleasure I was giving him. It felt so naughty! I was sucking a guys cock for the very first time, right outside the house where my stepdad was, fast asleep. I felt a familiar twinge in my pussy at the thought of my stepdad, and sucked even more hungrily on Ethan’s cock, trying to shake the thought out of my mind. It was a shameful secret, and a strange fantasy – one that I couldn’t seem to shake off. But it was true. I had always had a strange crush on my stepdad! How dirty! How wrong!
 
    
 
   “Fuck yeah, babe” Ethan grunted – and I suddenly realised that I was sucking him even harder now and now lightly squeezing his balls with my free hand. I was so completely lost in the moment, spurred on by confusing feelings and naughty thoughts as my panties filled with cream. When did I become so naughty?
 
    
 
   I felt a strange, burning shame and my cheeks began to glow red once more. But it was a strange kind of shame – and one that seemed only to make me feel all the more horny. I moaned softly as I felt Ethan’s cock beginning to twitch in my mouth, and I braced myself for my first ever taste of cum!
 
   But instead I was jolted away from my sexy little scenario by a feeling of complete shock and dismay. A loud thud on the driver’s window caused us both to jump, and I screamed. I looked up to see none other than my stepdad – staring through the window with a face like thunder. I had never, ever seen him looking so angry in all my life. The mere sight of it made me let out another little scream, covering my face in complete humiliation and shame.
 
    
 
   “Out of the car NOW!!” he bellowed, racing around to the passenger side and practically wrenching the door off it’s hinges before I even had chance to grab the handle. He grabbed me by the scruff of the neck and yanked me out of the car so that I nearly fell to my knees before him. Then he proceeded to drag me up the path towards the house, squealing and stumbling yet not speaking any word of protest. I knew I’d done wrong.
 
    
 
   Ethan said nothing. He made a strangled gulping sound when my stepdad pulled me from the car and then nothing. I heard him slamming the car door and then speeding away just as my stepdad and I reached the front porch. I tottered on my red stilettos as my stepdad dragged me through the door, and then hurled me against the stairs. I fell onto them with a thud, cowering and looking up at him with eyes streaked with tears. How the hell was I going to explain this to him?
 
    
 
   “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, Laurie?” he shouted. His eyes were blazing and his face looked strained. It was weird, though, because I couldn’t quite read his emotions. He looked angry, there was no denying that – but there was something else. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.
 
    
 
   He towered over me, breathing heavily and I fixing me with a murderous stare. I went weak at the knees. How the hell could I answer his question?
 
    
 
   “I... Daddy I....” I began but it was no use. His eyes were clouded with rage and I knew that anything I said wouldn’t be enough for him. He’d made up his mind what I was – and there was no changing that. He must think that I was nothing more than a cheap little slut. The thought made tears spring to my eyes, and I quickly blinked to try and rid myself of them. 
 
    
 
   That was when I noticed Daddy’s pants. Or rather, what was in Daddy’s pants. As he stood over me, I could see a huge bulge in his crotch. At first I thought it must just be the fabric of his trousers, but the more I stared the more I saw how the fabric around there was tightening. Daddy had a huge erection, straining against the fabric so hard that it looked like it might spring free at any minute. At that moment I realized that he was for more than merely disappointed with what he had just seen me do.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Daddy” I said in a quiet voice, casting my eyes to the floor. I slid one leg slowly down the steps where I still lay against the stairs, so that my skirt crept further and further up my thigh. The nervous energy that had consumed me when I was in the car with Ethan had returned. I looked up at my Daddy with innocent eyes, peeping through my long lashes as I rubbed my ankles together nervously, feeling the fabric of my long pop socks catching against the straps of my heels. My skirt inched its way further up my leg as I did so, revealing my smooth, tight thighs. Daddy’s pants grew even tighter.
 
    
 
   Then I did something really, really stupid. I looked at Daddy’s erection, then I looked up at his stern face – and I giggled! I just couldn’t help myself! It was all so surreal, the fact that he had caught me doing something so depraved and naughty, and yet he’s been the one to get so turned on that he lost control. I couldn’t help but giggle!
 
    
 
   “Is something funny, Laurie?” my Daddy said in a low voice, trembling with suppressed anger. I immediately regretted my actions and cast my eyes to the floor. I was scared – but my pussy was positively throbbing! It was all far too intense. You could practically cut the tension between us with a knife. My breath caught in my chest and I went stiff all over, as if I was preparing myself for the inevitable.
 
    
 
   Sure enough, my Daddy lurched forwards and grabbed me by the shoulders, wrenching me up onto my feet so that I tottered on my heels once more. I squealed with fear (and a little excitement) as he dragged me into the living room and slammed me against the couch. I toppled forwards and he bent me over the back of it, so that my tight round ass cheeks were just visible under my little pleated skirt. He kept his hand on my back, pinning me over the couch while he leered down at me. I felt so foolish – bent over and shivering with anticipation as my Daddy’s eyed burned into me.
 
    
 
   “You know you’ve been bad, Laurie” he whispered “you know that I can’t let your behavior go unpunished!” 
 
    
 
   I squeaked and nodded, although he couldn’t see my head as I was draped so far over the back of the couch. Then I cried out in pain as a hard slap landed against my ass cheeks. Daddy was spanking me! He lifted up my skirt and tugged up my panties so that my pussy lips spilled out at either side of the soft lacy fabric – and began slapping my bare flesh. He grunted with exertion as he punished me, the slaps landing hard against my soft skin. I couldn’t help but gasp and moan as he slapped me, wriggling on the spot but unable to get away. He was just too strong! Too powerful! 
 
    
 
   “You deserve this, don’t you Laurie” Daddy whispered – although his voice was clearly strained. He was doing a good job of making himself appear to be composed and detached – but I could hear the underlying lust in his voice. He wanted me. He wanted my tight, teenage pussy.
 
    
 
   “Y...yes” I managed in a small voice, still yelping with pain as he spanked me. “I deserve this!”
 
    
 
   He grunted with appreciation as I affirmed what he’d said. I couldn’t believe how wet my pussy was becoming. Pretty soon he would be able to see my juices leaking down my inner thighs. He would be able to see how much I wanted this – and then I didn’t dare think what he might do. I was utterly at his disposal.
 
    
 
   “You’re a naughty little slut, Laurie” he continued, tugging my panties to the side and revealing the glistening opening of my tight, wet cunt. Then without warning he stuffed his fingers inside me and began finger-fucking me ruthlessly. The sharp pain coursed through my body and made me shudder – but it quickly turned into pleasure as his fingers became slick and wet with my juices. I let out a soft moan as his fingers slammed into me – I’d never felt anyone’s fingers up there besides my own, and I was astonished at how good it felt. Daddy certainly knew what he was doing! 
 
    
 
   “Like the way I finger fuck you, Laurie?” my Daddy asked as he slid his fingers in and out, occasionally swirling them over my hard clit. I groaned in response to his question, and he slipped another finger inside.
 
    
 
   “You like it when guys bend you over like this, Laurie?” he continued, slamming his fingers up into me even deeper “you like to be bent over and used like the naughty little slut you are? Huh?”
 
    
 
   His voice was getting louder and I could sense his impatience. But I didn’t know how to answer him. I was a complete and utter virgin, in every sense of the word. How could I answer his question? How could I lie?
 
    
 
   “I... uh...” I began, but I didn’t have to continue. Daddy slammed his fingers up inside so hard that it hurt and I squealed and contracted around his fingers. He let out a small gasp. He could feel the truth. He could feel that I was a virgin!
 
    
 
   “Jesus!” he whispered, but he was talking to himself and not me “so fuckin tight!”
 
    
 
   He’d lost himself completely. I heard the sound of a zipper, and then I felt the unmistakable warmth of his huge cock as it gently teased my wet opening. I gasped and whimpered, feeling my stomach muscles contract and relax uncontrollable. I tried to push myself up, so that I could turn my head and face him – but he pinned me there. Then he yanked my panties down around my knees and cruelly dipped the tip of his cock into my tight pussy. I groaned and shivered – suddenly apprehensive and unsure of myself. I was a virgin! I had never done anything  like this before – but now I was about to give up my sweet, untouched pussy to my own Daddy! 
 
    
 
   I drew in a breath, not sure if I were about to protest or groan with pleasure and desire – but it didn't matter. Before I had chance to make a sound I felt my Daddy’s cock sliding up into my cunt and with an earth-shattering thrust he pushed forwards with his hips and broke through. I yelp-ed and squealed, completely overcome with both pleasure and pain as he forced his way deep inside me. 
 
    
 
   “Oh shit!!” he grunted “babygirl, you’re so tight!” 
 
    
 
   I wailed with pain and pleasure, clawing desperately at the back of the couch as he began thrusting into me. I felt such pain in my center – but such pleasure coming from my clit and my wet hole that I just didn't know what to think. I was on the brink of something, and I couldn’t get my head around it. Then a hard spank on my ass brought me back to my senses, and the reality of what was happening hit me in full force. I was being fucked, from behind, by my own Daddy! It was so naughty!
 
    
 
   “Daddy... please” I said in a weak voice as he began slamming into me even harder “please...”
 
   He fucked me harder, making me yelp and gasp. Then he slapped my ass again, this time even harder than before.
 
    
 
   “Daddy!” I cried out, this time even louder “Please! Fuck me! Fuck me harder Daddy!”
 
    
 
   He gasped at my filthy, pleading words and immediately obliged. He slammed into me harder and harder now – so hard that the couch began to rock and shudder under the force of his thrusts. But it wasn’t enough. Nothing was enough at that moment. I needed more.
 
    
 
   “FUCK ME!” I demanded, squealing and wriggling under his dominance “fill me up, daddy! Make me squirt!”
 
    
 
   He groaned and spanked me again. I could hear him panting and gasping, and I knew he was close to tipping over the edge. The thought sent a delicious shiver up my spine. I couldn’t wait to be pumped full of my Daddy’s hot cum.
 
    
 
   “Fuck! I’m gonna cum!” he cried, spanking my ass over and over, harder and harder with every thrust. I squealed as my pussy clenched around his shaft and I felt my orgasm beginning to uncoil inside me. It was so intense!
 
    
 
   “Fuuuuck!” Daddy cried and plunged a finger into my asshole as his cock shuddered inside me. I screamed, feeling my orgasm finally erupting from within, as my Daddy emptied himself into my tight wet pussy. I squirted all over his crotch and onto the couch beneath me, as I felt hot spurts of cum filling me to the brim. I couldn’t believe what had just happened to me – but all I knew for certain was that I felt more satisfied than I ever had in my entire life. I was weak and powerless, unable to even support myself as I lay draped over the couch, feeling my Daddy’s cock as I relaxed inside me. 
 
    
 
   We stayed there in silence for a few moments while we caught our breath. Nothing needed to be said. My Daddy gently pulled out and helped me back up, then he turned me round gently and laid me down on the couch. To my surprise he bent low and kissed me tenderly, before smiling warmly at me.
 
   “I think you’ve learned your lesson” he said softly, and I smiled in response. We both knew that I hadn’t. I was a naughty girl, through and through, and we both knew that I would need a little punishment again before long. My daddy knew me all too well. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Shared By My Daddy and His Girlfriend 
 
    
 
   “A Reluctant FFM Threesome Sex Encounter”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Emily’s Mother and Stepfather have recently split up, but Emily wants to maintain a relationship with her dad, even now he is no longer with her mother. But the fact that her dad has now got himself a girlfriend who is just a couple of years older than Emily, is a fact that she finds hard to swallow. Although Emily doesn’t approve, she decides to go over to her dad’s new place and meet Tanya, her dad’s new girl, in an attempt to get to know her better.
 
    
 
   After a couple of bottles of champagne, Emily finds herself getting to know Tanya a little more intimately than she bargained on. She finds herself squealing and moaning, as Tanya slips her nimble fingers up inside Emily’s tight pussy. But when daddy comes home and catches them in the act he takes matters into his own hands. Emily finds herself being dominated, punished and pleasured by daddy and his girlfriend – and there’s nothing she can do to stop them.
 
    
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath as I stood on the front porch of my stepdad’s new house. It was large, with an impeccably tidy little garden, complete with white picket fence and roses in the border. His perfect little suburban palace. It made me feel a little queasy.
 
    
 
   I raised my hand up to the door knocker and had to take another deep breath before conjuring up the courage to lift the thing and knock loudly. Everything about the situation just felt so wrong to me, but I was here now – there was no turning back.
 
    
 
   I heard movement inside the house, then the jangling of keys. This was it! Time to put on my most convincing of fake smiles and prepare myself for what I could only assume was to be a horrendously awkward ordeal. I was meeting my stepdad’s girlfriend for the very first time – and she happened to be only two years older than me. The thought made me feel sick!
 
    
 
   But I had to grin and bear it. My mom had moved on from their divorce a few months ago, so it seemed only fair that my stepdad should get his own second chance at happiness. I just never imagined it would be with someone half his age! It was all happening so quickly, it seemed like only yesterday that he was breaking the ‘good’ news that he had found someone to me – but here he was now, shacked up with her in their own perfect little home. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe how shallow my stepdad was being. It was so obvious that he was only with this younger woman in a vain attempt at making my mom jealous. What could he possibly see in this younger woman, other than the fact that she would make a nice decoration when hanging off his arm at social events? 
 
    
 
   I felt a knot in my stomach as I thought about the situation. Everything about it was just wrong. But I couldn’t help noticing that I felt a little more than just concern for my stepdad. I felt... jealous. I wasn’t sure why, and I didn’t really want to spend too much time dwelling on the fact – because it made me feel uneasy – but the knot in my stomach and the prickling on my skin couldn’t be anything else. It was pure, ugly jealousy. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t understand where it was coming from but I couldn’t seem to shake the feeling either. Something had changed between my stepdad and I over the few months that he had been split from my mother. An awkward tension had built up between us, to the point where I actually had trouble being in the same room as him. I would find myself fidgeting nervously in my seat whenever I was in his company, and I would notice my cheeks burning up. I could barely find my voice whenever he was around. 
 
    
 
   It had gotten to the point that I felt nervous to even speak to him, so although I wasn’t happy about the prospect of meeting his new girlfriend I was at least relieved by the fact that I wouldn’t have to endure an evening of awkward silences and heart palpitations in Daddy’s presence. 
 
    
 
   I felt slightly more relaxed as this thought entered my mind, and my fake smile came a little easier as I watched the door handle turn and the door swing open.
 
    
 
   A gorgeous young girl, with long blonde ringlets and big green eyes stood before me. A wide smile spread across her face as she grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me into a tight embrace. I gasped with surprise at the overly forward gesture, and stumbled through the doorway into the house.
 
    
 
   “It’s so nice to finally meet you, Emily”, Daddy’s new toy said as she squeezed me tight. She smelled of sweet perfume and hair products, and I couldn’t help but notice how smooth her skin was as she rubbed her hand over my back before pulling away from our overly-friendly hug.
 
    
 
   “Um... you too, Tanya” I said, visibly shocked and flustered by the strange encounter “Daddy’s told me so much about you.”
 
    
 
   She smiled sweetly and lead me into the open plan kitchen and living room, where she promptly sat me down on the huge white leather couch and thrust a glass of champagne into my hand. I sipped it politely.
 
    
 
   “So... um, will Daddy be down in a minute?” I asked, as Tanya poured herself a glass of champagne and sat herself down next to me. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, no sweetie” she said “didn’t he tell you? He had an important business call and had to leave this afternoon. He said he doesn’t think he’ll be back until late tonight – so it looks like it’s just you and me!”
 
    
 
   I managed another completely fake smile and gulped my champagne. I had a feeling it was going to be a long night. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
   By the time I noticed it was beginning to get dark outside we had finished nearly two bottles of champagne, and conversation was flowing easily. It was strange, but after I had a bit of alcohol flowing through my system I realized that Tanya wasn’t all that bad. She was funny, attentive and good at leading conversation. There were barely any awkward silences, and as time went on I found myself laughing and joking with her more and more. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help but notice how stunningly good-looking she was, every time she smiled. She had a perfect mouth, beset with gleaming white teeth and accented with ruby-red lipstick that just seemed to stay perfect. I found the same strange feeling of jealousy creeping up inside me as I took in all the details of her smooth skin and long, silky body. But perhaps the most disturbing thing was the fact that I wasn’t sure who I was jealous of – Tanya or Daddy! 
 
    
 
   She just seemed so... perfect. Her body was lithe and supple, with long toned legs that seemed to go on forever, and her breasts were perky and round. I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol in my system that was muddling my thoughts, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off the contours of her body. What the hell was wrong with me?
 
    
 
   “You know something, Emily” Tanya suddenly said, jolting me from my lustful thoughts “I was really nervous about meeting you today. But you’re so much more easygoing than your dad said you would be!”
 
    
 
   She giggled when she spoke, and I smiled back at her, gulping at my champagne once more. I knew just the sort of things my stepdad would probably have said to her about me. Our relationship over the years had been strained – and he probably still saw me as the awkward, moody teenager that he had grown so accustomed to over the years. Now that I was nineteen and finally living on my own, I was a completely different person. But I suppose he just hadn’t realized that yet. 
 
    
 
   I smiled to myself and grabbed the bottle of champagne from Tanya’s hand. She looked at me with a shocked grin on her face, and chuckled as I began to drink from the bottle. I suddenly realized that I was actually having a great time. We were getting to know each other, we were laughing. I suppose you could say that we were bonding. And it felt so natural. I hated to admit it to myself, but Tanya was really nice. A little too nice.
 
    
 
   It was all happening so fast; the drinks, the conversation, the giggling. I was so captivated by her charms and demeanour that I didn’t notice the way she was slowly edging her way up to me on the couch. Nor did I notice how her leg brushed up against mine whenever she laughed. All I knew was that the more I spoke and giggled with her, the harder my heart seemed to thump against my chest. 
 
    
 
   Then my heart nearly stopped. Tanya placed her hand on my thigh and squeezed. The room seemed to melt away around me, and whatever Tanya was saying just became a muffled blur in my ears. I saw her lips moving, but I didn’t have a clue what she said. All I could concentrate on was the way her hand felt on my thigh, and the way she fingers gently began to squeeze my flesh.
 
    
 
   There was so much intent in what she was doing that I could practically feel it oozing from her as her hand edged its way up my thigh, very slowly. She wasn’t talking any more. Instead she was eyeing me with an intense stare, leaning closer and closer towards me.
 
    
 
   “You know something, Emily?” she said, her voice soft and melodic as she loomed ever closer “I’m surprised at you. From what your daddy told me about you, I really didn’t think we’d get along. But now that I know you a little bit, well... I like you.”
 
    
 
   Her lips were just inches away from mine, and her hand was still inching it’s way up my thigh, so that her finger tips were just grazing the bottom of my skirt. I shivered with dread and anticipation. What the hell was going on?
 
    
 
   “I really like you” she said, licking her ruby red lips as she spoke. Then, without any further hesitation she leaned forwards and planted a firm kiss on my lips. Her hand slid up my skirt and her fingers nudged at the edge of my little black thong as she slipped her tongue inside my mouth. It was all happening so fast that I didn’t even make a sound of protest. I just sat there, still, as she explored my mouth with her tongue and began tugging gently at my panties. I felt a wave of shock, shame and delight wash over me simultaneously as the reality of what was happening finally hit me. I was kissing another girl, for the very first time – and I was enjoying it. My panties suddenly began to get very, very wet.
 
    
 
   I let out a soft moan, and Tanya immediately took that as her cue to spring into action. She tugged my panties to one side and slipped her finger inside my tight, wet pussy, causing me to shudder unexpectedly. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe the way my body was responding! I tightened around her finger, as if my body wanted to grip onto her and hold on tight. She gasped a little, and slid her finger up there even further – making my stomach clench and my pussy throb. 
 
    
 
   Tanya groaned at the way that my pussy began to leak, sliding another finger deep inside me, pushing it in and curling it round before drawing get back out. She was touching me in a way that no man had ever touched me before. She was touching me in the way that only a woman would know how. I let out a soft yelp, followed by a tiny groan of pleasure, as she slid her thumb over the tiny bulge of my clit. It was like her hand was carrying static, and it was sending jolts of electricity through my wettest parts. I couldn't believe how good it felt.
 
    
 
   Before long lost control of where I was or what was happening, and let my eyes roll into the back of my head, and my arms dangle limply by my sides. I completely gave myself over to the pleasure that Tanya was giving me. I was so engrossed in it, in fact, that I didn't notice the front door opening. Nor did I notice the sound of heavy footsteps walking through the hall, advancing upon us in the living room. The only thing that broke my attention was the sound of the glass smashing on the floor.
 
    
 
   I screamed and sat bolt upright, whirling my head around to see what was happening. There I saw my stepdad, standing in the center of the kitchen with clenched fists. There was broken glass on the floor in front of him and he looked angrier than I had ever seen him look before. I couldn't help but notice that there was something else behind his eyes, besides anger. He looked different somehow.
 
    
 
   "Daddy, I..." I began, but he held up his hand and I fell silent. I wasn't even sure what I was about to say anyway. There was absolutely no excuse what I was doing. I felt my face turning bright red and cast my eyes down to the floor, letting shame take over.
 
    
 
   But Tanya didn't seem to be reacting in the same way. She got up from where she was sat and walked slowly over to where my stepdad stood, holding a half-full glass of champagne in one hand and swinging hips seductively as she advanced upon him. He didn't take his eyes off me, not even when she was right next to him and placed her hand on his shoulder. Then she leaned in close and whispered something into his ear before licking her lips and giggling slightly. I watched my stepdad's expression change from anger to something else. What the hell had she said to him?
 
    
 
   "I'm disappointed in you, Emily" Daddy said, his voice unnervingly cold and calm in contrast to the anger that had been on his face a couple of seconds ago. He walked over to me slowly, taking the glass of champagne from Tanya's outstretched hand as he did so. He swallowed it down in three gulps, and then threw the glass back into the kitchen where it smashed on the tiled floor. It made me jump and my eyes widened with fear as my stepdad walked closer towards me.
 
    
 
   I recoiled slightly as he sat down on the couch right next to me. And then to my shock and confusion he reached out a hand and began to gently stroke my cheek. Perhaps it was my intoxicated mind, or the fact that my reflexes weren't so good at that point but for some reason I just allowed him to do it. He trailed a finger down from my brow, over my cheek, and then ran it along my bottom lip. His touch was so soft, so gentle, that I found my eyes began to close. Then I felt the unmistakable warmth of his mouth as he leaned in and kissed me gently. I couldn't believe this was actually happening to me. I was kissing my daddy, massaging his tongue with my own, and my pussy was positively aching!
 
    
 
   "You've been a very bad girl, Emily" Daddy whispered, breaking away from the kiss, “ and bad girls must be punished!”
 
    
 
   I barely had time to let the words register in my brain before my daddy grabbed me by the hair and yanked roughly, kissing me violently on the mouth once more. I squealed with pain as he hoisted me up out of my seat and then threw me over the back of the couch. I heard Tanya giggling and clapping as he did this and then she raced round the back of the couch to look at my strained face.
 
    
 
   I tried to push myself upwards and away but it was no use, my daddy was just too strong. He placed his hand in the small of my back and pressed me against the back of the couch, so I had no choice but to just dangle over it while he yanked and tugged at my panties. Tanya stood in front of me and licked her lips suggestively, then she trailed her finger down her cleavage and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor with a flourish, revealing the fact that she had no underwear on. She was absolutely perfect! Her gorgeous legs and toned muscles; and her pussy looked so sweet. I just wanted to get my face right in there and taste her. I'd never had thoughts like this before, and I was shocked that they would be coming to my mind at a time when my own daddy was roughly yanking at my panties. But that was the reality of it, and all I could think about was getting a face full of cunt and pussy full of cock!
 
    
 
   I felt my daddy hitch up my skirt and reveal my tight, bare ass. I heard him grunting in appreciation of what he saw and then I couldn’t help but let out shriek of pain as he slapped me hard on my bare skin. I'd never been spanked before, and now that it was happening I felt a rush of unbelievable humiliation and shame. The shame was worse than the pain, but the pain itself was mounting. Daddy unleashed his punishment on me without hesitation, spanking my ass so hard that the couch began to rock slightly.
 
    
 
   Tanya was taking great delight in watching me get such a hard spanking, and proceeded to slip two fingers inside her cunt while I watched. She gasped and groaned, her nipples growing erect as a slight glisten of pussy juice coated her fingers. It was absolute torture! And I don't just mean the pain that I got from my spanking. I was more turned on than I ever had been in my life, and all I could do was lie there dumbly and wait for them to bestow pleasure on me if and when they saw fit.
 
    
 
   “Tight little ass....” my daddy mused, pulling my ass cheeks apart and leaning back to inspect me like a piece of meat, "lets see if you have a tight little pussy too!”
 
    
 
   With those words I heard the sound of a zipper, and I braced myself as I felt the unmistakable hot, hard bulge of my daddy's cock as he snaked it down my ass crack and nudged at the wet opening of my pussy. I drew in a sharp breath and bit my lip as he gently teased me, dipping in and pulling out just so he could watch me squirm. My cunt quivered and I felt my juices coating the inside of my thighs. I wanted this so badly, and I couldn't keep it inside any more.
 
    
 
   "Daddy, please!” I squealed in a voice that didn't even sound like my own "Fuck me daddy! Fill my little pussy! Please, Daddy...”
 
    
 
   My daddy gritted his teeth and groaned. Then he began to inched his way into my tight cunt. I gasped and panted, desperate to feel more of his hard length deep inside me. But my panting and gasping was silenced a moment later, because Tanya walked up to me and grabbed me by the hair. I just had time to shriek with pain, before she placed her foot on the back of the couch next to my head, so that her bare cunt was right before my face. Then without a word of warning, she rammed my face into her pussy, forcing me to experience the warm wetness of her folds and taste the juices of another woman for the very first time. 
 
    
 
   “Eat me!” Tanya hissed, her cunt contracting and relaxing deliciously around my tongue “lick me clean!”
 
    
 
   Without even thinking, I did as I was told. There was something inside me that was utterly subservient, and completely eager to please them both. I lapped and sucked on Tanya’s tight, wet pussy – exploring her sweet flesh and savoring every inch of it. The way that she moaned and gasped sent shivers through my body, and I couldn’t help but moan out loud as my daddy finally thrust forwards and slid his way up inside my tight cunt. This was it! There was no going back! I was taking my daddy’s huge cock, and things between us would never be the same again.
 
    
 
   “Mmmmm she’s fuckin’ good” Tanya whispered, her breathing becoming stuttered and irregular. I could see little beads of sweat rolling down her glowing, supple skin and over her soft tits. I plunged my tongue deeper inside her tight hole and felt her squirm in the same way that I was writhing and grinding against the back of the couch as my daddy inched his way deeper inside me.
 
    
 
   He gasped and slapped my ass as he stuffed me full of his prick, and I involuntarily tightened around his shaft. It was clear that I was enjoying every inch of him, and my pussy was hungry for more. I licked and sucked on Tanya’s clit all the more forcefully as I felt my daddy withdraw and then slam into me once more, with a violent force. I squealed with delight, feeling my knees begin to shake. But it wasn’t enough! I wanted more.
 
    
 
   I reached out between Tanya’s legs and grabbed her ass, pulling her even further onto my face – so that I could be completely engulfed in her sweet, wet cunt. She gasped and swooned as I squeezed her ass cheeks, holding her to my face as I gorged on her. 
 
    
 
   “Fuck!” Tanya gasped, completely shocked by the desperation in my actions. I licked her in the way that I wanted to be licked myself. I bucked against the back of the couch, desperate for some friction against my budding clit. My daddy grunted and slammed into me even harder.
 
    
 
   “Good girl!” he yelped, obviously close to climax “that’s it, good girl. Cum on! Cum for Daddy!”
 
    
 
   With those words I found myself unraveling. It was so surreal, but in that moment I felt so utterly filthy that my orgasm just sprang upon me. I wanted to do what Daddy wanted. I wanted to cum for him. I wanted to cum for my daddy!
 
    
 
   I squealed and went tense, ramming my tongue up inside Tanya’s pussy as far as it would go. She yelped and shuddered, grasping at my hair and yanking on it so that I too cried out. But mine was a cry of extreme pleasure as I felt my orgasm building and my cunt quivering around my daddy’s stiff cock. I knew at that moment that I was going to squirt!
 
    
 
   I yowled into Tanya’s cunt as my pussy began to contract, and then squirted all over my daddy’s cock as he slipped a finger up my asshole. It was just so dirty! I squealed and thrashed against the back of the couch, just as Tanya’s own orgasm came squirting out, coating my face and chin. It was all too much for Daddy. Seeing two women melt and squirt before his very eyes sent him over the edge and   he roared a deep, guttural cry of pleasure as he emptied himself into me. He came so hard that I could feel each jet of cum as it filled up my tight pussy. It was absolutely incredible! I felt so naughty, dirty, contented and satisfied that I barely noticed my daddy gently pulling out of me and seating himself on the couch. 
 
    
 
   Tanya moved away, revealing my face; glistening wet with her juices. She giggled and then walked into the kitchen, opening the fridge and bending low. Even though I had just cum, I still felt a throbbing in my pussy as I saw Tanya’s delicious pink lips protruding slightly as she bent even lower. She was such a tease!
 
    
 
   Tanya walked back over to us, carrying yet another bottle of champagne. I smiled at her and then turned to face my daddy. He just looked at me, trying to make his face remain neutral – but there was a cheeky gleam behind his eye that he knew I would be able to detect. I knew at that moment that my weekly visits to see my daddy were about to get very interesting indeed. 
 
    
 
   Shared By My Daddy and My Principal 
 
    
 
   “A Rough and Reluctant Double-Team Sex Encounter”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Eighteen year old schoolgirl Jenny is getting into a lot of trouble. She’s always been a rule-breaker and a wild child, but when she causes her principal to crash his car after flashing her firm, round tits at him – she realizes she may have gone too far. 
 
    
 
   She and her stepdad come to see the principal to try and discuss what can be done, but Principal McLean insists that they pay for the damages to his car. When Jenny’s dad explains that there’s no way he can afford it, Principal McLean informs him that he has no choice but to expel Jenny from school. That’s when Jenny takes matters into her own hands. She’s determined to suck and fuck her way out of trouble, and both men appear powerless to her charms. But what she doesn’t bank on is that her daddy is so disappointed with her that he decides to twist her bribe into his own cruel punishment. He’s determined to teach his daughter a hard lesson; one that involves the violation of her tight, virgin ass.
 
    
 
    
 
   I fidgeted in my chair, feeling the fabric of my knee high cotton socks catching on the frayed leather of the seat. I was starting to get bored, but I knew there was no way I could get out of what was going to happen. I sighed and glanced at my stepdad who was sitting next to me. He had his nose stuck in a book, but I could tell he wasn’t really reading. The book was simply a prop, so that he wouldn’t have to speak to me about the meeting we were going to have with the principal of my school.
 
    
 
   I sighed again and rolled my eyes. The whole thing was an absolute joke in my opinion! I was eighteen years old and I would soon be leaving school all together, so I just couldn’t see why my ‘behavior’ was so important that it had to be discussed at all. I was tired, and it seemed like we’d been waiting outside Principal Mclean’s office for an eternity. Everyone had left – even the cleaners and other staff that only appeared after school hours had gone home! I got the distinct feeling that this was all part of my punishment – making me wait and ‘sweat’ until he was ready for me.
 
    
 
   What really ticked me off was the fact that there were plenty of other students at the school whose behavior was far worse than mine – and yet I never saw them having stupid meetings with their parents and the principal. It all just seemed so painfully unfair to me, but I obviously didn’t have a leg to stand on. Not after the last incident, anyway.
 
    
 
   I have to admit that I cringed a little bit when I remembered what had happened the day before. I had been in a particularly mischievous mood, and hadn’t thought about the consequences of my actions. In a moment of madness and ill-judgment I decided it would be a good idea to lift my shirt up and flash myself to Principal McLean. I knew it was such a stupid, immature thing to do – but I just couldn’t help myself.
 
    
 
   I was waiting just outside the school for the bus to show up, and I saw him walking across the car park to get into his car. My friends Ashlie and Aimee both dared me to do it, and me being me (never one to pass up an opportunity to be reckless) I took them up on it. I waited until he was just driving his car out of the school gates, and at the perfect moment I lifted up my shirt and bra.
 
    
 
   The look on my friends’ faces was priceless! 
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, Jenny” Ashlie had shouted, her mouth agape with utter shock “We didn’t mean for you to show him EVERYTHING!”
 
    
 
   I just giggled hysterically, taking delight in looking at their shocked faces! But then I heard the screech or car breaks and the sound of skidding tires, followed by a loud crashing noise. I screwed my eyes shut and flinched as the sound of crumpling metal filled my ears and echoed through the street. I didn’t even dare to look what had happened, but I was clever enough to hazard a pretty accurate guess. I looked at Aimee and Ashlie, and saw that their faces had turned a deathly white. But a that moment, through a freakish stroke of luck, the bus turned up!
 
    
 
    I didn’t even bother to glance over my shoulder to see the obvious wreckage I had caused as I hopped on the bus and scurried to the back  feeling a nervous, excited energy building up inside me. I couldn’t believe I’d just flashed my tits at my principal – and caused him to crash his car! I peeped out of the back window of the bus and saw Principal McLean standing by the side of the road, waving his arms in the air in rage – while his car stood crumpled up against a fire hydrant. At that moment I burst out laughing – much to the astonishment of my friends and the other students who had been lucky enough to witness the scene.
 
    
 
   “Jenny, I can’t fuckin’ believe you’re laughing!” Ashlie said as she sat down next to me. She was smirking a little, but her face was still pale with shock. 
 
    
 
   “Yeah” agreed Aimee, “you won’t be laughing tomorrow, not when principal McLean’s finished with you!”
 
    
 
   I knew she had a point, but at that moment I seriously didn’t care. I was on my way home, with the rush of excitement still tingling throughout my body. As far as I was concerned, I’d leave all my worrying until tomorrow. 
 
    
 
   But, as I sat outside Principal McLean’s office next to my stepdad, the cold realization of ‘tomorrow’ hit me. I’d done wrong, and now I was going to have to deal with the consequences. Well, more likely my Daddy would have to deal with the consequences. He was the one with the money, and I assumed that Principal McLean would be demanding compensation for the fact that I had caused him to crash his car. Poor Daddy, I thought to myself – but I still couldn’t help smirking. 
 
    
 
   I felt Daddy’s leg brush up against mine as he shifted position in his seat. He was wearing a collared shirt and trousers today – unlike his usual t-shirt and jeans. I knew this was all for Principal McLean’s benefit. He was obviously trying to make a good impression, and convince the man that I didn’t come from a family of delinquents. I smiled as I regarded the way his trousers hugged is thighs, showing hints of the contoured muscles that lay beneath the fabric. I shivered a little, and tried to push that thought out of my mind. It wasn’t right and I knew it – but I couldn’t help the way my mind sometimes used to wander when I was around Daddy. 
 
    
 
   “So, are we going to talk at all before we go in?” I said, breaking the deathly silence that had risen between us. My stepdad finally glanced up over the top of the paper he was reading and fixed me with a cold stare.
 
    
 
   “I have no wish to talk to you at all, Jenny” he said calmly “not after what you’ve done!”
 
    
 
   I felt heat rising in my face, flushing over my cheeks. I felt embarrassed and angry but also hurt. Daddy was never this strict with me! I scowled at him, and crossed my arms over my chest and looked away. I didn’t want him to see the fact that he had gotten to me. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of knowing that he could upset me. But I didn’t have to avoid my Daddy’s critical eyes for long, because at that moment the door to Principal McLean’s office swung open, to reveal him standing there, wearing an expression even colder than my stepdad’s. I gulped nervously, as he gestured for us to come inside.
 
    
 
   “Hi, Principal McLean” Daddy said, extending his hand out to the man as we entered his office. They shook hands briefly before we all took our seats – me and Daddy on one side of the desk and principal McLean on the other.   
 
    
 
   The meeting was a blur to me. My Daddy tried to be diplomatic, I tried to look aloof and unaffected by the whole thing – and Principal McLean grew angrier by the second. We kept on going over and over the same points without getting anywhere. After a while I just zoned out, and allowed my mind 
 
   to wander and explore far more exciting things. Things like the thought of what my Daddy’s tight abs might look like if I ripped open his shirt – or how his strong mouth would feel pressed up against my own. I just couldn’t help myself. It was a dark and dirty secret – but I couldn’t deny the fact that I had a huge crush on Daddy. Perhaps Principal McLean was right? Perhaps I was just a bad, bad girl.
 
    
 
   “WHAT?” I heard my stepdad cry out; jolting me away from my dirty daydreams “you can’t be serious?”
 
    
 
   Principal McLean was staring at us both, with a slight grin on his face. He wasn’t a bad liking man, but there was something about him that made me feel uneasy. He was young for a school principal, and obviously took pride in his appearance, wearing only the most expensive suits and collared shirts. His car was obviously an extension of that image – and the price that he had just quoted to my stepdad to cover the damages reflected that. 
 
    
 
   “You’re saying you won’t pay?” Principal Mclean said, raising his eyebrow and crossing his arms over his chest.
 
    
 
   “I’m saying I can’t pay” Daddy responded, a worried frown spreading over his brow “I can’t afford that kind of money. Not even close. There must be some other way?”
 
    
 
   “There is no alternative, Mr. Parker” Principal McLean said in a low voice “I’m afraid you either pay the quoted amount – or Jenny will have to find herself another school!”
 
    
 
   Shock and panic hit me at once. Another school? He was expelling me? What kind of chance did I have of getting anywhere in life if I got expelled before I even took my final exams? This wasn’t happening!
 
    
 
   “No!” I cried out, jumping up from my seat “you can’t! Please, Sir, I’ll do anything!”
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Jenny” My Stepdad said looking utterly crestfallen “we can’t bail you out and it seems Principal McLean is determined there is no other way. Come on, we’d better get home and try and figure out what we’re going to do with you.”
 
    
 
   He stood up and began gathering his things. I felt weak and somehow light headed. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me. It was like I wasn’t in control of my thoughts or my actions any more, and I knew in that moment of madness that there was only one thing for it. I had to do something drastic. 
 
    
 
   I reached out and grabbed Principal McLean’s tie, yanked it and pulled him towards me. I then planted a hard, passionate kiss on his mouth, sliding my tongue over his own and letting out little moans of pleasure as I did so. 
 
    
 
   With the other hand I reached over to my stepdad and yanked at his belt, pulling him closer towards me and watching his crotch visibly tighten before my very eyes. He gasped at what I was doing, but he didn’t protest. I felt excitement and shame well up inside me as I slid my hand over his crotch and began to massage his hard cock through his trousers. 
 
    
 
   “What if we settle this some other way?” I said, breathlessly, as I pulled away from the kiss. Both men looked hot and horny, breathing deeply and fixing me with an intense, hungry stare. I couldn’t believe what I’d just done! But there was no going back now. I had to make them want me!
 
    
 
   I slowly began to undo the top of my shirt and licked my lips as I did so. Principal McLean stared back at me and then gave me the slightest of nods. I turned to my daddy and bit my lip, rubbing his cock even harder and faster. Then I watched as he visibly melted, closing his eyes and groaning as I pleasured him and teased him until he couldn’t take any more. Suddenly he sprang into action!
 
    
 
   It was all happening so fast. Before I knew it I was being slammed against the desk, and could feel my daddy's rough hands sliding up the back of my thighs. Principal McLean did nothing at first, he just stood back and looked at me, obviously intent on watching my distressed face I felt my daddy exploring the contours of myself body. But although I looked distressed, inside I was feeling a deep and burning desire like I had never felt before. I gasped as my daddy's hands squeezed my ass cheeks hard, and then began to pull them apart slightly, before squeezing them back together again. I could hear my daddy's breathing becoming a regular, and was sure that I could feel a slight trembling in his hands. It was clear that he was as turned on by this saucy situation as I was.
 
    
 
   I looked up at Principal McLean, and winced ever so slightly as I felt my panties being roughly yanked down around my ankles. Principal McLean stared at me intently, the corner of his mouth twitching up into a slight smile. I could see a growing bulge in his pants, his erection was absolutely massive! A slight sweat had broken out on the top of his brow, and although he was standing there trying to look cool and calm I could tell that, inside, he was desperate to jump right in. Slowly he unzipped his pants and slipped his hand inside before pulling out his huge, thick dick. I couldn't help but gasp a little when I clapped eyes on it -- the sheer size of it! 
 
    
 
   Principal McLean smirked, obviously pleased by my shocked and somewhat apprehensive expression. He really was big. I wasn't sure if I could take a cock that big, and I considered calling out in protest but before I knew it. Principal McLean was grabbing the top of my head by my hair, and hoisting me upright. He then proceeded to place one knee on the desk, in a kind of half straddle, and then thrust his huge fat prick into my mouth. I barely had time to gasp before he was all the way inside, his throbbing helmet hitting the back of my throat and making me gag.
 
    
 
   I gurgled and made a few inaudible muffles before finally relaxing and allowing his dick to slide more freely down my throat. Principal McLean let out a long hiss of desire and satisfaction, wrapping my hair around the tips of his fingers and yanking tight. I squealed in pain as he tugged at my hair, his cock practically stabbing my throat now, causing his balls to knock against my chin. I'd never been forced to give deep throat like this before, and I was astonished by how much it hurt! I gagged and choked, tears welling up in the corners of my eyes as he forced his big fat cock down into me. I had no choice. I’d been a very bad girl, and now I was receiving the punishment.
 
    
 
   But suddenly, amidst the current of pain I felt welcoming sense of pleasure. My daddy gently began rubbing my swollen clit with his fingers, pinching and rolling it gently between his finger and thumb. It sent little sips of electricity through my body, causing my knees to shake on my ass to clench. It was so exciting! It was so erotic! It was so unbelievably to do in that moment, I forgot the fact that he was my stepdad. I forgot that he was the man who had raised me, and who I had called daddy all these years. At that moment, I just wanted to feel his cock hard tongue, or his rock hard prick deep inside my tight, teenage cunt. And I wasn't ashamed to admit it to myself. I wanted it. I wanted it bad!
 
    
 
   "Found it funny did you?" Principal McLean hissed as he stuffed his prick down my throat. "Found it funny, showing me those sweet round titties and causing me to crash? Huh?”
 
    
 
   With every word his thrusts into my mouth seemed to be getting stronger, but the harder he fucked me the more vigorously my daddy worked up my pussy into a frenzy. I could feel my juices trickling down the insides of my thighs, and I could hear my daddy gasping and groaning as he looked at my pulsating pussy. I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper, and felt wave upon wave of excitement crashing down on me. This was it. I was finally going to feel my daddy’s rock hard prick inside my cunt.
 
    
 
   But then, the excitement abruptly turned to fear. I felt the hot, hard tip of my daddy's prick alright, but it wasn't pressing up into my pussy. It was pushing up against my tight, virgin ass hole. I squealed and thrashed where I stood, placing my hands and Principal McLean's thighs and trying to push myself back off his cock so that I could cry out properly.
 
    
 
   But it was no use. They were both too strong! And for some reason I knew there was a part of me deep down that didn't want this to end, although I was scared. I knew that I wanted to see this through. I wanted to experience the taboos, and the complete and utter filth of the situation were going through. I wanted this as much as I didn't. It was all so deliciously confusing.
 
    
 
   "Relax, baby girl" I heard my daddy whisper. "This will all be over soon", and with those words. He thrust forward and pushed his rock hard prick deep inside my virgin ass. The pain was incredible -- causing me to wail and cry out with pain. But my desperate cries were muffled by the cock sliding so roughly up and down my throat. I had no choice but to simply stand there, red-faced and ashamed as I took cock at both ends. There was no other way!
 
    
 
   "Oh shit" my daddy groaned as he stuffed his prick even further up my ass, "so fucking tight. Oh!, baby you're so tight."
 
    
 
   I groaned in pain and felt the tears streaming from my eyes, but it didn't stop them. My daddy still continued to delve his way deep inside me, exploring the parts of me that had never been touched before. And then something hit me. I had always fantasized about what it would be like to have my daddy take my virginity. But it was a fantasy that I knew couldn't never come true, because I'd already had sex. But I'd never taken in the ass before, so suddenly realized that I was still daddy's little virgin. And I was giving up my sweet virgin ass to him... and it was starting to feel so dammed good.
 
    
 
   There was still pain -- wave upon wave of pain, in fact, spreading through my body as he thrust in and out of me, stretching out my ass. But the pain seemed to add to the heightened sense of pleasure that I was now feeling, and it was all brought on by the fact that we were being so despicably dirty. I suddenly realized what a horny little slut I was, and found myself desperately grinding against the edge of the table. I needed some friction against my clit, because I knew that it, coupled with the feeling of a hard cock up my ass would send me over the edge. My pussy began to quiver once more and my juices started flowing freely once again. I was sticky and hot between the thighs, and I knew that’s how my daddy wanted me. 
 
    
 
   Principal McLean wore a stern expression of intent concentration, and slammed his cock into my throat. I’d gone past the point of gagging now, and simply allowed him to use my throat, savagely, for his own twisted pleasure. I felt him twitching and moving in my mouth – and I could feel his pulse as it steadily climbed. It still hurt like hell, and was just as degrading, but there was a part of me that was now thinking what it might be like to be pumped full of cum; both ends at the same time. I let out a low groan, but this time it wasn't with pain. It was pure, ill-disguised pleasure, and both of them knew it!
 
    
 
   "She's fucking loving this." Principal McLean grunted, his balls slapping against my chin. "He knew she was a naughty little bitch! I knew she'd never learn her lesson!” Dirty... little... SLUT!!”
 
    
 
   With those words he slammed into me so hard that my head jolted backwards, allowing me to look up and peer more closely upon his face. There was a rage in his eyes the likes of which had never seen before, and he slapped me hard across the face as his cock began to spasm in my mouth. I felt so exhilarated as he humiliated me, and my knees almost gave way as I felt my daddy reached between my legs and begin rubbing vigorously on my swollen clit.
 
    
 
   Principal McLean let out a grunt and a roar of satisfaction, as his cock erupted inside my throat. I had no choice but to swallow him down, feeling streams of hot thick cum filling me up. I groaned with pleasure, and yet panted with pain as my daddy continued to pound my ass. Principal McLean pull out of my mouth suddenly, splashing the last remaining jets of cum on my face. I swallowed hard and sucked in a loud, gasping breath as I felt my orgasm building up inside of me.
 
    
 
   "Fuck me!" I screamed at the top of my lungs. "Fuck me daddy. Fuck my virgin ass hole!"
 
    
 
   My dirty, high-pitched shrieks were too much for daddy. With a loud yelp and hard spank of my ass, he forced himself up inside me as far as he could go, and then shot his load. The feeling of my daddy's cum pumping me to the brim was just too much to handle, and I came harder than I ever have before. My pussy contracted and squirted all over his hand, and I moaned like a silly little whore as principal McLean slapped me around the face with his cock, clearly enjoying the way that I panted and writhed beneath him. It was absolutely sensational, and I'd never felt so alive or so dirty in my entire life.
 
    
 
   My daddy didn't pull out of me right away, but instead slumped against me, forcing me downwards and pinning me onto the desk. I didn't mind though. I needed a few moments to catch my breath and wait for my head to stop spinning. I felt so utterly satisfied and content as my daddy's cock finally began to relax inside my ass hole. I then shivered and smiled as my daddy gently kissed me on the back of the neck, grasping my shoulders and squeezing me tight.
 
    
 
   Principal McLean had sat back down behind his desk, and was still fixing me with the same intense stare. But I couldn't help but notice that there was a slight humor behind his eyes. He'd softened. But he just didn't want me to notice.
 
    
 
   "I'm glad we could come to this understanding" Principal McLean finally said as my daddy pulled out of me and zipped up his pants. My daddy gently tugged my panties back up, and placed my skirt back down. I was still dizzy and bruised, and winced as I sat back down in my chair. My daddy grabbed my hand and squeezed it tight.
 
    
 
   "I don't think there's anything else that really needs to be discussed" Principal McLean continued. "You look as though you've learned your lesson, Jenny”
 
    
 
   I smiled sweetly and nodded. I was far too placid to argue, still basking in the lingering warmth of the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced. My daddy squeezed my hand once more.
 
    
 
   "Thank you, Principal McLean". My daddy said. "I'll ensure that I come up with an appropriate punishment for when Jenny gets home. This is quite a serious incident and not one I can let happen again, I'm sure you'll agree."
 
    
 
   Principal McLean smiled knowingly, and then gestured to the door. I didn't let go of my daddy's hand as he let me out of the room and back to the car in silence. I knew that my punishment was far from over, and the realization of that made my panties begin to grow wet once more. How was I ever going to stop being such a naughty girl, if the punishment was always this good?!
 
    
 
    
 
   Lie Down And Take It For Daddy 
 
    
 
   “A Rough Virgin Anal Domination Short” 
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Milie, a college freshman, comes home for the weekend and stays with her stepfather who has recently separated from her mother. She finds their relationship has somehow changed, and there is a lot of tension between them. Her stepfather has always been very strict and uptight, but now he seems worse than ever. He looks through her phone while she’s in the shower and finds dirty pictures of her that she has sent to her boyfriend. They argue and she tries to defy him, but he spanks her – awakening her kinky side. They almost have sex, but she comes to her senses and tells him how she can’t give up her virginity. So he takes her ass instead, and she’s surprised by how much she loves it.
 
    
 
    
 
   I shivered slightly as I made my way down the platform, feeling the gushing breeze from the train as it rushed past me. I’d just arrived at the station in my home town, and scanned the sea of faces around me to see if I could find my stepdad. He’d agreed to pick me up, and my train was a little late, so I figured he must be here.
 
    
 
   I felt a little bit strange, coming to see my stepdad for the first time since he had split up with my mother. They had separated when I first went away to college earlier that year, so I hadn’t really experienced any of the drama of their relationship ending, since I had been living away from home for the first time. That was a small mercy that I was actually glad of. It was clear that Mom and Dad’s marriage had been on the rocks for a couple of years, but they persevered and papered over the cracks, determined to make it work. I think it was mostly my Mom who just wouldn’t accept that the marriage wasn’t working – the thought of being divorced twice in her lifetime was clearly a terrifying thing to her. But as time went on, I guess she just gradually lost the energy to keep fighting. 
 
    
 
   I wasn’t entirely sure how to act or what to say, especially because my stepdad had been the one who finally ended it. I mentally prepared myself for how I would greet him as I walked down the platform, dragging my little pink suitcase behind me. I also felt a little bit guilty, because I was visiting my stepdad before going over to visit my mom at her new apartment. She had told me when I spoke with her on the telephone that she was fine, but I got the feeling that she might be a little bit jealous. She didn't understand it was more important to me to try and maintain a relationship with my stepdad. He wasn't my biological father, therefore I had visions of him just gradually slipping away and disappearing out of my life. So I decided to make an effort from the offset, and suggested that I come stay with him for a night or two, now that my first year at college was over.
 
    
 
   From the moment, I suggested it, I felt like something had changed between my stepdad and I. It was like this whole weekend had been built up into something... different. I couldn't quite put my finger on it, but I felt like there was a strange, almost awkward enthusiasm coming from both sides. Maybe I was just over thinking things, I did have a habit of doing that. 
 
    
 
   I shook my head as I strolled down the platform, trying to free my mind of these strange thoughts and concentrate on looking from my stepdad. Sure enough, he was stood on the far side and his face brightened up as he noticed me walking towards him. I held up my hand and waved, a broad smile spreading across my face. Now that I saw him, all the feelings of apprehension and nervous anxiety began to melt away. I really had missed him, so rushed forward and gave him a huge hug.
 
    
 
   "Hi Daddy" I said, my face crushed against his chest as he embraced me “I’ve missed you”.
 
    
 
   He squeezed me even more tightly in response, obviously reciprocating what I was feeling. Then we walked in a comfortable silence back to his car and he drove us back to our family home.
 
    
 
   The evening that we spent together was just like any other. We chatted and ate dinner together, and then later on we settled down to watch a movie. Although my stepdad was incredibly strict, and kind of uptight, I felt like now that my mum wasn't around anymore. He was a little more relaxed. It saddened me to think that they weren't together any more, but also maybe feel happy that he'd now somehow found some sort of peace with himself. But he was still as strict, snapping at me that moment I walked through the door for keeping my shoes on (something that I actually found funny rather than annoying) so I didn't really feel like he’d changed too drastically.
 
    
 
   But later in the evening I realized that my assumptions about his new attitude might have been wrong. The movie we were watching together was just about over, and all of a sudden my mobile phone started ringing. I saw that it was my boyfriend Jason who was calling me, so I snatched up the phone in excitement and rushed out of the room. It didn't occur to me that what I had done might have been classed as rude.
 
    
 
   When I returned to the room after what must have only been a fifteen minute conversation with Jason, my stepdad was stood in the center of the living room, with his arms crossed over his chest. He looked stern and domineering, and I had to stifle a sigh of exasperation. It looked as though some things would never change.
 
    
 
   "Who was that?" He demanded in a clipped tone.
 
    
 
   "Jason" I said, abruptly. I was an adult now and I wasn't prepared to take this kind of crap from him.
 
    
 
   "And who is Jason?" My dad retorted, his face visibly flushing. I'd never had a boyfriend while I was living at home, and any guy that I was ever interested in was generally scared off by the fact that had such a scary and stern stepfather. I never would've even dreamt of bringing a boy home, or indicating that even had a crush on one. I knew that he was so overprotective that he would have just gone crazy. But now that I was in college, I couldn't see what the big deal was. I was no longer his little girl. I was a grown woman, and as far as I was concerned I could do whatever the hell I wanted!
 
    
 
   "My boyfriend." I said, defiantly. "Do you have a problem with that or something?"
 
    
 
   My stepdad’s flushed face visibly paled, and his nostrils flared. I felt exasperation take over as I realized that we were about to have an argument. I couldn't believe it. I came all this way to spend some quality time with him, and already he was deciding to pick a fight. Everything I had thought about him being and more relaxed and laid back immediately seemed irrelevant and counterfeit.
 
    
 
   He opened his mouth to speak, but in a moment of strange confidence and unexpected defiance I held up my hand.
 
    
 
   "Just save it okay?" I said, keeping my voice stern but also controlled. "I don't need to listen to this. I came here with the intention that we'd spend some quality time together, and I don't wish to spend it being lectured by you about something which, quite frankly, doesn't concern you. I'm not a child anymore, Dad. I make my own decisions, and I'm afraid you're going to have to respect that. I'm going upstairs for a shower, and then I'm going to bed. We'll talk more in the morning if you really feel like it's necessary."
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe the words coming out of my mouth. I managed to keep my voice steady, but inside I have to say that I was really nervous. It was the first time I'd ever stood at my stepdad like this, and the way that I had done it meant he didn't have a leg to stand on. I was completely reasonable in what I was saying and the way I said it. A victorious smile spread across my face as I climbed the stairs and walked into the bathroom, then began to climb out of my clothes. I seriously had to stifle a giggle as I stepped into the shower, recalling the shocked and almost horrified look on my stepdad's face as I turned and walked away from him, without giving him the chance to even respond. If only I'd been more like this when I was living at home? Then perhaps we wouldn't have spent so many years at each other's throats.
 
    
 
   I sighed a deep sigh and allowed the hot streams of water to massage my neck and back. Although I was still glowing from my mini-victory, I was ever so slightly nervous about whether or not my stepdad  would be waiting for me when I got out of the shower, determined to continue the argument. He was that kind of man; always needing to be the one in control.
 
    
 
   And, sure enough, as I emerged from the steamy room, a skimpy white towel wrapped around me and wet tendrils of hair plastered against my shoulders and chest, I found that he was waiting for me. I open my mouth to say something defiant, but then had to stop myself. There was something different about his expression. It had moved from the general annoyance and dissatisfaction that he displayed downstairs, and now looked something far more primal. He was angry. Very angry. But why?
 
    
 
   "Would you like to explain this?" He said, holding up my mobile phone in his hand. I gasped and recoiled in horror, as I saw what was on the screen. It was a thread of messages that me and Jason had been sending to each other, and contained a lot of dirty pictures and equally filthy words. I couldn't believe that he'd gone through my phone! What's more, I couldn't believe that he'd seen the pictures; the pictures that were only meant for my boyfriend. My face turned a deep shade of crimson, and I felt my stomach turn over as he fixed me with a steely gaze. At that moment, I didn't feel like a strong independent woman anymore. I was blasted back to being a naughty child, visibly shrinking under the disappointed gaze of my stepdad.
 
    
 
   "You shouldn't have looked through my phone!” I squeaked, feeling ashamed but also noticing that anger was rising up inside me. It was true, he shouldn't have been looking through my phone. He should have respected my privacy.
 
    
 
   "And do you think this ‘Jason’ respects your privacy?" He spat, his fingers curling around the phone and squeezing as if he wanted to crush it. "Do you think he respects your privacy when he's obviously flaunting these pictures around, showing all of his friends and God knows who else?”
 
    
 
   "He wouldn't do that!" I said, my voice rising in volume. "You don't even know him. You know nothing about him!"
 
    
 
   I'd lost control; rage, anger and shame building up inside me until I just couldn't take any more. I stepped forwards and tried to snatch the phone out of my stepdad’s hand. He moved away quickly, still holding the phone in his hand as I reached out and swiped at him again. Yet again, he moved --frustrating and angering me to the point where I just lunged forwards, flailing my arms in a desperate attempt to take the thing out of his hands and regain some control of the situation. But as I move forward I stumbled, tripping forwards and crashing into his chest. As this happened, the skimpy white towel that was wrapped around me fell away. So before I even had chance to cry out in shock, I found that I was naked in his arms.
 
    
 
   At that moment, he dropped the phone. I looked up at him, seeing the rage and disappointment in his eyes melting away, and becoming something else. Something far more intense, and equally terrifying.
 
    
 
   Without a word of warning, he cupped my chin with his hand, leaned down and kissed me hard on the mouth. I went visibly weak in his arms, and didn't respond to the kiss right away. I was in complete and utter shock! This was my dad! The man I'd call Daddy, since I was a young girl. The man who'd raised me. And yet here he was, squeezing me tight, with his tongue massaging my own. I felt like an explosion went off in the pit of my stomach, and gradually started responding to the kiss. 
 
    
 
   Before I knew it we were stumbling our way into my old bedroom, our hands all over each other. His huge rough hands slid up my torso and cupped my perky tits, while my trembling fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. Losing patience, I ripped the garment open -- sending buttons flying all around the room. My stepdad pulled away from the kiss, panting and gasping, with a look of primal lust and desire in his eyes.
 
    
 
   "You're a very bad girl, Millie” he whispered, and grabbed me by the wrists. It was all happening so fast, and I felt like my head was going to explode as he sat himself down on the side of my bed and bend me over his knee in one swift movement. I squealed and kick my legs, ashamed and delighted by what was happening to me. Then I yelped in pain as Daddy began to spank my naughty little ass!
 
    
 
   It was an unbelievable sensation, and although I felt shame and confusion with every slap, I didn't want it to end. I felt a rush of heat traveling down between my legs, and knew that my pussy was getting incredibly wet, incredibly quickly. Why was I responding like this? Why was I getting so turned on by my daddy?
 
    
 
   I didn't have much chance to question myself further, because Daddy parted my ass cheeks, with one hand, and then slipped to an expert finger up inside me. I groaned and squirmed in his lap, allowing him to slide up inside me even further, all the while panting and squeaking with delight.
 
    
 
   I could feel his erection bulging in his lap, straining against the fabric of his trousers. At that moment I wanted nothing more than to undo his zipper and take out his huge, hard cock. I wanted to feel it inside my mouth, taste his salty pre-cum and allow him to tip his load down my throat. I had barely even seen a cock before, let alone tasted one -- but for some reason I wanted it more than anything I had ever wanted before.
 
    
 
   "Naughty girl" Daddy whispered, and then plunged another finger up my tight cunt. I squealed and writhed, unable to take the shame and exhilaration of it all. Why wasn't I stopping him? Why was I allowing this to continue? It all just didn't make any sense, but the fact that my pussy quivered and contracted around his fingers told me that I must be enjoying it. My entire body was screaming that I was enjoying it. So I decided to ignore my head, and allow my daddy to go to town on my pussy.
 
    
 
   "You’re so tight." Daddy whispered, thrusting another finger up inside. He was right, I was tight. I was tight because I was a virgin. No fingers had ever been up inside me before except my own, never mind a cock. And now he was pumping me vigorously, teasing and caressing the folds of my labia and tickling my clit. It was absolutely unbelievable, and I felt my juices flowing freely, making his hands slick and wet.
 
    
 
   Then, suddenly, he withdrew his fingers and rolled me off is lap onto the bed. He undid his belt and reached into his pants. I buried my face in the mattress, too ashamed to look at him, but all the while hoping and praying that he wouldn't stop this. I needed this. I wanted to feel his cock deep inside me.
 
    
 
   “You like the way Jason fucks you, huh?” My daddy said, straddling me on the bed and pressing his chest down against my back so that I was pinned wear a laid. I didn't have the energy to answer, but instead squeezed my eyes shut and clenched my hands into fists.
 
    
 
   "You like the feel of Jason's cock in that tight little cunt of yours?” My daddy continued, grinding against my ass with his huge erection. I could feel wet pre-cum against my ass cheeks, and I gasped. It was clear that my daddy didn't know that I was a virgin. Jesus Christ! I was a virgin!
 
    
 
   I couldn't let him take my virginity. It wasn't right. He was my daddy for God’s sake. I knew that I'd never be able to forgive myself if I let him, so I finally found my voice and forced myself to speak.
 
    
 
   "I'm a virgin" I whispered, barely audible over the gasps and groans were both letting out. But my daddy didn't get off me. He stayed where he was, crushing me down with his weight.
 
    
 
   "And you want to keep it that way, I bet?" He whispered, his mouth just inches from the back of my ear. I nodded in response, and shivered as a felt him reaching behind and sliding his rough hand up the back of my leg. Why wasn't he getting off me?
 
    
 
   "Good girl" he whispered. "It's okay, because I have no interest in your virgin pussy. I'm more interested in you tight, virgin ass."
 
    
 
   I barely had time to register, what he said, before I felt the hard tip of his bulbous prick pressing against my tight rosebud. I squealed as I realized what he was about to do, but he just didn't listen. He thrust forwards and buried his stiff prick deep inside my virgin ass hole. I cried out in pain, biting my lip and thrashing on the bed while he forced his way up inside me.
 
    
 
   “It hurts!” I wailed “Daddy, it hurts!”
 
    
 
   I was all too aware that my wailing cries would spur him on even further. And I knew at that moment that was the reason why I was saying them. There was a deep part of me that wanted to feel him up inside me like that. I felt so dirty and degraded, and couldn't believe the pain that I was in, but somehow it just felt right.
 
    
 
   He drew out slowly, and then slammed back up inside me so that I cried out again. My ass was being stretched out unbearably around his shaft, and I actually felt like I might pass out with pain. But beneath the pain there was something else. It was a kind of pleasure that I'd never experienced before in my life, and the more my daddy stuffed his prick up inside my ass, the more I felt my pussy begin to throb.
 
    
 
   Daddy quickened his pace, sliding out of me and then slamming back up inside with brutal force. I squealed and cried, but made no indication I wanted him to stop. I didn't want him to stop! I felt an orgasm building up inside me, and instinctively began to grind my hips against the mattress beneath me. I desperately wanted some friction against my clit.
 
    
 
   Noticing what I was doing, my daddy responded. He thrust his hand beneath me, seeking out the fleshy mound of my clit and pinching it between his finger and thumb. I gasped with shock and pleasure, and then moaned like a little whore as he began to roll it between his skilled digits. It sent wave after wave of intense and unexpected pleasure through my body, and I felt my cunt getting warmer and wetter by the second.
 
    
 
   "Fuck me harder." I found myself screaming, on the verge of climax "come on Daddy, fuck my virgin ass."
 
    
 
   I felt my daddy's cock twitch inside my ass as he quickened his pace, slamming into me over and over with such force that I felt the bed moving beneath us. It was clear that he was about to cum, and for that matter so was I. My stepdad let out a final yelp and groan of pleasure as he stuffed his cock up into me as far as it would go. The moment that I felt the hard spurts of my daddy's cum blasting up inside my ass my own orgasm came squirting outwards. My pussy quivered in clenched, squirting my juices all over my daddy's hand and soaking the bed sheets beneath me. It was the most unbelievably pleasurable experience of my life, and I didn't want it to end!
 
    
 
   I still felt mild waves of pleasure tingling through my body as my daddy gently pulled out of my ass, and flopped down onto the bed beside me. He threw his arm over me, drawing me into his chest and squeezing me tight. We lay like this together for a few moments, panting and gasping as we gathered our thoughts. I knew at that moment that my visits to my stepdad’s house were about to get a whole lot more interesting.
 
    
 
    
 
   Taken By My Daddy And My Boyfriend 
 
    
 
   “A Rough and Reluctant Double-Penetration Short”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Amy has a very strict mother and stepfather, who forbid her from seeing boys. Her mother is away for the weekend and her stepdad goes out for dinner one night, so Amy invited her boyfriend, Gary, around for some steamy fun. But things get even more heated when Amy’s stepdad returns early to find his daughter on all her knees, sucking her boyfriend’s dick. Rather than risk allowing him to tell her strict and religious mother, Amy tells him she will do absolutely anything to buy his silence – even if it means giving up every hole she has to offer. 
 
    
 
    
 
   I smiled and waved at my stepdad through the window, as I watched him pull off the drive in his Mercedes-Benz. He waved back, before driving up the street, on his way out to dinner with a few friends from work. As soon as he was out of sight, I rushed over to the phone and called my boyfriend, Gary. It was the first time that I'd been alone in the house in months, and I wasn't going to waste an opportunity like this.
 
    
 
   My parents were incredibly strict. My mom was a Sunday school teacher, and my stepdad was a shrewd businessman. They didn't even know that I had a boyfriend, and would have absolutely hit the roof if they found out. That was why I had to make doubly sure that they never, ever found out. But it was just so difficult to be able to spend any time with Gary that I felt like I had to make a dangerous move, and invited him round the house.
 
    
 
   But as far as I was concerned there was no chance that we would be caught, because my mom was away on business, and I just watch my stepdad leave. That gave us a window about five hours to do whatever the hell we wanted, and I shivered with delight as I considered all the things that we might get up to.
 
    
 
   After promptly telling Gary to get himself over to mine, I rushed upstairs to get changed out of my school uniform. I sifted through the clothes in my closet and pulled out the tight pink cashmere sweater that my stepdad bought me for my 18th birthday, just a couple of months ago. I paired it with a pleated grey skirt and a pair of frilly white ankle socks. It was sexy enough to get Gary going once he arrived, but not so revealing as to arouse too much suspicion if we suddenly had to abort what we were doing. I knew there wasn’t really any chance of us getting caught, however I did feel like I ought to take precautions like this. It was more for my own peace of mind than anything, really. I teased my long blonde hair, and applied some pink lipstick and some black mascara.  I pouted at myself in the mirror and then giggled, overcome with excitement about what was going to happen.
 
    
 
   The next twenty minutes were the longest wait of my life. I paced up and down in the living room, flicking through the channels on the TV but not really paying attention to anything that was on. I was more concerned with the fact that Gary had told me he would be ten minutes, tops. I was getting antsy, and I felt the butterflies in my stomach growing until I could barely take any more.
 
    
 
   Just as I was about to reach for the phone and call Gary to find out where he was, the doorbell rang. I jumped and squealed with glee, rushing over to the door and yanking it open enthusiastically. Gary stood there with a lopsided smile on his face, wearing a tight white T-shirt and a pair of dark denim jeans. I clapped my hands together and then threw my arms around his neck, squeezing him tight. He looked so hot, and I couldn't wait to drag him inside.
 
    
 
   "Jeez, relax Amy” Gary said with a chuckle as I dragged him through the door and led him by the hand into the living room. "We've got ages, there's no need to rush"
 
    
 
   I disagreed. I'd been waiting for a long time for an opportunity like this, and now that it was in front of me I wanted to get going. Ever since I've lost my virginity to Gary about a month ago, all I could think about was cock. It was so new and exciting to me, and I just wanted to experiment. I wanted to explore my sexuality, and learn about my kinks. I'd not had enough opportunity, in my opinion, to really get down to the good stuff with Gary. Not until now.
 
    
 
   I giggled and bit my lip, running my fingers over his chest and feeling his toned pecks under his T-shirt. He gave me that cute lopsided smile again and I visibly went weak at the knees. I tugged at the fabric around his collar, pulling him in so that I could kiss him firmly on the mouth. A rush of warmth and anticipation traveled from my stomach down between my legs. I could feel my pussy begin to flutter as I massaged Gary's tongue with my own. My heart was thumping in my chest, and I felt my hands shaking as I grasped at his T-shirt, almost desperately.
 
    
 
   Any initial resistance that Gary had put up was now gone, it was clear how hot and horny I was for him. And that obviously turned him on. He grabbed my waist and pulled me closer to him, pushing me up against his body so that I could feel the swelling bulge of his erection through his pants. It made me gasp and quiver, my face visibly turning as pink as my sweater as he began to grind against me, gently.
 
    
 
   "Mmmm, you’re nice and hard for me, aren’t you baby” I whispered in a low, sultry tone. My eyes glinted, and Gary smiled again before giving me a slight nod. I fumbled with his zipper, while he undid the button of his jeans. I was so fucking ready for his cock, and wasted no time in talking his jeans down, followed by his boxer shorts and grasping his thick hard member in my hand. I gasped at the way it swelled and twitched in my hand, standing up to attention as I began to squeeze, playfully.
 
    
 
   Gary let out a long sigh as I began massaging his cock harder, and a little faster. His hands slid up from around my waist and began to squeeze my perky tits, kneading my supple flesh and causing electric jolts to shoot all over my body. I giggled, feeling my nipples becoming more erect. I deliberately hadn't worn a bra, knowing that seeing my erect little nipples through my sweater would turn him on even more. 
 
    
 
   It was obviously gaining the desired effect, because Gary slid his hands up my sweater, grazing my silky flesh with his rough palms before squeezing at my tits once more, pinching my nipples between his finger and thumb. I winced, and giggled at the sudden pain. It was a nice kind of pain, though, one that made my shaven little pussy begin to tremble. 
 
    
 
   I dropped to my knees in front of him, massaging his cock harder and faster now -- holding it just inches away from my open mouth. I looked up at him through my thick black lashes, and licked my lips suggestively. I watched his face flush and felt his cock swell even harder in my hand. My mouth was watering now, like my body was showing me how hungry I was for his cock. I opened my mouth, and slid him deep inside, swirling my tongue over his shaft, feeling his veins and the ridges of his manhood. I felt so naughty, and began to apply some pressure to his shaft with my lips, desperate to please him.
 
    
 
   Gary groaned, his hands dangling limply by his sides as I sucked greedily on his cock. But it just wasn't enough for me. I could feel my little white panties getting wetter by the minute, and I just couldn't contain myself any more. I reached my free hand between my legs, up my skirt and began fingering my panties. They were damp as hell, and my pussy throbbed and twitched underneath them as I stroked myself, teasing and caressing. 
 
    
 
   "Holy shit!” Gary gasped as my teeth grazed his shaft. "You've gotten good at this".
 
    
 
   He was right. I had gotten good at it, but I'm not entirely sure how. I was so inexperienced, but I suppose that what I lacked in experience, I made up for in enthusiasm. I sucked and nibbled on his cock whilst teasing my pussy through my little white panties. I felt so utterly naughty doing this, on my knees in my living room. My parents didn't have a clue.
 
    
 
   I was so engrossed in the moment, in fact, that I didn't notice the sound of a car engine driving down our quiet street. Nor did I notice the sound of jangling keys outside the door, and the lock slowly turning. I was too busy sliding my finger across the ridge of my panties, and then dipping the tip of my index finger into my tight, wet cunt. I let out a moment of pleasure, and sucked even harder on Gary's cock.
 
    
 
   "Amy, it's only me -- I forgot my dammed wallet...”
 
    
 
   I heard my stepdad's voice coming from the hall, but by the time I registered what was going on, it was too late. He walked into the living room, and let out a loud gasp of shock and horror as he saw me, on my knees, with Gary's fat dick in my mouth. I immediately pulled off of Gary, squealing with shock and embarrassment, and falling backwards on the floor. Gary whirled around, his eyes wide with fear as my stepdad fixed him with an intense stare.
 
    
 
   "What the fucking hell do you think you're doing?" My stepdad shouted, his face turning a bright shade of crimson. I wasn't sure whether he was talking to me or Gary, because his eyes darted between the two of us as he spoke. There was something strange about the rage in his eyes, and I found it completely unnerving. I had been shouted at by him many times in my life, but I'd never ever seen him like this before. Something was different.
 
    
 
   "Daddy, I'm sorry" I blurted out, "Please, don't tell Mom. I'll do anything, Daddy. Just please don't tell her!”
 
    
 
   It was bad enough that my daddy had walked in on me doing something so despicable and dirty, but the thought of my mom finding out actually turned my stomach. I couldn't take the shame of knowing that I disappointed her, and the extreme desperation showed in my eyes as I looked up at my daddy. Gary said nothing; he just stood there, dumbly. It was as if he was frozen with fear.
 
    
 
   "This is very serious, Amy” my stepdad said, the color of his face returning to normal, but the strange look behind his eyes remaining, "you know how your mother feels about sex before marriage. I'm sorry, I have no choice. I have to tell her."
 
    
 
   Blind panic washed over me, and I got up onto my knees as if I was begging. Hell, I was begging!
 
    
 
   "Oh please, Daddy” I squealed, "I'll do anything!”
 
    
 
   It was at that moment, I noticed that something was swelling inside my daddy’s pants. I couldn't believe it, and both excitement and horror raced through me as I realised that he had a huge erection! Although I was shocked and reviled, I felt my pussy twinge as I caught sight of it. And at the same moment, I saw a window of opportunity.
 
    
 
   "I'll do anything, Daddy" I said, making sure my eyes were fixed on his erection as I spoke, "and I mean anything. I know I've been a naughty little girl, Daddy. I know I need punishing. You can punish me any way you want."
 
    
 
   My daddy looked at me for a moment, the strange expression on his face becoming more vibrant. Then without another word he marched forward and grabbed me by the wrists, wrenching me to my feet. I squealed with shock, but didn't offer any resistance as he dragged me over to the couch and slammed me against it. My heart was racing, and I heard Gary gasp as my stepdad bent me over the back of the couch and hitched up my skirt.
 
    
 
   "She's nice and wet, isn't she Gary" my stepdad growled, obviously noting the damp patch in the gusset of my panties. "Looks like she's nice and ready for us."
 
    
 
   My breath caught in my chest for a moment, as I wasn't sure how Gary would respond to this. But then, to my amazement, he walked over to me cautiously, and slowly trailed a finger up the gusset of my panties, causing me to flinch. It was so unexpected, and it turned me on so bad!
 
    
 
   "You're right." Gary said. I couldn't believe he was agreeing to this; but then again, I couldn't believe that I'd instigated it in the first place. It was as if reality no longer existed, and we were all trapped in some sort of weird erotic dream.
 
    
 
   But it was the most real dream, and one that felt so dammed good as Gary yanked down my panties so that they were around my knees and then spanked me hard on my ass cheek. My stepdad followed suit, spanking me hard on the other cheek. They both work together, spanking my poor, sore ass, while I squealed wriggled on the spot. It felt so deliciously degrading, and I felt that my head was about to explode as I heard my stepdad undoing his zipper.
 
    
 
   "Does she have a tight little cunt, Gary?" my stepdad hissed, putting one foot up on the couch so that it was between my legs, and I could feel the bulge of his cock pressing against my ass cheek. I heard Gary respond with a throaty ‘yes’, just before my daddy plunged his fingers into my tight pussy. I squealed and kicked my legs up and down, repulsed and delighted by the way that my daddy was making me feel.
 
    
 
   "You're right." my daddy hummed in a low voice. "But I bet her asshole’s even tighter”
 
    
 
   His words rang through my mind, causing a chill the fear to wash over my body. I didn't have time to consider them further before I felt his prick pressing up against my ass hole. I squealed out in fear, but it was no use. He had me right where he wanted me, and the more I struggled, the more pressure he applied. I knew I had no choice; this was my idea, and I was determined to see it through.
 
    
 
   Daddy thrust forward, burying his cock deep inside my virgin asshole and caused me to scream in pain. It was unbearable, causing tears to stream from my eyes and my stomach to shake uncontrollably. My daddy groaned with pleasure as he thrust himself up inside me, and I felt his cock swelling and twitching as he delved deeper. It was a strange sensation, and I was alarmed by the way the pain seemed to heighten all of the other sensations I was feeling at that point.
 
    
 
   Gary was right next to me on the couch, massaging his swollen prick violently as he watched my ass taking a pounding. It was unreal, but I knew it had to be done. Once the initial pain of my daddy's cock being thrust up my ass subsided, it felt like a dull ache and all I could concentrate on was strange the sensation of his cock sliding in and out. I was shocked to notice that, throughout it all, my pussy was still incredibly wet. In fact, it was getting wetter. Warmer and wetter by the second, and I found myself grinding my hips against the back of the couch. Was I actually starting to enjoy this?
 
    
 
   It was as if Gary read my mind, because at that moment he shifted position, parting my pussy lips with his fingers and then nudging my wet opening with the tip of his swollen prick. I gasped aloud, and my pussy contracted, before Gary slid himself inside me with expert precision. I squealed once more as they stuffed me to the brim. I couldn't believe that I was taking two cocks at the same time, and that one of them belonged to my daddy!
 
    
 
   It was all so filthy. But I found soon that I was reveling in the filth. I wanted my dad's cock in my ass, just as badly as I wanted Gary's cock in my pussy. I felt both of their hard rods sliding up inside me, twitching and spasming as they fucked me into submission.
 
    
 
   "Fuck me" I found myself screaming, on the verge of climax "fill me up!”
 
    
 
   My daddy yelped and groaned, and I felt his cock swelling side me. Gary spanked my ass cheek, harder and faster as he quickened his thrusts. Then with one final push my daddy buried himself inside me so deep that could practically feel him in the pit of my stomach. It was then that he emptied his load inside me, wave after wave of hot sticky cum filling up my ass and sending me over the edge. I screamed and kicked my feet as my pussy clenched around Gary's cock, and my orgasm came squirting out and drenched my inner thighs. Gary growled, and spanked me even harder as he too shot his load up inside me. It felt so utterly fantastic to be stuffed full of two pricks at the same time, and to feel them pumping me full of cum. I was an absolute mess, and I loved every second of it.
 
    
 
   After a few moments of panting and gasping, my daddy finally pulled out of me, and began straightening the cushions on the couch. I didn’t move. I stayed perfectly still, draped over the back of it the couch, feeling Gary's cock relaxing inside my pussy.
 
    
 
   "I'll be back in about four hours." My stepdad finally said, picking up his wallet off the mantelpiece. "And I expect you upstairs, in bed, when I return -- is that understood, Amy?”
 
    
 
   I looked over my shoulder at him and grinned, then nodded my head in agreement. I was feeling so docile and satisfied that this was the only response I could manage.
 
    
 
   "And I expect you to be alone in there”, my stepdad continued, glancing at Gary “Like you said, you’re a very naughty girl. I haven't finished with your punishment yet."
 
    
 
   I shivered with excitement as he spoke those words. It was clear that my stepdad wanted to take advantage of the fact that my mom was out of town just as badly as I did. I couldn't wait to find out what else he had in store for me.
 
    
 
   Disciplined By Daddy In The Office 
 
    
 
   “A Rough, Virgin-Anal, Doubleteam Sex Encounter” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Alison is due for an appraisal, and because of the amount of extra hours she’s been putting in at work, she’s sure that she’s about to be promoted. But when her boss (who is also her stepfather) passes her over – she gets angry. Alison blows up at him in front of his entire workforce, making him look a complete fool. But her stepdad doesn’t take criticism lightly, and he immediately enlists the help of one of his colleagues to help put his daughter in her place. She learns discipline the hard way, in a rough and reluctant sex encounter, including double penetration. 
 
    
 
    
 
   I sat behind my desk, chewing my pencil nervously as I watched the clock ticking by. I'd been waiting for my appraisal for almost an hour, and it was obvious that they were running late. I knew I should be getting on with my work in the meantime, but I just couldn't concentrate. This appraisal really did mean everything to me; it was my shot at a big promotion and my chance to begin my steady climb up the corporate ladder.
 
    
 
   People thought that, because my stepdad owned the firm I was working at, I was immediately going to get handouts and preferential treatment. But this couldn't have been further from the truth. My stepdad was extra specially hard on me at work, as if he was trying to prove a point that he didn't treat family members any differently, and never had favourites. When I graduated college a year ago I had really struggled to get a job. The economy wasn't great, and as time went by I struggled more and more and eventually ended up having to move back in with my stepdad and my mom. After living with them for a couple of months and still having no luck with my job hunt, my stepdad took me on as an intern. At the time it was like the answer to all of my prayers, and I never stopped being grateful to him -- but whilst at work I did feel like I was being overlooked and discriminated against.
 
    
 
   Every time I went the extra mile, stayed behind late or came in early to get my work up to scratch, every time I sacrificed my weekends so that I could come into the office and catch up on my paperwork, I never ever received any recognition! I wasn't expecting banners and flags, or any sort of public display of acknowledgement for that matter. All I wanted was a simple ‘thank you’ or ‘well done’ from my stepdad, or any of the other higher management team.
 
    
 
   But it seemed that everybody at the firm was under strict instructions not to give out praise or encouragement to me. Nothing I ever did seemed to catch anybody's eye, and the harder I tried the more they strived to ignore me. It was almost as if they were petrified of being seen to be favouring me in some way. I really was the black sheep of the office. Let's face it, the bosses daughter isn't exactly the most popular of people. Nobody trusted me enough to let me into their social groups, and a lot of people regarded me with contempt from the moment I walked through the doors.
 
    
 
   They all thought I was only there because of my stepdad. None of them knew that I actually earned my place. I had a degree in business studies, and I had to take the aptitude and psychometric tests to be considered for the position just like all the other interns. The only advantage I got from my stepdad being the managing director was the fact that I didn't have to catch the train into work every morning.
 
    
 
   I flinched as I bit into my pencil so hard that it snapped, causing me to jump in shock and the people around me to look up from their desks. I was too nervous to feel embarrassed, and took another pencil from the pot on my desk and began chewing again. I know it was a bit of a strange habit, I just figured it was better than chewing my nails. I really was that nervous.
 
    
 
   "Alison, Mr Corbyn will see you now" a female voice said from beside me, suddenly. I looked up and saw Janet, my stepdad's assistant standing there. She was wearing her usual false smile, and permanently surprised expression. I smiled and nodded her thankfully, then got up from my desk and followed her along the central partition of the large office towards the boardroom. I realised that my palms were sweating, and hurriedly tried to dry them, rubbing vigorously on my pencil skirt.
 
    
 
   I knew that my stepdad and the rest of the management team had been assessing the interns over the last month, and that it taken them a long time to come to their decision. But I still felt it necessary to dress to impress on the day that the news about whether or not I was going to be promoted was being broken to me. I wore a ruby red blouse and teamed it with a cropped black jacket and tight black pencil skirt. I wore black high-heeled court shoes and sheer stockings that accentuated my long, supple legs in an obvious and yet classy way. My hair was tied up on top of my head in a tight bun, and I wore just a hint of makeup. Dressing to impress helped me to feel more confident, but it did not stop my hand from trembling slightly as I reached out and pushed open the boardroom door.
 
    
 
   I stepped inside with my head held high, and was a little shocked when I found that only my stepdad was sitting there. I was under the impression that my appraisal would be conducted by the whole of the higher management team, but obviously I had been mistaken. I stepdad fixed his penetrating gaze on me, and then gestured towards the seat in front of his desk. I nodded curtly and sat down. My stepdad was so formal, and he absolutely refused to break out of his managing director persona, even for his own daughter. Most people would have called that hard-core professionalism, but I just thought it was plain unnecessary.
 
    
 
   "I trust you know why you're here, Miss Corbyn" my stepdad said. I really had to stop myself from rolling my eyes. Miss Corbyn? What was wrong with just plain old Alison? But, I decided to humour him and nodded politely in answer to his question.
 
    
 
   "I'd like to start by saying that I've been extremely impressed with your performance over the last couple of months" my stepdad said, keeping his eyes firmly fixed on the papers in front of him as he spoke "you have shown a lot of initiative and a lot of potential. I have to say that you have surpassed my expectations, and I am truly grateful for the work that you've put in."
 
    
 
   My heart was racing as he spoke these words, but I kept my expression neutral. I didn't want him to know how elated I was by what he was saying to me, so I strived to keep myself looking professional. He didn't look up from his papers, however. It was as if he couldn't look me in the eye. That idea made me a little bit uncomfortable, and I studied his face as he continued to sing my praises. He looked almost... nervous.
 
    
 
   "No matter what the outcome of this meeting" my stepdad said, briefly flitting his eyes away from the papers in front of him to meet my own, "I want you to know that you have done a fantastic job and you are an asset to this company."
 
    
 
   I felt a rising panic beginning to bubble over in my chest. I didn't like where this was going at all, not one little bit. It was quite clear what he was doing. He was letting me down gently.
 
    
 
   "Have I done enough to be promoted?" I blurted out, suddenly devoid of all professionalism and slipping back into being a petulant teenager. I was irritated and anxious, and it showed in my voice. I didn't care at that moment; I was impatient and I wanted to know.
 
    
 
   My stepdad looked up from the papers and stared me in the face. He was a little bit flushed around the cheeks, and his mouth was pursed into a thin line. I knew that face all too well. He was angry, and he was trying not to show it. But he was also nervous, and I knew that was a feeling that wouldn't rest very well with him. It was probably making him even more agitated, even more angry!
 
    
 
   "Well, since you've decided to speak so plainly I can only do the same" he said, clasping his hands together in front of him "I'm sorry Alison, but I just don't think that the role of junior assistant is one that is cut out for you."
 
    
 
   His words hit me like a ton of bricks. I was absolutely devastated, and it showed in my face, but I was determined not to cry. I channelled my emotions, trying to remain dignified and calm but it was no use. The only thing I could do to stop myself from crying was to get angry. I clenched my hands into fists and gritted my teeth. I'd never felt like that before, and I was surprised by how quickly the rage took over. Maybe it was the months of stress and heartache leading up to this moment that did it, or maybe it was the look on my stepdad's face as he broke the news to me. He didn't even look upset. Just nervous and a little bit irritated.
 
    
 
   "This is ridiculous" I spat "we both know the only reason you haven't promoted me is because of your stupid obsession with not being seen to give preferential treatment. It's not my fault I'm your daughter, and if you were going to be so discriminatory towards me then you shouldn't have offered me the internship in the first place!"
 
    
 
   I don't know how, but I was somehow on my feet now, my arms rigid at my sides as I bent over the desk and scowled down at his shocked face. I didn't care though. At that moment he was no longer my boss. In fact he was no longer my stepdad. He was just a man who had hurt me bitterly, and I needed him to know about it.
 
    
 
   "This is just typical of you" I continued, my voice rising in volume and making him look even more nervous "you've had issues with me from day one! At home you barely talk to me, you  avoid me like the plague and whenever we’re alone in a room together you make up some bullshit excuse and leave. What is it? What is your fucking problem with me?"
 
    
 
   I'd lost it. I just didn't care. Everything that was coming out of my mouth was true and he knew it. Since I'd moved home from college everything had been so strange between us that he just didn't feel like my stepdad any more. He was cold and distant, and yet strangely obsessive -- demanding to know what I was doing and who I was with all hours when I was outside of work, and yet taking absolutely no interest in me when I was in the office with him. He'd even changed the way that he looked at me, as surreal as that sounded. It was like he was a complete stranger -- and now he was worse than a stranger to me. It was like he was my enemy!
 
    
 
   "I will thank you, Alison, to keep work issues and personal issues separate!" Now he was standing up out of his chair, his palms face down on the desk as he leaned in towards me. I could see the rage mounting in his eyes too, but it didn't bother me. I'd had enough of him, and I'd had enough of his stupid firm.
 
    
 
   "Personal issues?" I shouted, hearing my voice echo around the room "don't patronise me. We both know that the only one with personal issues is you!"
 
    
 
   I spun around on my heel and stomped towards the door, feeling my rage reaching a climax. I swung open the door and then in one final moment of anger fuelled madness I shouted over my shoulder;
 
    
 
   "Go Fuck yourself, Dad!"
 
    
 
   I slammed the door behind me so hard I heard the blinds fall down, exposing my stepdad to the rest of the office, standing there, red-faced and open mouthed in shock. I really had done it this time. There was absolutely no way that he'd let me keep my internship after this. And I knew that I'd probably have to start looking for a new place to live as well.
 
    
 
   I walked over to my desk and started clearing away my things, but to my surprise my stepdad followed me out of the boardroom. He stood at the end of the office, staring at me with a scowl on his face. I didn't stop at I was doing, though. I just ignored him.
 
    
 
   "Everybody out!" he bellowed. The entire office looked up from what they were doing, and stared at him. There were a few nervous murmurs and then he bellowed his order once again. Everybody quickly scrambled to their feet and rush out of the office, evidently too scared to protest. I have to say that, right then, I too was scared. My stepdad and I had some pretty heated arguments in the past, but I'd never heard him shout like that. I was determined not to let him see that I was nervous though, so I simply stood there with my arms folded across my chest and fixed him with a steely gaze.
 
    
 
   To my astonishment he started walking towards me, and the expression on his face had changed completely. He almost looked smug. Like he was somehow triumphant in all of this -- like I hadn't just completely embarrassed him in front of his entire firm. It just didn't sit right with me and I immediately began to grow nervous.
 
    
 
   "I knew you would react like this" my stepdad said, walking towards me with slow, purposeful steps. He had his hands in the pockets of his suit jacket, and regarded me with an intense look in his eyes. It was similar to the looks that he had started giving me now that I lived at home with him, only somehow amplified. "You see, this is just your problem. You lack discipline. You're a hard worker that's for sure, and you aim to please -- but if I were to promote you then you would constantly need keeping in check. You always wear a very bad girl, Alison"
 
    
 
   His words were strange, but his expression was even stranger. I didn't like the way that it made me feel, sending tingles up and down my spine, and a strange clenching feeling in the pit of my stomach. It was a queasy kind of feeling, but not altogether unpleasant. What was unpleasant was the fact that I was reacting this way, catching myself completely off guard and allowing myself to be somehow seduced and captivated by his words.
 
    
 
   "That's why I decided to enlist a little help today" my stepdad continued, and I heard the sound of a door slamming further down the office, followed by footsteps. "I knew that you'd be a little too much to handle."
 
    
 
   As he spoke the tall blond man came walking up behind him, and then stood next to him with his arms folded across his wide chest. He looked kind of familiar, and I realised he was one of the upper management team. What the hell was he doing here?
 
    
 
   "This is Jake" my stepdad said with a sly smile "and he's going to be helping me make my final decision. It's also going to help me to teach you a little discipline. You have to agree, Alison, you really do need to learn how to submit. How to be a good girl."
 
    
 
   Jake looked me up and down and then smiled. He glanced over at my stepdad and gave him a wink and a nod. Then what happened next made me cry out in shock. Both men lunged towards me! Jake grabbed my wrists in one hand and my stepdad grabbed me by my waist, pulling me in to a full on kiss! His tongue pushed into my mouth and began to explore me, roughly, as Jake’s hands let go of my wrists and trailed down my back, grabbing at my ass cheeks. I squealed, but it was muffled by my stepdad’ kiss. The strange thing was, though, that even though my hands were now free – I made no attempt to push him off.
 
    
 
   He pressed his mouth against mine with a passionate force and I was powerless to stop him. All of a sudden I felt the back of my pencil skirt being unzipped and my bra being unhooked by Jake’s expert hands. It was all happening too fast and I could only gasp and stare wildly at them as they kissed and fondled me. This was my stepdad. My STEPDAD! And here he was, forcing himself on me with such a passionate frenzy that I couldn’t help but get turned on. I felt so ashamed of myself!
 
    
 
   But there was no time for shame. And no time to protest, as Jake removed his tie and wrapped it around my face, gagging me so that I couldn’t make a sound. I was utterly helpless and only managed to squeal pathetically as my stepdad wrenched my skirt down around my ankles and Jake removed my jacket and my shirt, then watched my unhooked bra fall away from my body.  
 
    
 
   I felt a cold chill run through my body as Jake slid his hands down and over the curve of my back, caressing my ass cheeks and sliding his finger down the crease between my cheeks. It was as if he was studying me. I could literally feel his eyes burning into me as he looked me up and down and grunted with approval. 
 
    
 
   “Mmm you’re right, Mr Corbyn” Jake said “she’s got potential alright!” 
 
    
 
   With those words he grabbed me by the hair and marched me over to a nearby desk. I squealed in pain as he slammed me down onto it, chest first, so that my tits hit the wood with a loud slapping noise. I groaned as Jake parted my legs roughly, and gasped as I saw my stepdad take out his huge cock and begin massaging it as he walked towards me. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me – these men were treating me like a piece of meat, literally laid out on a table for their consumption! And I was doing nothing to stop them – because, deep down, I wanted this.
 
    
 
   My stepdad moved behind me and began teasing my pussy lips with the tip of his hard prick. I couldn’t help but squeal at his touch. After months of strange looks, awkward moments and a mounting tension between us at home I realised suddenly what we had both been secretly yearning for. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as he touched me; it felt utterly indescribable to feel the touch of his cock. I groaned and felt my pussy juices beginning to flow, and visibly went tense when I realised this was happening to me. Why was I getting so wet?
 
    
 
   The question was only in my head for a few seconds before I felt my stepdad’s stiff cock plunging deep into my tight hole. It was absolutely sensational, and I cried out with both pain and pleasure as he steamed into me. He was so big, and so incredibly hard. I could practically feel him in the pit of my stomach as he began fucking me. He grunted like an animal with each thrust – a sound which only turned me on even more!
 
    
 
   “Ohhh yeah” My stepdad groaned “you’re so wet, baby girl!” 
 
    
 
   He wasn’t lying. I could feel my juices trickling down my inner thighs as he continued to slam into me, and moaned like a little slut as his balls slapped against my clit. 
 
    
 
   The sight of it must have been just too much for Jake to deal with, because at that moment he sprang into action.  He bent me even further over the desk so that my ass was facing the ceiling,  and then hitched up one of my legs so that my knee was on the desk top. Then he got up onto the desk, and straddled me. I felt my stepdad shift his position slightly, making room for his accomplice to mount me. I felt cold panic take over as I realised what Jake was about to do.
 
    
 
   I had just enough time to scream out before he rammed his huge prick into my tight asshole. The sound of my wailing must have turned him on even more, because he whipped the tie from around my face, allowing me to cry and scream freely.
 
    
 
   “Oh god!” I cried, “fuuuuuck! Shit! It hurts! Daddy it hurts!!”
 
    
 
   My stepdad said nothing, but grunted in response, slamming into my pussy even harder as Jake began pushing himself in and out of my ass. It was so unbelievably painful that I felt tears come to my eyes as Jake forced himself inside my tight little hole. I had never taken it in the ass before, and I couldn’t believe how painful it was! My asshole stretched and burned, and I felt as though they were both going to split me in two as they continued to pound me. I had two cocks inside me at the same time, for the first time, and all I could do was lie there, dangling over the desk like some sort of fuck-toy.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe that they would do this to me! My own stepdad! I screwed my eyes shut and bit my lip, trying to fight the pain. It was unbearable, and threatened to rob me of any and all pleasure I might have been feeling from my stepdad’s forbidden touch. But just as I felt like I couldn’t take any more, my stepdad reached around my front, thrust his hand beneath me and began rubbing furiously at my clit. I gasped and yelped, the unexpected feeling of pleasure suddenly taking over. The pain coming from my asshole was still there, but it was more of a dull ache now. I moaned and felt my hips beginning to tremble slightly as my stepdad worked on me. They were both still fucking me brutally, but I felt an increasing yearning inside of me to be fucked even harder. 
 
    
 
   I wailed and groaned as my stepdad pinched my clit, slamming into me with a desperate force. I felt my orgasm building – completely heightened by the pain that I was feeling, and I clenched my ass and pussy hungrily around the cocks that were filling them.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck she’s tight!” Jake groaned. He thrust himself deeper into my ass and tugged at my hair. I felt his cock twitching inside me and I knew he was close to orgasm. But I was more concerned with my stepdad’s cock. 
 
    
 
   “Fuck me, Daddy!” I cried “Fuck my pussy! Fill my asshole! Fill me with cum!”
 
    
 
   The sudden, dirty outburst took them both by surprise – and they each quickened their pace still, slamming into me so hard that the desk rocked!
 
    
 
   “That’s it, take it! Take it like the naughty little slut you are” my stepdad cried, rubbing my clit harder and faster. I felt my orgasm building and screamed at the top of my lungs as both men erupted inside of me at the same time. Hot spurts of cum filled up my ass and pussy, causing me to moan like a little whore as my stepdad roared and grunted in ecstasy. I couldn’t take it anymore! I wailed and cried, my pussy and ass clenching as I squirted my juices all over my stepdad’s crotch and onto the desk beneath us. It was the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced in my life!
 
    
 
   They both slowly pulled out of me and allowed me to roll onto my back, gazing up at them and panting. They were both smiling. 
 
    
 
   “What do you think, Jake?” my stepdad said, keeping his eyes firmly fixed on me as I laid there with a sedated smile on my face “do you think she’s junior assistant material?”
 
    
 
   Jake nodded and grinned in response “I think so. But I think you’ll have to keep her in check, Boss. She’s clearly a feisty one!”
 
    
 
   My stepdad chuckled at that last comment, then nodded. We looked at each other for a few moments in silence. Nothing else needed to be said. It was clear that I was the best candidate for the position, and I had been all along. I just needed to learn the meaning of discipline – and I knew from that moment that my daddy would certainly succeed in teaching me all I needed to know along the way. 
 
    
 
   Daddy’s Little Cum-Slut 
 
    
 
   “A Rough Sex Encounter Between ‘Daddy’ and Daughter”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
   Cindy is the sort of girl who is determined to get what she wants. That’s why, when her stepdad refuses to allow her to have her friends over for the evening, she devises a plan to make him pay! She flirts with her dad’s friends, flashing her shaven little pussy and her perky tits to the point that it makes her stepdad explode with rage! He throws his friends out, and Cindy is left to endure her punishment... but it turns out to be far less ‘punishing’ than she first anticipated. 
 
    
 
   "Fine, be that way!" I shouted down the stairs. My fists were clenched and I was practically shaking with rage. I couldn't believe my stepdad could be so self-centred and obnoxious. He and I had never really got along, I thought that since I'd been on my absolute best behaviour all weekend that he might allow me a couple of little luxuries.
 
    
 
   But obviously, I was mistaken. My mom had gone away you on a business trip, and my stepdad was considering going camping with a couple of his buddies from work, so naturally I leapt at the chance of having a few friends round since I would have the house to myself.
 
    
 
   On the Friday night that my mom left for the airport I promised my stepdad faithfully that I would cook, clean and do whatever else he bid me to over the weekend, if he would just let me have a little party on Sunday night. I was home from college for the summer, and had been rattling around the house for weeks with nothing to do. The prospect of having a party was too irresistible not to pursue.
 
    
 
   My stepdad agreed, saying that if I cooked his meals, ironed shirts, washed the dishes and did the laundry then he might just let me have three or four friends over to chill out in the games room. We lived in a large house, and the games room was perfect to hosting a little get-together. Obviously I was planning on having more than four or five friends over – but he would be far away on a camping trip would be none the wiser. I just smiled sweetly as he laid down the terms and nodded enthusiastically, keen to please him to get what I wanted.
 
    
 
   I did so with gritted teeth and a false smile; it did pain me to have to submit to him like this. Like I said, we'd never really gotten along. He'd moved in with me and my mom when I was about 12 years old, and while the first few years of him being with us were okay, as soon as I became an older teenager we started having problems, and when I turned eighteen it got a whole lot worse. It was like we were both competing for my mom's attention all the time, and the worst part of it was that he was probably twice as childish as me.
 
    
 
   As time went on it became the norm for us to argue and bicker like siblings rather than like stepfather and daughter. My mom learned to ignore it, I learned to tolerate it and he learned that if he was persistent and controlling enough, more often than not he got what he wanted. That was just the sort of man he was; completely unreasonable and desperate for control.
 
    
 
   Knowing his traits and his flaws so well, I realised it was best to indulge him and go along with whatever he said. It hurt my pride, I'm not going to lie -- and when he spent half an hour complaining that the dinner that I'd cooked wasn't up to scratch, I nearly lost it -- but all the while I kept a false smile plastered to my face. I was determined to get what I wanted.
 
    
 
   But when Sunday night came along, and I was getting antsy and trying to usher him out of the door to get on with his stupid camping trip, he broke the news to me that he wasn't even going.
 
    
 
   "Oh didn't I tell you?" He had said, with a smug smile creeping across his face "the boys didn't want to go camping, so I invited them over for a few drinks instead. Obviously you can invite your friends over some of the time, maybe. After all, your mom wouldn't be pleased if she found out that we'd had a house full of people.”
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe it! He had me act like his personal slave all weekend, and now he wasn't even going to repay me with what he had promised. It made my blood boil, and I began to see red as I glared at him from the top of the stairs. He folded his arms in front of his chest and smiled up at me, triumphant. That was when I lost it, and began screaming at him.
 
    
 
   "You're a piece of work, do you know that?" I shouted, clenching my fists so hard that my nails dug into the palm of my hand painfully "you have me do your bidding all weekend, treating me like a fucking slave -- and now you're going back on your part of the bargain? I knew you were low! But I didn't know you were this low!"
 
    
 
   My stepdad’s changed immediately the moment I swore at him. His eyes went wide, and his mouth pressed into a thin line. He too began to clench his fists, and I knew at that moment I had crossed a line. But there was no going back, I had said what I needed to say and I had to deal with the consequences.
 
    
 
   "How dare you talk to me like that!" He shouted up the stairs, his voice rising with every word "I'm your dad, and as long as you're staying under my roof he will abide by my rules. What I say goes, and there’s not a dammed thing that you can do about...”
 
    
 
   He was cut short mid-sentence by the sound of the doorbell ringing. He glared at me and then looked back at the door, contemplating whether or not to continue with the argument or to go answer it. He decided on the latter, turning on his heel and stomping over to the door while I took the opportunity to escape to my bedroom. I heard the door open and the sound of voices, men laughing and shouting together. That noise made me feel even more bitter. I was still seeing red, and I was determined at that moment to make him pay!
 
    
 
   I stomped across my bedroom and threw up in my closet door, sifting through piles of clothes like a mad woman, before settling on one perfect outfit. It was my tightest pink sweater, and my shortest pleated skirt. I teamed it with knee-high cotton socks and deliberately didn't put on any underwear. Oh yes, I was going to make him pay alright.
 
    
 
   After spending half an hour curling my long blonde hair into glossy ringlets, and applying some make-up and perfume I stood back to admire my handiwork in the mirror. I was still angry, but my heart was also beating with excitement at this point. I knew I looked good, and I was going to make sure that Daddy's buddies knew it to. I couldn't wait to see the look of shame and embarrassment on his face as I began to work my magic on them.
 
    
 
   I practically skipped out of my bedroom and down the hallway, feeling light on my feet as I descended the staircase and made my way across the house to the games room. I could hear them laughing and shouting together as I approached, and it flared up that little spark of anger inside me -- giving me just enough courage to go through with what I was planning. I pushed open the door and walked into the room, swaying my hips as I did so.
 
    
 
   "Hi guys" I said with a sweet smile on my face, and walked over to the mini fridge in the corner of the room. They all stopped what they were doing and turned to look at me, their eyes immediately drawn to my perky tits, drinking in the sight of my slightly erect nipples through my tight sweater. This was going to be so much fun.
 
    
 
   I bent low and opened the fridge, knowing full well that my dad's friend John who was seated just a few feet behind me would get a nice little flash of my shaven pussy. I heard him gasp a little as I pulled out a beer, and removed the cap with my teeth. The rest of the guys were still staring at me, with mixed expressions on their faces. My stepdad's face was bright red, and he looked like he was about to explode.
 
    
 
   "How are you all doing tonight?" I said, taking a sip of my beer and trying my best to keep my face looking neutral. They all checked themselves and averted their eyes, murmuring that they were having a good time etc. The only one who didn't answer was my stepdad.
 
    
 
   "Does anyone fancy a game of pool?" I said, once again try my best to look neutral and innocent.
 
    
 
   "Look, Cindy, the guys don't want you bothering them, okay?" My stepdad managed to say in a restrained voice. He was doing his best not to lose control, and I took great delight in watching him squirm.
 
    
 
   "Oh it’s okay, Dave" I heard John say from behind me "she's not doing any harm, let her have a game or two"
 
    
 
   The other guys chimed in, telling my stepdad to lighten up. He was cornered, I knew he wouldn’t be able to protest without making himself look like an ass. It was perfect.
 
    
 
   I grabbed a pool cue and watched one of my dad's friends place the balls in the centre of the table. I leaned over as low as possible, giving the guys in front of me full view of my delicious cleavage, and allowing John another glance at my little pink pussy from behind. I was enjoying myself so much, drinking in the sight of my stepdad's tortured face as he watched his buddies ogling me, and took a little too long to break. My stepdad knew exactly what I was doing.
 
    
 
   Throughout the entire game of pool hardly anybody spoke, they were all mesmerised by what I was doing. It was the easiest game of pool I'd ever played!
 
    
 
   As I potted the last ball, I watched my stepdad's face turned from crimson to dark purple. None of his buddies seemed to notice the obvious torment that he was going through. Not that any of them probably would have cared anyway; I was putting on too good a show.
 
    
 
   "Another game?" I said, standing up straight and running the pool cue between my fingers. My dad's buddies all called out ‘yes’ simultaneously and I couldn't help but giggle. That was the last straw. I wasn't prepared for what happened next, as I watch my stepdad physically explode. He threw his bottle of beer to the floor where it smashed, sending flecks of glass scattering throughout the room. I shrieked, and his buddies cried out. But any sounds that we made were dwarfed by his shouting.
 
    
 
   "OUT!” He shouted at the top of his lungs "everybody out. Right now!"
 
    
 
   "Jesus, Dave "John said, his voice shaking slightly with shock "relax. There's no need to...”
 
    
 
   “NOW!” My stepdad bellowed, and this time nobody argued. They all got up quickly, and stumbled out of the room. It really was a frightening sight, to see him standing there clenching and unclenching his fists -- the colour of his face alternating between bright red and deep purple. As I heard the front door slam, I felt feeling of dread wash over me. I knew that I crossed the line, and I was frightened. But there was also part of me that was deeply excited by what just happened. I pushed his buttons in a way I'd never been able to do before, and the feeling of power and elation that it gave me was indescribable. That, coupled with the feeling I got from having my stepdad's friends marvel at my body like that made me feel weak at the knees.
 
    
 
   "You should be fucking ashamed of yourself!" he hissed, walking towards me slowly "acting like a cheap little slut, what did you hope to achieve from that? Huh?"
 
    
 
   I didn't answer him. I just stood there, holding his gaze but feeling the sense of dread and worry getting stronger. He really was angry. But there was something else inside the anger that I couldn't quite put my finger on. Something about him was different, and I could see it in his face as he walked towards me. 
 
    
 
   "You think that just by acting like a little whore, you'll get whatever you want?" My stepdad said. He was stood right in front of me now, and I could see that his heart was thumping in his chest beneath his tight white T-shirt. His pupils were dilated, and a slight sweat had broken out at his brow. "You need to be taught a lesson, Cindy. No little slut is going to manipulate me. Not ever!"
 
    
 
   He was uncomfortably close now; so close that his lips were literally just a couple of inches from mine. I could smell his cologne, and feel his breath softly caressing my cheek as he spoke. I immediately felt woozy and confused, but I said nothing and did nothing.
 
    
 
   "If you're going to act like a little slut" my stepdad continued, his voice now a raspy whisper "then I guess I'm just going to have to treat you like one!”
 
    
 
   Pain and exhilaration suddenly flashed through my body. My stepdad slapped me across the face, causing a ringing in my ear -- before grabbing me by the shoulders and pulling me towards him in a rough and passionate kiss. I couldn't believe it! This was my stepdad! And now he had his tongue down my throat.
 
    
 
   But the funny thing was, after the initial shock of what was happening, I found that my own tongue was massaging his. I was responding to the kiss almost automatically. It was like there was something inside me spurring me on -- like I wanted this!
 
    
 
   He ran his hands down my back, and placed them on my ass, squeezing my cheeks and then pulling me closer to him. Our groins pressed up against one another, and I could feel his hard erection through his pants. I couldn't believe that my stepdad was hard for me. It was absolutely surreal, and I knew in my heart that it was wrong. But that didn't stop me.
 
    
 
   He pulled away from the kiss and held me at arm's-length, his eyes glazed over with an animal lust. I opened my mouth to say something, but words failed me. I didn't even have time to draw in another breath before he forced me down to my knees, keeping his hands firmly planted on my shoulders. I looked up at him with pleading eyes, and had just enough time to gasp as he pulled out his huge throbbing cock. I couldn't believe how big he was, or how hard and swollen. But he didn't give me time to drink in the sight of it, he just took advantage of my open mouth and thrust his hips forwards. My mouth was immediately filled with cock, causing me to cough and splutter as he rammed it down my throat. I grasped his wrists, trying to steady myself on my knees as he furiously began to thrust himself inside my mouth. I'd never given deep throat like this before, and feeling his huge member hitting the back of my throat hurt like crazy. But it was a strange kind of pain that seemed to make my pussy grow wetter by the second.
 
    
 
   "That's right" he hissed, “open wide and take Daddy’s cock. Good girl”
 
    
 
   I felt so dirty and degraded, and yet so completely turned on! I wanted his cock in my throat, almost as badly as I wanted to feel him stuff it inside my tight, wet cunt. I groaned with anticipation, and ran my tongue over the ridges of his shaft. I couldn't believe I was tasting my daddy's cock for the very first time, and it felt so dammed good.
 
    
 
   "Oh baby" my daddy groaned, "you suck a dick like a little cum slut don’t you! Dirty bitch...”
 
    
 
   The disgusting and insulting words that were coming out of his mouth only turned me on even more. I was a dirty little cum slut. I was Daddy's dirty little cum slut, and I was so hungry for his cock that I couldn't help but moan and whine as he slid himself in and out of my mouth. His pace was quickening, and I felt even more turned on by the fact that he was getting so excited so quickly. I could feel my pussy positively dripping now, and quickly let go of one of his wrists and stuffed my hand up my skirt. I plunged my fingers into my pussy, rolling my thumb over my clit as I slid my digits in and out of my tight, wet hole. 
 
    
 
   My stepdad saw what I was doing, and immediately removed his cock from my mouth. The look of anger and lust in his eyes was indescribable, and he shoved me backwards, roughly. I hit the floor with a thud, my hand still firmly up my skirt, and he gasped at the sight of my completely shaven pussy. He wasted no time in climbing on top of me, bending down for another rough kiss. My heart was racing, and I felt dizzy. Every fibre of me willed him on. He grabbed my wrists and pinned them up above my head, intertwining my fingers with his and feeling the slick wetness of my pussy juices on my hand.
 
    
 
   "You’re so fucking ready" he gasped, and without a moment’s hesitation he thrust his hips forwards and rammed his cock into my tight, teenage couldn't. I squealed with delight and pain, he was so big! He was bigger than any guy I’d ever had before, I could fill my pussy stretching around the thick base of his shaft as he rammed himself into me even harder. But I didn't tell him to stop. I just continued to gasp and squeal his he slammed into me over and over. There was no slow, sensual build up to this -- no easing into it. He just rammed his dick inside me and began to pound -- and I didn't want it any other way.
 
    
 
   I looked into his eyes as he gazed down at me, looking like a starving man observing a banquet. It was all so sudden that it just didn't seem real, and it was so taboo that I could feel myself blushing as his cock swelled inside me. He bit his lip and grunted with exertion as he thrust into me harder and harder. I felt my toes curling my body shaking. I could feel an orgasm building inside me, and I knew that my daddy was about cum too.
 
    
 
   "Come inside of me" I whispered into his ear, desperate to feel him release "come inside of me, Daddy!”
 
    
 
   That was all he needed. With an earth-shattering thrust and a loud gasp of exertion, I felt my daddy's cock ejaculate inside me. He twitched and spasmed, shooting his load inside me with such force that I could feel the spurts hitting my G-spot. That tipped me over the edge, and I wailed and moaned like a wounded animal as my pussy juices squirted outwards. I practically drenched my stepdad is growing, and felt the warm stickiness of my orgasm between us. It was absolutely sensational, and didn't want it to end.
 
    
 
   My daddy slumped down on to me, pressing his weight against me before curling his arms beneath me and gripping me in a tight embrace. I kissed his neck and ran my fingers down his back, savouring the last moments of my orgasm.
 
    
 
   He stayed inside me for a few moments longer, while we both caught our breath. It took me a few moments to really realise the enormity of what had just happened, but I didn't regret one bit of it. Then I had to hold back a little giggle as I remembered my daddy's words;
 
    
 
   "You think that just by acting like a little whore, you'll get whatever you want?"
 
    
 
   How ironic. It turned out that I had got what I wanted in the end -- I just hadn't realised that I wanted in the first place. I knew at that moment that our week alone together was going to be far more fun than I at first anticipated.
 
    
 
   Anything For You, Daddy 
 
    
 
   “A Rough, Double-Team Sex Encounter With Stepdad, Daughter And A Stranger”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
   Leanna is a nervous, shy girl – and when her stepdad decides to teach her to drive, she finds her confidence wavering. But, after a bad accident that was completely Leanna’s fault, she finds her confident, seductive side begins to awaken. She uses her newfound talent to bargain with the man who’s car she hit, and invites her horny stepdad to join in on the fun! But, she gets more than she bargained for, as she finds herself giving up her tight, virgin ass. 
 
    
 
   As Leanna gazed out of the kitchen window at the parked car on the street, she felt her anxiety increasing. It was the first time her stepdad, Charlie had let her drive out into the neighbourhood and she was completely petrified! She had only been learning to drive for a couple of weeks, but her stepdad was so pushy that he already wanted her to get out onto the roads. Leanna would rather he paid for driving lessons, but Charlie wasn’t the type.
 
    
 
   “Why on earth would I pay for lessons?” Charlie had said when Leanna suggested he and her mom buy her some driving lessons for her nineteenth birthday “I’ll just teach you myself. It’ll be fun!”
 
    
 
   But it wasn’t fun. It was stressful, humiliating and as far away from ‘fun’ as Leanna could imagine. Her stepdad was an ex-cop, and as a result of his former profession he had a few undesirable traits. Amongst some of them, he was an impatient, stern and abrupt man – not the ideal person to be teaching somebody with a nervous disposition. The first lesson they had together literally reduced Leanna to tears when she accidentally hit the gas pedal instead of the break, bumping into the curb and causing Charlie to shout at her.
 
    
 
   “For god’s sake, Leanna!” he had bellowed “can’t you follow simple instructions?” 
 
    
 
   His words had cut into her and Leanna immediately burst into tears. This only made matters worse. If there was one thing that made Charlie nervous and uncomfortable, it was the sight of a girl sobbing.
 
    
 
   “Grow up!” he had shouted, before getting out of the car, pulling her out of the driver’s seat and taking her place behind the wheel. His words had echoed through her head all the way home, and neither of them spoke. But, strangely enough, she no longer felt like crying.
 
    
 
   Now, as she waited impatiently in the kitchen for her stepdad to come downstairs so that she could begin her lesson, she felt as nervous has she had the first time she had driven a car, if not more. Her heart was racing and she felt physically sick – but she wasn’t entirely sure that it was only because of the impending driving lesson.
 
    
 
   Recently things between her and her stepdad had become a little... odd. Leanna couldn’t quite decide what it was that was different, but there was a definite shift in the ‘vibe’ between them. She and Charlie had never been particularly close, and they rarely talked, but recently she was finding it more and more difficult to share a comfortable silence with him.
 
    
 
   And she knew that he felt it too, because whenever they ended up in a room alone together, he would quickly make excuses to leave. Leanna suspected that this was something that had been building for quite a while but had never become noticeable until now. There was something different about Charlie, the way he looked, the way he conducted himself, the way he just was.
 
    
 
   He was making her feel a strange way too, arousing all kinds of weird and disturbing emotions within her. Although she tried her best to ignore it, she couldn't help but notice that her heart began to beat a little faster whenever he was around. She just put it down to nervousness. It was all she could do.
 
    
 
   "Okay, let's go" Charlie called, rushing down the stairs and grabbing his jacket from a hook on the wall "we've only got an hour before your mother gets home, and I want to ensure that you’re back here safe by the time she arrives."
 
    
 
   There was a little humour in his voice, and its expression seemed light and mild. Leanna almost felt encouraged as she followed him down the garden path towards the car. All feelings of encouragement melted away, however, when she got into the car.
 
    
 
   "Now, just do what we've been doing so far. It's the same car, it's just going to be in a different setting that's all." Charlie smiled at her and got into the passenger seat. Leanna took a deep breath and took her place behind the wheel. She turned the key in the ignition, trying desperately not to let her hands shake. She knew that Charlie would be watching, and she realised that she desperately wanted to impress him. The engine started, and away they went.
 
    
 
   The lesson itself was kind of a blur. Charlie talked about the structure of the engine, about safety, about road manoeuvres and about general awareness of the road. But Leanna wasn’t taking any of it in. She realised that as soon as her stepdad had finished talking that she couldn’t remember a word of what he was saying. Charlie knew she was barely listening to him, and for a moment he looked kind of annoyed. But then his expression softened, and he held his tongue. Leanna was grateful; he obviously realised that she was nervous. After practicing a few manoeuvres on a quiet side-street, he took her to a very secluded area of winding roads surrounded by fields just outside of town. 
 
    
 
   “I think this is the best place for you to get a feel for being behind the wheel” Charlie said as they parked up at the side of a quiet country road “the chances are we won’t even see another car down here today, it’s that quiet.”
 
    
 
   Oh, how wrong he was! After just half an hour of Leanna driving the car up and down, shakily, and trying to go around corners without swinging out on to the other side of the road, another car came around the bend.
 
    
 
   “O.K, now just move over and put your foot on the break, slowly” Charlie said.
 
    
 
   Leanna heard his words, but they just wouldn’t register. She froze! Blind panic took over her body, and she felt the blood rushing to her head. She didn't know what had come over her, but at that moment she completely forgot which pedal was the break which one was the gas. In a moment of desperation she stamped her foot down without thinking.
 
    
 
   There was an almighty crashing noise, and Leanna jolted forward violently in her seat as they collided with the other car. She shrieked as the seatbelt dug into her neck and shoulder, and Charlie threw his hands in front of his face instinctively.
 
    
 
   A deathly silence followed, as both Charlie and Leanna sat there in shock. Thankfully, there was no damage to the windscreen, but Leanna could tell from where she was sat that there was a lot of damage to the front of the vehicle. But it was nothing compared to the damage that she had inflicted on the other car. She cringed, and screwed her eyes shut. She didn't dare look over at Charlie, so she just kept her eyes staring dumbly at the wheel.
 
    
 
   Charlie said nothing, but undid his seatbelt and got out of the car to look at the damage. From the look on his face, Leanna could tell that it was pretty bad. She inwardly cursed herself for being such an idiot. Why did she have to freeze up at such a moment? Why did her stupid nerves have to kick in at a time like this? She was sick of it. She was sick of never being brave enough to take action. Something had to change!
 
    
 
   Leanna heard raised voices, and looked up to find Charlie arguing with the driver of the other vehicle. Both men were shouting at each other, their faces turning bright red, and she knew it was all her fault. She was the one who was behind the wheel. She was the one who crashed the car. And she realised at that moment that she was the one who would have to deal with the consequences.
 
    
 
   She drew in a deep breath, undid her seatbelt and got out of the car.
 
    
 
   "Stop shouting!" She cried, and with such conviction in her voice that both men did indeed stop shouting and turned to look at her, both wearing the same expression of surprise. "It's my fault okay? It was me. I froze up. I’m sorry...”
 
    
 
   "You froze up?" The other driver spat, a look of contempt on his face. He was young and good-looking man, wearing an expensive looking suit. Leanna glanced at his car, and although she didn't know much about automobiles she could tell immediately that he is was very expensive. She guessed it must be incredibly expensive to repair too!
 
    
 
   "Give me your insurance details” the man demanded, “right now!”
 
    
 
   Leanna stared at him open mouthed, and said nothing. She didn't know the insurance details. That was her stepdad's domain, so she looked at him to step in. Charlie's face went from red to deathly white. Leanna realised at that moment that she wasn't insured.
 
    
 
   "Oh this is rich" the man hissed, looking between them both, "she's not insured, is she?"
 
    
 
   Charlie said nothing. He knew he had committed an offence, and being an ex-cop he obviously thought it best not to say anything else. Leanna observed the other man's face lighting up with glee.
 
    
 
   "Oh, the police will surely want to hear about this!" The man grinned "and I think it would probably make a good story for the paper too. I thought I recognised you, Mr Davies. Or should I say Sergeant Davies?"
 
    
 
   Again Charlie said nothing, but Leanna could tell that his blood was boiling. The situation really was as bad as it looked. Her stepdad, an ex-cop and respected member of the local community, had just let his uninsured stepdaughter crash into the car of a powerful, local journalist.
 
    
 
   "I'll pay for it" Leanna blurted out, just as it looked like the argument was about to turn really ugly. Once again both men turned to look at her. She felt a rush of excitement and apprehension and she considered her next words carefully. She realised that the time for being nervous was over.
 
    
 
   She walked over to the journalist, with her shoulders back and head held high. Her posture not only made her look proud and confident, but also accentuated the soft plumpness of her breasts. She was glad at that moment that she had decided to wear a short tartan skirt and knee boots on this particular driving lesson. The journalist watched her hips as they swayed when she walked towards him, and when his eyes finally met hers she graced him with a sly smile.
 
    
 
   "And how exactly are you going to pay for it?" The journalist said, trying to keep his voice steady. Leanna looked him up and down and smiled again. She wasn't sure where this newfound confidence was coming from, but she thought it best to just go with it. She could see Charlie out of the corner of her eye, and he was regarding her suspiciously. Yet he did nothing to stop her. That thought made her even more excited.
 
    
 
   "I'll pay in whatever way you want me to pay" Leanna said, almost grimacing their own words as she spoke. It was true, though. She really would do whatever she had to in order to smooth out this awful mess. The only thing that made her feel strange and somewhat queasy was the fact that her stepdad was stood right next to her. And perhaps what was even stranger was the fact that he wasn't stopping her.
 
    
 
   "Please, Mister” Leanna said, in her cutest and most innocent of voices "I'll do anything. Anything at all."
 
    
 
   Leanna fluttered her eyelashes, and pushed her chest out even more, watching as the man's eyes trailed down her face to rest on her luscious cleavage. She glanced over at Charlie, and saw an expression on his face that she'd never seen before. It caused her to swell up with excitement, and her knees immediately began to grow weak.
 
    
 
   "I'll do anything for my daddy" she whispered, directing her words at the journalist but keeping her eyes firmly locked on Charlie's. It was a surreal proposition, but she felt such a strange energy between them that she knew it was the right thing to do. And the growing bulge in Charlie's pants affirmed that notion for her.
 
    
 
   The journalist obviously agreed, because at that moment his hands were all over her, tugging at her sweater and pulling it over her head. Charlie took this is his cue to spring into action, and moved behind Leanna, pulling up her skirt with shaking hands. It was as if he'd been waiting to do this all along, and that turned Leanna on even more. She groaned with ill-disguised delight as Charlie began to squeeze her ass cheeks in his hands.
 
    
 
   The journalist tossed her sweater away and pulled down her bra with such force that the straps snapped and her huge tits spilled free. He squeezed them in both hands and then bent down and took one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking greedily. Leanna barely had time to moan with pleasure before he moved on to the next one, rolling it between his teeth and causing her to wince in pain. Then he grabbed her by the back of the head, roughly, and pulled her into a hard, passionate kiss. He forced his tongue into her mouth and she immediately responded by massaging his with her own. Then she found her knees beginning to buckle, as Charlie's hand found its way into her panties.
 
    
 
   She felt so confused, ashamed of what was happening but with no desire to stop it. She couldn't believe she was letting her stepdad touch her this way, and she couldn't believe how much she wanted it. The thought of being fucked by a complete stranger turned her on, but the prospect of feeling her stepdad's cock deep inside her cunt was just out of this world.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the journalist pulled away from the kiss and grabbed Leanna's hair. She didn't even have time to scream out before he forced her downwards and thrust is huge cock into her mouth. She didn't even notice that he'd taken it out of his pants, and already he was ramming it down her throat.
 
    
 
   Again following the lead of the journalist, Charlie ripped down her panties and began working her pussy with his fingers. She was torn between two conflicting feelings, pleasure in her pussy and pain in her throat. She gagged and spluttered under the force of the journalist's cock, but he didn't pull back.
 
    
 
   "Good girl" the journalist said in a sly voice "open wide!"
 
    
 
   Leanna did as she was told, and tried to relax her throat to allow him in more freely. She felt dirty and degraded, but also liberated. At that moment she was no longer be unsure and confident girl. At that moment she was nobody, she was just a filthy whore to be used and that's exactly what she wanted. She practically exploded when she felt her stepdad bend low and begin licking his tongue against her tight ass hole.
 
    
 
   It was an odd sensation to feel violated and pleasured at the same time. Leanna realised that her pussy was getting wetter and wetter by the second. Charlie's fingers plunged deep into her cunt, and she heard him groan when he realised how wet she was.
 
    
 
   "You’re ready for this" Charlie whispered, and his words were almost encouraging. The journalist must have heard what he said too, because at that moment he pulled his dick out of Leanna’s mouth and dragged her to her feet by her hair. He lead her over to the hood of his car, and bend her over it roughly.
 
    
 
   He pulled her skirt up and yanked on her panties with such force that they tore away from her body. Charlie gasped and grunted, obviously turned on by what he saw. Then the journalist began to spank her ass, hard and brutal while Charlie simply stood and watched.
 
    
 
   Leanna couldn't believe how good it felt to be degraded like this, and made no sound of protest. All she did was yelp and squeal with each slap, giving every appearance of being in pain but actually loving every second of it.
 
    
 
   "You want her sweet pussy?" The journalist asked Charlie in a raspy voice that was heavy with impatience. Charlie nodded, obviously lost for words. Charlie moved forwards, taking out his huge cock from his pants as he did so. Leanna gasped at the sheer size of it, and then yelped again as another hard spank landed against her ass cheek.
 
    
 
   The journalist hitched up her leg onto the hood of the car, allowing Charlie easy access to her dripping cunt. This was it. She was actually going to get fucked by her daddy! She couldn't believe what she had got herself into.
 
    
 
   All of a sudden Charlie was right on her, teasing her expose pussy lips with the tip of his cock. She moaned and found herself grinding against the metal of the car, and then finally cried out with undiluted glee as Charlie slipped his dick up inside her. Her stepdad's cock was bigger than any she'd ever taken before, but this slight feeling of pain only heightened her senses more. She wanted this. She wanted to be fucked by her daddy, in front of a complete stranger.
 
    
 
   "Looks like a pussy is sweet” the journalist commented, massaging his cock and vigorously as he spoke. Charlie grunted in agreement, and quickened his pace. "Let’s see if her ass is even sweeter" the journalist said, then stepped forward, pushing Charlie to the side slightly to give himself easy access. He then parted Leanna’s ass cheeks roughly, and before she could even put out a word of protest she felt his dick pressing up against her tight ring.
 
    
 
   Leanna cried out in a twisted yowl of pain as the journalist stuffed his cock up her ass. It was so painful that she felt like her head was going to explode. But she didn't tell him to stop. There was something inside her that was feeding off the pain, and she couldn't help but notice that it made the feeling of her stepdad's cock inside her all the more intense.
 
    
 
   She shuddered and groaned under the force of both men as they began ploughing into her. She'd never been fucked in the ass before, and now two men were doing her at once! It felt so strange to be filled up that way, and even more exhilarating to think that it was her own daddy doing it to her. 
 
    
 
   Charlie slipped his hand underneath Leanna, and began playing with her clit as he piled into her. She felt every inch of the journalist as he slid in and out of her ass, stretching her around his shaft. But now that she had some friction against her clit, the pain in her ass was subsiding.
 
    
 
   "Fill her up" the journalist suddenly barked "make her pay for what she's done!"
 
    
 
   Charlie didn't need telling twice. With a loud groan he emptied himself into his stepdaughter, slapping her ass with every spurt of his cum. Leanna squealed as her own orgasm came gushing out, soaking her daddy's groin with her sweet juices. Her pussy pulsated and her asshole clenched, tightening around the journalist’s dick as he buried himself even deeper inside of her. That was too much for him, and he shot his load in her virgin ass – grunting like an animal as he did so. 
 
    
 
   Leanna couldn't believe what she’d just done, but she was even more shocked at how much she enjoyed it. It felt utterly delicious to be filled up by two guys at once, and she smiled to herself as she gasped for breath on the hood of the car. Both men stayed inside of her for a few moments, until she felt their cocks beginning to relax. Then they both slowly drew out, leaving her lying against flat against the metal hood, desperately trying to catch her breath. She didn't care. At that moment she was in a state of complete and utter bliss.
 
    
 
   She then felt Charlie pulling her skirt back down, and the journalist handed her back her sweater. She rolled over on the hood of the car and looked up at them both. A broad smile spread across her face, and both of them couldn't help but smile back.
 
    
 
   "So, have I paid my debt?" Leanna said, cheekily. The journalist nodded curtly, but said nothing. She looked over at Charlie, and although he was trying to keep his face neutral she could see a glint of excitement behind his eyes. She knew how grateful he must be for what she'd just done, and she shivered with excitement as she contemplated how he might repay her. If what she'd just endured was supposed to be a punishment, then she couldn't wait to find out what it felt like to be rewarded! Her daddy's face said it all.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Whatever Daddy Wants 
 
    
 
   “A Hardcore Story of Virgin Sex Between A Horny Stepfather And His Teenage Stepdaughter”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
   Bernice doesn’t get along with her stepdad, and their relationship has become more and more strained over the years.  They argue and bicker constantly, and Bernice’s mother can’t take any more. She decides to book a spa weekend for Bernice’s eighteenth birthday, but what she doesn’t tell her daughter is that she is going to be spending the weekend relaxing with none other than her stepfather. It seems like the perfect opportunity for them to put aside their differences and spend some quality time together. But, during a sensual massage at the spa, Bernice falls asleep – and when she awakes she realises that there is an entirely different pair of hands caressing her. What follows gives an entirely new meaning to father-daughter bonding. 
 
    
 
   I gazed out of the window at the countryside as it whizzed past. We’d only been in the car for an hour, but to me it felt like an eternity. I sighed and had to stifle a yawn – it was so boring being in the car with no music on. I don’t know why my stepdad had such a problem with the radio, but evidently he felt so strongly about it that he’d rather drive for an hour in awkward silence than get over his stubbornness and just put on the radio. He would just blindly refuse, saying that he couldn’t stand today’s music, or that the radio hosts annoyed him. That was just typical of him and his judgemental and controlling nature. 
 
    
 
   He wouldn’t even let me put on a CD! Talk about controlling. I knew that he was just being this way to spite me, but I also knew that if I raised the issue he would tell me that I was behaving like a spoilt child. We’d had enough arguments in the five years that he had been married to my mom for me to know the sorts of things he would do and say. It was almost like arguments between us arose out of habit rather than anything else. But there was no way of changing that, I was sure. As far as I was concerned, there was too much water under the bridge. I deeply resented him for the way that he always tried to belittle me and control me. I truly felt like he treated me like a child, and no matter how many times I tried to explain my anguish to my mom, she just never listened. She always sided with him.
 
    
 
   I suppose I was difficult at times – and yes, sometimes our arguments did stem from me being immature and petulant. But I always justified my own behaviour by comparing it to the way that he treated me. Perhaps I wouldn’t behave like a child if he didn’t treat me like one! I had just turned eighteen that week, but still he treated me like an infant. Me and my stepdad just didn’t get along, simple as that. 
 
    
 
   As a matter of fact, our strained relationship was the reason for this awkward road trip. In the weeks leading up to my eighteenth birthday, me and my stepdad had been at each other’s throats. More so than usual.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but something had changed between us. He was much more controlling than usual, making sly remarks about the way I looked and how I should ‘dress more appropriately’ for my age. I couldn’t believe the cheek of it!
 
    
 
   But my mom never stuck up for me. She’d had so many bad experiences in the past with getting stuck in the middle of arguments between us that I guess she’d just learned her lesson and decided it best to keep well out of it. But that didn’t help me! I felt like I was constantly subjected to his belittling and antagonising me.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t even pick up the telephone without him suddenly appearing by my side demanding to know who I was calling and why. I swear that I could hear him on the other line one time, listening in to me having quite a personal conversation with one of my girl friends. It was like he was obsessed or something!
 
    
 
   I have to say that his strange behaviour as of late had left me feeling a little bit nervous and kind of confused.  It was so obvious that even my mom had noticed, but rather than giving him a stern talking to, she decided to ship us off together in the car for a spa-weekend together. The moment she announced the news to us both, our faces dropped simultaneously. But she’d obviously spent a lot of money on arranging it last minute, so neither of us dared to object. We just stared at each other, and managed fake smiles. My mom must have known how we really felt, but I don’t think she cared. As far as she was concerned this was the perfect way to force us to at least attempt to get along. 
 
    
 
   I sighed a deep, almost exasperated sigh as I looked out of the window in silence. My stepdad moved his hand to change gear, brushing me slightly on the thigh as he did so. It was a complete accident, but for some reason it made me jump out of my skin and snap my head around to look at him. It also caused my heart to race and my stomach to tighten in a not altogether unpleasant way.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, Bernice – relax!” he said, looking puzzled by my reaction “why are you so jumpy?”
 
    
 
   I looked at him for a moment and then shook my head, shrugging my shoulders as I did so. I couldn’t answer him because I didn’t know. He was right, though. I was jumpy. And nervous. And unsettled for some reason that I just couldn’t explain. But I could tell that he felt it too – from the way his face was set into a frown of concentration, and his hand’s gripped the steering wheel a little too tightly. There was a distinct nervousness between us, and neither of us could deny it. 
 
    
 
   I breathed an audible gasp of relief when we finally pulled into the car park of the Ocean Bay Hotel & Spa and quickly got out of the car. It felt good to be out of the car and away from the stifling yet somehow electric atmosphere that had been practically suffocating us. My stepdad popped the trunk and I picked up my bright pink suitcase, then made my way up the steps to the entrance of the hotel.
 
    
 
   “Nice of you to offer some help!” my stepdad called after me, wrestling with his own case and trying to lock up the car at the same time. I huffed and made my way into the reception area. Why should I help him? He hadn’t even offered to help me, so why should I be the one to remember my manners? This was just typical of him. Always self-centred, and too ignorant to even realise it.
 
    
 
   “Hi, we have a reservation under the name of Browning” I said to the lady behind the desk. She smiled and got up out of her seat, beckoning my stepdad over as he stumbled through the doors and into the hotel.
 
    
 
   “Right this way please” she said, walking out from behind her desk and around a corner “the porters will see to your luggage. For now I suspect you’d like to relax and unwind from your journey.”
 
    
 
   We followed her down a short corridor, exchanging looks of bewilderment but neither of us offering up any word of protest.  We turned another corner and found that the corridor came to an end. There were a set of large double doors immediately in front of us, and two doors either side.
 
    
 
   “The changing rooms are on the left and right, and you’ll find your robes, towels and slippers hanging up ready for you” the woman said with a smile, gesturing to the doors as she spoke “once you’ve changed, make your way through these double doors into the massage room.”
 
    
 
   “What, right now?” I said, a look of puzzlement on my face. 
 
    
 
   “Yes” the woman said promptly “you’ve paid for the full package, which includes a complimentary massage upon arrival. The masseuses are waiting ”
 
    
 
   She gestured to the female changing room once more and I obediently opened the door and slipped inside, without so much as a word to my stepdad. I wanted to get this all over and done with so that I could just retreat up to my room and hide away. Sure, my mom had paid for us to be here and ‘bond’– but she couldn’t force us to spend time together. I knew my stepdad would secretly be thinking the same thing.
 
    
 
   After I’d slipped out of my clothes and put them in the locker provided, I wrapped myself in a towel and put my robe and slippers on. Then I scurried out of the changing room and through the double doors into the massage room.
 
    
 
   I was immediately shocked by what I saw. The room before me was like nothing I had ever seen before. It was absolutely beautiful! There was a river carved into the marble floor, separating the room into two islands. In the centre of each island there was a massage table, and there were rose petals scattered over every inch of the floor. I heard my stepdad enter the room through the doors behind me, and couldn’t help but smile when he stopped dead in his tracks, just as I had done. The room really did look magical – soft, ambient lighting seemed to pulsate as if from nowhere, giving everything a rose-tinted glow. I walked over to one of the massage tables and hopped up onto it, looking back at my stepdad and grinning.
 
    
 
   “Mom’s outdone herself, don’t you think?” I said, swinging my legs and grinning like a child “I can’t believe it!”
 
    
 
   My stepdad nodded, and walked over to his table. I did think it was a little odd that there was no divide in the middle of the room, though. I would have thought that they might offer at least a curtain for privacy. But then it dawned on me that this must be a room for couples. Why else would there be such romantic decor?
 
    
 
   That notion made me feel a little uncomfortable, but before I had time to consider it further, a small side door opened and two young women walked in. Neither of them spoke, they just smiled and took our robes, then gestured for us to lie, face down, on the massage tables. All apprehension, anxiety and feelings of awkwardness immediately began to melt away as the woman began working her magic on me. I groaned and sank further into the massage table as she pressed her hands into my knotted flesh, rubbing and kneading until I felt like I was literally turning to liquid in her hands.
 
    
 
   It was so relaxing to be pampered in that way, like her hands were magic. I found myself dozing off into a placid sleep, and I didn't realise that my towel was being unhooked at the back, and laid open – exposing my bare ass on the smooth curve of my back. My head was filled with strange sensations, smells and feelings -- like I was being transported away from the physical world and into existence of nothing but pleasure. I felt a warm tingling between my legs, and a familiar dragging, pulsing sensation coming from deep within the pit of my stomach. I was aware that I let out a little moan, but it wasn't enough to wake me from my strange slumber. I was too far gone. In fact, I was so relaxed that I didn't even notice the change in pressure as the hands caressed my back.
 
    
 
   I didn't notice that they had somehow become stronger, rougher. I didn't even notice how they were slowly making their way down my back, closer and closer to the ripe, firm mounds of my buttocks. All I knew was that the more they worked on me, the more my pussy began to flutter.
 
    
 
   It was only when I felt the unmistakable feeling of the finger teasing the soft crease where my buttock met the back of my thigh that my eyes snapped open. I turned my head in shock and surprise, but nothing could have prepared me for the sight that met my eyes. My stepdad was standing there, completely naked with his hands caressing me. His cock was hard, and I saw the glint of a small bead pre-cum that had gathered at the tip. How long had he been standing there like that? How long keeping touching me? Why wasn't I telling him to stop?
 
    
 
   "Daddy... what the f...” I began, but I cut myself short as I felt my stepdad's rough fingers slide deep inside my tight cunt. I couldn't believe what was happening to me. He was my stepdad! Now he had his fingers inside my pussy, I couldn't even bring myself to tell him to stop. I didn't want him to stop. It was absolutely crazy.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   "Ssshhh” he whispered slipping another finger up inside me and making me gasp "your skin... you just looked so... soft”
 
    
 
   His voice was low and heavy with desire. It made my heart do a somersault, and I couldn't take my eyes off his throbbing erection. I couldn't believe how attracted I was to him at that moment, it was completely sub-normal! All the tension that had been mounting between us over the last few months was suddenly bubbling over, and this seemed the only logical way that it could possibly resolve itself. I wanted this. I wanted my daddy's big fat cock inside my tight little pussy. I wanted him to be my first!
 
    
 
   I moaned like a little whore as he continued to work on me, curling his fingers inside me and then drawing them out excruciatingly slowly. Every couple of strokes he would brush against my clit, sending little zips of electricity through me and causing me to gasp out loud. I had never been touched in that way, and I couldn't believe it was my daddy doing it to me.
 
    
 
   I bit my bottom lip and closed my eyes, giving myself over to him completely and clenching my pussy around his fingers as they explored me from the inside. When I opened my eyes again I saw that he was massaging his cock with his free hand, squeezing it hard at the base and drawing out even more pre-cum. Instinctively, I reached out and grabbed it, pulling him towards my face. I opened wide and allowed him to thrust himself down my throat, tasting his juices and feeling my own flowing more freely. I sucked on him greedily, squeezing his shaft and sliding my hand up slowly to meet my mouth before burying him deep inside my throat once more.
 
    
 
   “Ooohh, fuck... baby – you’re so good!” He exclaimed, closing his eyes and throwing his head backwards. His words of encouragement made my heart do another somersault. I had barely even sucked a dick before; I was doing so instinctively and it just felt so right.
 
    
 
   I felt my daddy's helmet swell up inside my mouth, and I heard him gasp. He drew out of my mouth quickly and removed his fingers from my pussy. I drew in a sharp breath, shocked as he looked down at me, an expression of the utmost desire on his face. He then sprang into action, straddling the massage table and me, both his knees on either side of my ass and his hard dick resting in the middle.
 
    
 
   "Your ass is perfect" he whispered. I didn't know how to answer that, so I just remained silent. I felt him shift his position, sliding his cock between my ass cheeks slowly before resting its tip just at opening my pussy. I flinched and looked over my shoulder at him. I was so sedated I didn't feel like myself any more. I was subservient, malleable. It was as if he could manipulate me into doing anything he wanted, and the strange thing was that I wanted him to manipulate me. I wanted him to use me for whatever pleasures he had in mind. I wanted him to fuck me!
 
    
 
   "I bet About your pussy is perfect too" he said, and without a word of warning he thrust his hips forward and buried himself inside me. I squealed, unprepared for the sharp jolt of pain that shot through my body. He carried on pushing, pressing his hands into the small of my back to give himself some leverage. I squealed and panted as he finally broke through, filling me up for the very first time.
 
    
 
   He gasped, clearly astonished by just how tight I was. Then he drew his cock out slowly before sliding up inside me with more force. I yelped with pain, but made no demands for him to stop. It was a good kind of pain, and it felt so right. What we were doing was forbidden, wrong – but it all made perfect sense now. The tension, the power struggle, everything. I needed his cock to tame me.
 
    
 
   I clenched my pussy muscles around him, as if I was drawing him into me further. I could feel my juices trickling down the insides of my thighs, and I moaned with pleasure as the pain began to subside.
 
    
 
   "Please, Daddy” I whispered, my body shaking “fuck me harder!”
 
    
 
    I couldn't believe the words were coming out of my mouth, and it was clear that my stepdad couldn't either. He gasped in shock, and paused momentarily before slamming his cock it up inside me with a renewed force. I groaned with pleasure, feeling the familiar warmth of an orgasm brewing from deep within. My Daddy’s cock felt so good as it slid in and out of me, and it worked me up into such a frenzy that I didn’t care who might hear me scream my profanities.
 
    
 
   “Please Daddy!” I wailed, coming close to climax “Fuck me! Harder! HARDER!”
 
    
 
   My daddy obliged, growling with pleasure and spanking my ass as he slammed me. He fucked me with such a force that the massage table began to rock, and I had to grip the sides in order to stop myself from sliding off. 
 
    
 
   I was so close – and I knew that he was too. All he needed was one final little bit of encouragement from my dirty little mouth.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me, Daddy!” I screamed “FUCK MY VIRGIN CUNT!”
 
    
 
   As soon as those filthy words left my mouth I heard my stepdad yelp and groan as he emptied his load into me, filling me with cum. It felt so incredible. I screamed and bit down on the padding of the massage table beneath me, but it did little to quiet my wails of ecstasy. I came hard, my pussy gushing outwards and soaking the massage table beneath. It was the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced, far longer and way more powerful than anything I'd ever been able to give myself.
 
    
 
   My daddy slowed to a gentle pulse, easing his cock in and out as it became more and more relaxed. I panted and moaned, still relishing the last waves of pleasure as they occupied my body. A part of me couldn't believe what had just happened, but the other part of me couldn't believe that it taken so long to. I realised at that moment that this had been a long time coming.
 
    
 
   "Are you okay, baby girl?" Daddy whispered, slowly pulling out of me. He got down off the massage table and stood next to me, his hand resting gently on my back as he looked down at me. I rolled over slightly to face him, and wide smile spread across my face.
 
    
 
   "I'm better than okay" I said, and he smiled back at me warmly. Who would have guessed that daddy-daughter bonding could be so much fun?
 
    
 
    
 
   Take It For Daddy 
 
    
 
   “A Rough and Reluctant Bondage-Sex Encounter Between Stepdad and Daughter”
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
   Monica is bored and frustrated to be on a camping trip with her mother and stepfather. She and her stepdad do not get along, and Monica resents being forced to spend time with him like this. She decides to get under his skin by breaking into his belongings and stealing some of his beer. But, after disappearing into the woods to have some sneaky drinks, Monica runs into none other than her stepdad on her return to the campsite. Now that he’s alone with her she learns quickly why there has been so much tension between them, and has no choice but to lie down and take whatever daddy wants to give her. 
 
    
 
   I yawned then picked up a large stick and began to stoke the campfire. The sun was beginning to set in the sky, casting strange shadows over the floor. My stepdad, my mother and I had only been camping once before and it was back when I was very small. I think it was around the time that my mom had first met my stepdad. I suppose she thought it would have been a nice family bonding session, and from what I remember it kind of was. I enjoyed hiking through the forests, swimming in the lakes, and singing songs around the campfire at night time. But, now that I was 19 years old the charm and excitement of such a thing was lost on me. I was more interested in traipsing around the place, trying to see if I could get a signal on my mobile phone.
 
    
 
   I didn't understand why my parents couldn't see that I was just too old to be coming on camping trips with them. What on earth possessed them to drag me out into the middle of nowhere, I'll never know. I did get the feeling that it might have been my mom's idea, rather than my stepdad's. It was probably to do with the fact that he and I really hadn't been getting along recently.
 
    
 
   We would argue constantly, it was as if we were locked in a permanent power struggle. Ever since I dropped out of college, my stepdad had treated me like a stranger inside my own home. I suppose he was just disappointed that, after having finally gotten rid of me for nearly a year, I had somehow managed to force my way back into their lives.
 
    
 
   He was obviously over the moon when I finally left the college. I was barely a few weeks into my first semester before he converted my old bedroom into his own personal gym. I thought it was disrespectful, and downright outrageous, but my mom didn't seem to agree. She was constantly stuck in the middle, but when it came down to it she would always take his side over mine.
 
    
 
   "It's important that your dad has a hobby" my mom said when I confronted her about him converting my room into a gym "ever since he lost his job he's been so bored rattling around the house, I think it will do him good to have a gym up there. Plus actually converting it was a little project for him, which I think he really enjoyed. You should be happy for him, Monica"
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe the words that were coming out of her mouth. What she really that insensitive? Did she really not see why I would take offence at having my treasured childhood room ripped out and turned into my stepdad's own personal workout space? I was so angry that I couldn't even speak to her, and I remember that I just slammed the phone down on her, and didn't make contact with her again for a couple of weeks. It seemed like the more my stepdad desperately tried to exert control, the more my mom would submit and the further we would drift apart.
 
    
 
   My stepdad definitely had some issues with control. He decided absolutely everything about the running of the household. It was up to him when we had our mealtimes, it was up to him what we ate dinner, it was up to him when I could and couldn't use the telephone, he was even up to him to decide what friends I could and couldn't invite around the house. Suffice to say when I first went away to college, I was relieved to be away from it all.
 
    
 
   But, sadly, I realised I just wasn't cut out for the life of an academic and within a few months I crumbled under the pressure, and turned up on the doorstep of my old home, suitcase in hand. The look on my stepdad's face was priceless!
 
    
 
   So now, a few months on I was still sleeping on the couch in my own home, because my stepdad flatly refused to turn my room back to the way it should be. Once again my mom offered no support, and tried her best to keep out of the entire situation. Her only feeble attempt to help improve relations within the house was shipping is all off on this stupid camping trip. I sighed a deep sigh and stoked the fire once more.
 
    
 
   My mom and stepdad were off on the other side of the lake, gathering up firewood to keep the campfire alight. I glanced at my watch and saw that it was only 9:30. That was a depressing thought, and knowing that I had another two days of this torture made me feel sick to my stomach.
 
    
 
   It was then that an idea hit me. I knew that my stepdad had brought a cooler full of beer, and I also knew that I had at least half an hour before he and my mom would turn up baring firewood. In a moment of excited madness I jumped up from where I sat and hurried over to their tent. I rummaged through my stepdad's belongings, raking through shorts, T-shirts, bits of fishing equipment and hiking boots until I uncovered the large blue cooler box that housed his hidden treasures.
 
    
 
   I reached inside and pulled out a cold one from the bottom of the box. I wasn't even a real fan of beer, but for some reason I just felt like doing something really stupid. I knew that he was going to shout at me when he got back, and I knew that it was probably going to cause a huge argument. I just didn't care. The boredom and frustration was just too much for me, and I really didn't care at that moment about the consequences of my actions. I stuffed the beer into my belt buckle and used it to pop the cap off.
 
    
 
   I paused just long enough to watch the little wisps of vapour escaping from the neck of the bottle before I smiled and gulped the entire thing down as fast as I could. But it wasn't enough. I reached back into the cooler and pulled out another beer, flipping off the top as I had done the last one and then guzzling it just as fast. I felt the warmth spread of fuzziness beginning to move throughout my body. It made my head light and my knees weak, and caused the already ridiculous smile that was plastered across my face to spread even wider. I reached into the box and pulled out another three beers and then made my way out of the tent.
 
    
 
   I glanced across the lake and saw that my mom and stepdad were no longer combing the lake shore. I realised that they might be on their way back, so I decided to pick my way through the foliage and go a little bit deeper into the forest. Maybe I could find some peace and quiet there to sit and drink my beers and be on my own. I dipped into my tent for a second, just pull out my headphones and my denim jacket, and quickly made my way through the trees and away from our little campsite.
 
    
 
   It didn't bother me that my parents might be worried when they realised I wasn't there on their return. They would probably just assume that I'd gone searching for a signal for my mobile phone once more. And I knew full well that my stepdad wouldn't crack open the beers until after my mom had gone to sleep. My mom didn't drink, and although she never said it explicitly I knew that she didn't approve of my stepdad drinking either. So, out of respect for her he usually didn't do it in front of her. That gave me a least a couple of hours before he would realise that I'd taken the beers from him. I couldn't help but let out a little girlish giggle as I contemplated what I was doing. He really was going to be mad!
 
    
 
   After a while I found myself approaching a clearing, and I suddenly wished that I brought my flashlight with me. The sun had pretty much set now, and the forest was kind of creepy at night. But still I pressed on, and walked into the centre of the clearing, sitting down on a conveniently placed tree stump. I wasted no time in cracking open another beer and chugging it straight down. The stress and anxiety of having to move home, coupled with the feeling of being an outsider had just become too much for me. I wasn't supposed to drink, this I knew, but since returning home after a brief stint at college I completely disregarded any rules that were forced upon me. I was an adult, and it was time my parents accepted that. Especially my stepdad!
 
    
 
   I plugged my headphones into my phone, and put on my favourite playlist. I inhaled deeply and took another gulp of my beer, leaning back onto my elbows and looking up at the night sky. It was a clear night, and if I hadn't been in such a foul mood I might have enjoyed the beauty of the clear sky a little more. The moon was practically full, and of this I was glad because there was very little light in the forest. Before I knew it I had sunk another two beers, and was beginning to feel a little bit woozy.
 
    
 
   I was actually kind of glad though, anything to take the edge off this awkward holiday. Had I not been so tipsy, I might have considered the severity of what I'd actually done. I might have also been a little bit more attentive and looking at my watch, and noticing that I'd actually been gone for nearly 3 hours. I was just having too much of a good time on my own, chilling out and listening to my favourite tunes and generally just getting away from it all. I cracked open the final beer and put it to my lips. It was still cold and deeply refreshing, and I gulped greedily.
 
    
 
   But then, suddenly, I was rudely snatched away from my daydreams. The battery on my mobile phone had run flat, and the music stopped abruptly. I sighed a deep and exasperated sigh, and took my headphones out of my ears, stuffing them into my pocket.
 
    
 
   "Great!" I said to myself, sarcastically. With no music and very little alcohol left I didn't see I had much choice but to make my way back to our campsite. I winced at the thought of what might be waiting there, and visualised the look of anger and worry my parents’ faces. Stealing the beer and running off on my own had seemed like such a good idea before, but now the it was dark and I was faced with the prospect of going back and facing them, I realised just how stupid I'd been. But, that wasn’t unlike me. I was constantly getting myself into stupid situations, and constantly suffering the consequences.
 
    
 
   I got up from where I was sat, intending to make my way back to the campsite, and when I was finally on my feet I realised just how tipsy I actually was. The alcohol rushed straight to my legs, making me slightly bowlegged as I made my way out of the clearing. But it was only when I re-entered the dark, overgrown tangle of the forest I realised I'd lost my bearings! Cold panic began to wash over me, as I stumbled through the trees trying to figure out the way that I came.
 
    
 
   I felt the fear rising in me as I realised that I had absolutely no idea where I was going. I quickened my pace, stumbling through the trees and tripping on roots as I blindly scouted my way back along what I thought was the path to the campsite. Just as I was becoming all consumed with panic, something happened that made me scream. I crashed headfirst into something in the darkness, and whatever it was it let out a loud grunt. I screamed at the top of my lungs and fell backwards onto the floor, covering my face with my hands and spilling my beer all over me.
 
    
 
   I shrieked again but then cut myself short. Even in the complete darkness of the forest I could make out that the stocky silhouette belonged to my stepdad. He stood over me for a couple of seconds, eerie shadows from the trees being cast over his face. It looked kind of creepy, but I was just so happy to see him and not be lost any more that it didn’t register with me. I scrambled to my feet and lunged towards him, wrapping my arms around his huge frame and squeezing him tight.
 
    
 
   He was stiff and rigid at first, but then he relaxed and bent his arms at the elbow, pressing his palms against the top of my back and drawing me in even tighter.
 
    
 
   “I’m so glad you’re here” I gasped, clearly struggling for breath “I didn’t know where I was – I was stumbling through the trees and didn’t have a clue where I was going, and I knew you and mom would be worried, and I’m sorry that I went off on my own, and I’m sorry that I took your beer, it’s just that I needed some time to myself and...”
 
    
 
   My voice trailed off as I noticed something strange about my stepdad. He was looking down at me with an expression that encapsulated anger, mild amusement and something else. Something that made my stomach lurch ever so slightly. I let go of him but he still kept me close, holding me tightly in a strange embrace. It was at that moment that I noticed something hard pressing into my lower stomach. And it was coming from my stepdad’s pants.
 
    
 
   I gasped in shock, and my eyes widened with fear. But he just looked down at me with the same strange expression on his face, and began to slide his hands down my back, slowly, until they were resting just above my ass. I opened my mouth to speak, but for some reason I was rendered completely mute. I don’t know if it was the shock of what I was witnessing or the fact that I’d had too much to drink in too short a space of time – but at that moment it felt as though I had never even possessed a voice of my own. 
 
    
 
   “You shouldn’t have gone running off like that” my stepdad whispered, craning his neck and bringing his face closer to mine. Even though the forest was dark, I could still see the cold blueness of his eyes glinting in the moonlight. “Anything could happen out here, in the middle of the night. Anything at all...”
 
    
 
   He slowly inched his hands downwards, until they were sliding over my ass cheeks and causing me to squirm in disbelief. This was my stepdad! I should have been recoiling in horror and fighting him off, but instead I just stared up at him, open-mouthed in shock.
 
    
 
   “When will you learn to do as you’re told?” he whispered, and then suddenly his mouth was on mine. I didn’t even have chance to squeal with shock before his lips were pressing firmly on my own, and his tongue slipped into my mouth. It was such a strange rush of emotion that my legs immediately grew weak, and buckled beneath me. 
 
    
 
   My stepdad gripped me tightly, holding me suspended in mid air for a few moments before gently lowering me to the floor. I grabbed hold of his forearms, desperately clawing at him but unable to make a sound. He just grinned and snatched them away, then took a step back to regard me.
 
    
 
   “Don’t act like you don’t want this” he said with a smirk “we both know this has been a long time coming, Monica. You lack discipline, and yet you crave it! You need an older man, a father figure to straighten you out. You need to be spanked, Monica. You need to be spanked like the naughty little girl you are.”
 
    
 
   With those words he dropped to one knee in front of me, and then grabbed me under the arms, like you would a small child. I squealed as he dragged me across the floor towards him, and then bent me over his knee. He was so strong, and no matter how much I kicked and writhed he had no trouble in bending me over and tugging down my jeans so that my ass was on display. I opened my mouth to scream out as loud as I could – but to my astonishment the only sound that came out was a long, high pitched moan. 
 
    
 
   I became aware, then, how the queasy feeling in my stomach had morphed into something more. What on earth was happening? Amidst the confusion of what was going on I found thoughts wandering to strange places, contemplating his words and how there might be an ounce of truth in them. I had been looking at him differently lately... I just couldn’t figure out why. 
 
    
 
   My stepdad’s hands began kneading and squeezing my ass cheeks, and he started trailing his finger down the crease so that I squirmed in his lap. This was so wrong. I had to stop him!
 
    
 
   But all feelings of defiance were replaced with delicious humiliation as his hand slapped down on my ass, hard. I yelped and bit my lip, feeling the sharp pain spread over my skin and turn to a dull heat. I braced myself and waited for the next slap – feeling my heart racing. I was also aware of a heat rising between my legs, and I immediately felt ashamed. 
 
    
 
   “Bad girl!” my stepdad barked, and spanked me even harder. I yelped, and kicked my legs like a screaming child and then cried out when he spanked me once more. It was strange and exhilarating, causing my pussy to dampen. I knew that the main reason I was getting off on it so much was because it was so wrong. This was the man who had been a father to me, and now I was getting off on having him spank my ass. I should have stopped him!
 
    
 
   But I did nothing. I just went along with the completely surreal scenario as if it were a dream or something. He squeezed my ass again slightly, then he rammed two of his fingers into my tight cunt without warning, causing me to yelp.
 
    
 
   When I gasped in shock, he slipped them up inside me even deeper. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me! I offered a little resistance in the way of squirming and wriggling in his lap, but not enough to actually break free. I couldn’t deny that my pussy was beginning to throb and pulsate around his eager fingers. 
 
    
 
   “Don’t pretend like you haven’t imagined me doing this to you” he hissed, leaning down so that his face was just an inch from the back of my head “you’re horny, and frustrated, and begging for my cock to straighten you out. I can practically smell it a mile off. You want me, Monica. You want your daddy’s big prick in your tight little hole!” 
 
    
 
   With those words he slipped a finger into my asshole. I squealed and writhed, but that only forced it up there further. It was a strange sensation – one I had never felt before.
 
    
 
   He then proceeded to finger-fuck my pussy and asshole, using his other hand to undo the belt on his trousers. It was all happening so fast that I couldn’t gather my thoughts and keep up with what was happening to me. All I could do was gasp and pant as my daddy worked me up into a hot, sticky frenzy. 
 
    
 
   He’d removed his belt, and started to unzip his fly, all the while pumping me with his fingers and grunting with appreciation as I gasped and squeaked. I could feel my juices starting to make his hand slippery and slick, and I felt a new rush of shame. He was absolutely right. I wanted this.
 
    
 
   Suddenly, he pushed me off his knee and I hit the floor with a thud. I tried to get up, but he pushed me down to the ground, and then straddled me – pressing down on my shoulders so that I was pinned on the cold forest floor. 
 
    
 
   Then, quick as a flash, he bound my arms together behind my back using his belt. I opened my mouth to cry out but shock and shame cut into my words. He tugged my jeans down further, so that they were around my knees, and I felt him rest his dick between my cheeks. 
 
    
 
   “Daddy...” I managed to gasp, but immediately my words were silenced. He stuffed what felt like a glove deep into my mouth so that I was rendered completely mute. I almost wretched as he gagged me. But for some reason my pussy began to quiver and pulse uncontrollably at the thought of what was happening to me.
 
    
 
   I was letting go completely now. Letting my daddy do whatever he wanted to me. I was powerless and completely at his disposal. And this became all the more apparent as I felt the tip of his cock press against my protruding, wet pussy lips.
 
    
 
   “You want this, don’t you baby girl” his gruff voice whispered in my ear, as he began to nudge at the wet folds of my cunt with the tip of his cock. My daddy was a broad, solid man – and his weight alone was enough to pin me completely in place. I could feel his breath on the back of my ear and I shuddered with disgust and delight. He was right, I did want it. But I couldn’t speak to answer yes or no. 
 
    
 
   “You want to feel Daddy’s cock inside that creamy little pussy don’t you”, he continued, teasing my willing hole with the tip of his swollen rod. “You want me to fuck you brutally, like an animal, and have you begging for mercy!”
 
    
 
   He teased my asshole with his finger as he dipped the head of his prick inside my pussy. It wasn’t much. Just enough for him to feel my cunt beginning to tremble. 
 
    
 
   He chuckled to himself and shifted position slightly. He had me right where he wanted me, and he knew it. 
 
    
 
   “Open wide, sweetie” he whispered, his lips practically touching my ear now as he hunched his heavy, sweaty form over my shaking body. All I could manage was a brief, low sound of desire. I wasn’t sure he had even heard me. Either way, he didn’t care. He just rammed his stiff prick deep inside me without warning and began pummelling me.
 
    
 
   There was no easing in to it, and absolutely no word of warning. He just shoved his dick in me and started to pound, hard and brutal – so that I whined and screwed my eyes shut to try and bear the intense pain. 
 
    
 
   “Daddy’s... little...slut” he grunted with each thrust. I felt his balls slapping against my pussy lips as he slammed me from behind, and my cunt began to tighten hard around his cock.
 
    
 
   “You want this?” he barked, still punishing me with his huge member “tell Daddy how you want this!”
 
    
 
   He knew I couldn’t answer him properly, and he knew that any sound I made would sound utterly ridiculous due to the gag. But that was all part of my humiliation. 
 
    
 
    “Mmmm, mmmmfffff” I mumbled through the gag, still trying to answer him. He laughed a cruel laugh, and started to slap me across the face and the back of the head. New waves of shame engulfed me, and I felt my stomach starting to contract. I couldn’t believe I was getting so excited from being degraded like this. The slaps weren’t hard, just swift and frequent – smearing my make-up across my face. It was at that moment, under the brutal fucking and the humiliating torment, that I realised I was about to cum.
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, mmff mmfff!” I tried to cry, my ridiculous mumblings just spurring him on even more. I felt him swell inside me and I knew he was on the brink too.
 
    
 
   “That’s it, cum for Daddy” he cried as he buried two fingers deep in my asshole, “take Daddy’s cum all over your dirty fuckin’ ass!”
 
    
 
   With those words he pulled out and shot his creamy white load all over my bare ass – splashing my jeans and filling my ass crack with his seed. He laid a few hard slaps on my ass cheeks, spattering the cum everywhere as I screamed into the glove, and squirted my juices all over his crotch.
 
    
 
   I felt so dirty, but also so completely satisfied. He undid his belt from around my wrists, and tentatively rolled me over. Then he looked down at me for a few seconds before bending low and kissing me tenderly. Neither of us spoke. We just looked at one another in the moonlight, allowing the enormity of what had just happened to sink in. 
 
    
 
   He kissed me again, then hugged me and helped me to my feet, pulling my jeans up as he did so. From that moment, the prospect of spending another couple of days out in the wilderness with him didn’t seem quite so unappealing. My mom was a sound sleeper, and my stepdad was quite clearly a lot more fun that I had ever realised.
 
    
 
   The Porn Loving Stepdaughter
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   When she gets caught looking through a porn magazine and playing with herself, an eighteen year old girl expects her stepfather to be annoyed and tell her mother. She is surprised to find that he seems excited at what he has discovered and she offers to let him watch her masturbate if he keeps it a secret. The man agrees, but then wants to do more than just watch and when the teenage girl sees him take his cock out she gets so turned on that she sucks and fucks her stepfather.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kelly watched out of her bedroom window and a grin spread over her face as her mother’s car backed down the driveway into the street then disappeared from view. With her stepfather already having set off for the gym it meant she was alone in the house and it gave her a chance to have some fun. She moved across to her wardrobe and pulled the doors open. The shelf at the top was laden with jeans, t-shirts and other clothes and she worked her hand into the gaps in the pile on the left hand side to find her new magazine. It took her a couple of attempts, but the grin on her face widened as her fingertips touched on the glossy paper. She tightened her grip on the magazine and pulled it out. Quickly making her way back to the bed, Kelly threw herself face down on it. She dropped the magazine onto the mattress and felt a slight shiver wrack her body as she looked down at the near naked girl on the front cover. The anticipation of what she would see inside the porn magazine was something she loved and she took her time to appreciate the figure of the cute model. She knew the girls inside would be wearing even less and she enjoyed to look at their naked bodies, but her favorite was to see the men and women posing together. The magazine in front of her was one that had photo sets like that and the thought of seeing little sluts sucking and fucking stiff cock sent another shiver racing down her spine.
 
    
 
   When she turned the page, Kelly took a little time to read some of the reader letters. The dirty stories brought a flush of heat to her body and the temptation to touch finally became too much. When she finished reading she rolled on her back and plumped up a couple of pillows. Resting her head on them she pulled the magazine in front of her face with one hand while the other settled on her thigh. Her fingers stroked on the soft skin as she looked at the pictures of naked girls and she only pulled her hand away from her thigh to turn the pages. The sight of the first erection brought out a rush of breath and she finally moved her fingers under her short skirt to touch on her panties. Kelly could immediately feel how wet she was and slid fingers up and down her pussy lips. The tingling sensation made her clench her ass cheeks and she arched up from the bed a little. Wanting to see more she quickly flicked through the pages and saw a petite brunette girl taking cock in every one of her holes. She imagined what it would feel like to be used in that way and when she came to the last pictures and saw the girl’s smooth skin covered in streaks of white she pushed a hand back between her thighs. Kelly was breathing heavily as she stared at the picture and stroked along the outline of her pussy. The desire to get her fingers inside was coming on strong and she reached a touch to the edge of the panties to pull them out of the way. The sound of the voice stopped her from doing it.
 
    
 
   “Having fun?” her stepfather said and Kelly shrieked as she lowered the magazine and saw him standing in the doorway. He watched as she desperately tried to cover herself and pushed the magazine under the pillow.
 
    
 
   “What…, what are you doing here?” she spluttered. “I didn’t hear you come in.”
 
    
 
   Her stepfather grinned. “I guessed that much,” he answered and held up his bag. “Got to the gym and realized I didn’t have my shorts so needed to come back.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” mouthed Kelly quietly under her breath. She could hardly look her stepfather in the eye, but he made no effort to leave. “Are you going to tell my mum about this?”
 
    
 
   “Hmm…, maybe,” he said. “Reading porn magazines is not something an eighteen year old girl should be doing. I’m not sure your mother would be too happy about you bringing them into the home.”
 
    
 
   Kelly knew he was right and started to panic a little. “Please don’t tell her,” she said quietly. “She will go mad at me.” Her stepfather moved inside the room and walked across to sit on the bottom of the bed. He held out his hand. Kelly knew what he wanted and reluctantly slid her hand under the pillow to bring out the magazine. She sat up to give it to him and then lay back down again. She knew she was in trouble and there was nothing she could do but wait until her stepfather decided whether he would tell or not. He let out a low whistle as he flicked through the magazine and then looked at Kelly.
 
    
 
   “This is pretty hardcore stuff,” he said. “You really like this?”
 
    
 
   Kelly glanced up to catch his gaze and nodded then looked away again. Her stepfather continued to look through the magazine, occasionally stopping to have a better look at some of the pictures. When Kelly glanced at him again she could see the growing expression of excitement on his face. “Looks as if I’m not the only one that likes it,” she said. Her stepfather looked up and she suddenly wondered if there was a way out of her mother finding out. The words were out of her mouth before she could stop them. “I was just about to finger my pussy when you came in. Maybe you want to watch.”
 
    
 
   Her stepfather grinned. “You could be talking yourself into more trouble with that comment,” he said.
 
    
 
   “I could…,” replied Kelly. “But I don’t think I am.” She moved her hand to the hem of her skirt and pulled it up. Her legs slowly parted to reveal the wet panties and she saw her stepfather’s gaze fix on them. The teenage girl lifted her ass up a little and when she slid her hands between her thighs, grabbed her panties and pulled them up tight. She knew the outline of her pussy lips would be clearly visible through the wet material and her stepfather’s gaze remained on it. “If we do this,” she went on. “My mum doesn’t hear about anything.” Her stepfather looked up to meet her gaze, but didn’t say anything. Kelly could see straight away that he wasn’t going to say anything though. He put the magazine on the bed and she glanced down to see it open at some pictures of a pretty blonde taking cock. The sight of it brought on a rush of desire and this was heightened by the fact that someone was going to watch her play.
 
    
 
   Kelly slid fingers under her panties and slowly stroked a touch along her pussy lips. She could see her stepfather’s eyes watching the movement of the fingers through the silky material and it was the most erotic moment of her life. Her passion came alive like never before at the thought of an older man watching her and she pulled her hand back from under her panties and grabbed at the waistband. Lifting her butt up a little she peeled the wet material away from her skin and dragged the panties down to her ankles then kicked them away. The slight gasp of her stepfather as her naked pussy came into view excited her even more and she parted her legs wide. This time as she stroked a touch along her slick pussy lips she was doing it in full view of the older man. Her body shook a little as shivers rippled down her spine. Normally she closed her eyes to enjoy the sensation of finger fucking herself, but there was no way she was going to stop watching her stepfather. His eyes remained glued on her pussy and she slipped fingers either side to pull the pink slit open and expose the soft inner skin.
 
    
 
   Kelly gasped when she finally slipped a couple of fingers inside her wet hole. She teased a touch around the entrance before finally pushing them deeper. Her body tensed as the pleasure of the penetration washed through her and she couldn’t hold back the moans. When the fingers were buried deep she closed her thighs and tightened herself around them. She saw that her stepfather started to glance down at the magazine and wondered if he was thinking about more than simply watching his cute teenage stepdaughter finger herself. Parting her legs she slid her fingers slowly in and out and when he looked at the magazine again went for it.
 
    
 
   “Do you think the girl enjoys being used like that?” Kelly asked.
 
    
 
   Her stepfather raised his gaze. “You sound like you want to find out.”
 
    
 
   The teenage girl let out a soft giggle. “When I’m looking at the pictures I put myself in the place of the girl so I guess I do.” She was breathing heavily and shuddered as her stepfather spoke.
 
    
 
   “Maybe I should show you what it feels like then,” he said and his voice broke a little.
 
    
 
   “Maybe you should,” Kelly shot back. She pulled her fingers out her pussy as her stepfather stood and immediately saw the way the front of his pants were straining as his erection pushed the material out. When he pulled his zipper down the teen girl moved to sit at the bottom of the bed and watch. She could feel her anticipation rising as he loosened the button of his pants and pulled them down. His underwear was next and suddenly she was confronted by an erect cock. She looked down at the magazine to see the picture of the girl giving a blowjob. “The girl is doing this,” she said and leant forward to kiss on the tip of the erection. Her stepfather moaned as her lips caressed onto him and she brought her hand up to circle her fingers around the shaft. Kelly tasted cock as she slid her lips over the head of the erection and took it in her mouth. The exhilaration of what she was doing gripped her and she pushed lower still on the shaft then clamped her lips around it. She dropped her hand to the heavy balls and felt the cock jerk around in her mouth as soon as she touched on them. The sensation was a huge turn on and she caressed her fingers all over the balls to keep it happening. He stepfather pushed her hair back and held it out of the way so he could watch as she began to slide her mouth up and down his cock. His moans showed just how much he was enjoying the touch of the teen girl’s lips and he started to thrust his hips forward. The action pushed the cock further in her mouth and she shuddered as it hit the back of her throat. It made her want to gag and she pulled back gasping, but kept her hand stroking along the shaft as she tried to recover.
 
    
 
   Kelly’s gaze returned to the magazine and settled on a picture of the blonde girl riding cock. “I wonder what that feels like,” she teased and pointed to the picture. Her stepfather grinned, but before she knew it he was pulling away from her and dragging off his clothes. He went to lie on the bed and Kelly moved after him. She stood with a foot either side of his hips and released the button of her skirt. It slid down her legs and she moved to step out of it. Her naked pussy was now directly above her stepfather’s erection and she quickly dropped to her knees. Her hand slid under her body to grab at the erection and she pulled it up straight as she lowered her pussy to it. Kelly closed her eyes and shuddered at the touch of the hardness on her wet skin. Her breathing became ragged as she stroked it along her pussy lips and then moved lower to let the cock spilt her open. The sound of her loud groan filled the room as she sat down onto her stepfather’s body so that the thick shaft pushed all the way inside. She circled her hips to let the cock stir around inside and grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt to pull it up over her head. Her bra was next and she released the hooks then brushed the straps from her shoulders to let it fall away from her tits. Hands quickly grabbed at the soft mounds and her nipples hardened even more against the rough touch of the palms rubbing on them.
 
    
 
   Kelly squeezed her pussy around the cock as her breasts were mauled. Her stepfather sank his fingers into the soft skin firmly enough that he was leaving red marks, but the slight pain only served to turn on the teenage girl more. She leaned forward to rest her hands on her stepfather’s chest and smiled at him as she raised and lowered her hips. The sensation of the soft pussy stroking on his cock made him tense and his grasp tightened on the soft skin in his hands. Kelly shuddered as the excitement of fucking her stepfather flowed through her veins. She started to buck her hips up and down faster to make the cock slam into her and squealed as the heat between her thighs grew out of control. The desire for an orgasm began to overwhelm her as she fucked herself onto the cock and she increased the tempo even more. One of her stepfather’s hands slid down her body and she gasped as it pushed against the wet folds of skin at the top of her pussy lips. She slowed her rhythm to help and when the touch on her clit came let out a groan of pure passion. As her stepfather’s fingers stroked on the erect bud she began riding the cock almost in a frenzy. Kelly threw her head back as the rush to a climax became frantic. The breath was spilling from her heavily and her chest heaved as she moved closer to what she wanted. When it finally arrived her body tensed and she sat down on the cock hard. The feel of it pushing deep was the final thrill that pushed her over the edge. Her wet hole tightened around the thick shaft and the spasms of her pussy walls made her writhe around in ecstasy as waves of pleasure crashed down on her. Kelly let out a loud cry as the peak of the climax ripped through her body and she only stopped writhing around as the afterglow brought on a sensation of relaxation that began to calm her down. She wiped the hair from her sweaty forehead and looked down at her stepfather.
 
    
 
   “I want it to end like the pictures in the magazine,” Kelly gasped. She pulled herself up and rolled to the side to lie beside her stepfather. He was quickly up though and got on his hands and knees over her. The teen girl grabbed at the cock and grinned at the slick feel of her pussy wetness on it. Her fingers quickly worked to a strong rhythm along the erect length and she could hear the harsh breathing above her. She wanted the cum on her skin so that she could be just like a porn magazine model and went to work getting it. Her touch flashed along the erection faster and faster until her stepfather was groaning. He finally knocked her hand away and grabbed hold of his cock. Working himself up to the point of climax, he then held himself back to build the pressure in his balls. He did this a couple of more times until it was finally impossible to hold himself back. When the release finally came the cum flew through the air and Kelly squealed as it streaked along her body from her pussy to her chin. She gasped as the jerks of the cock sent more white splashing down on her and by the time her stepfather was finished her skin was streaked with cum. She lay gasping, but an idea came to mind and she reached across to the bedside cabinet to grab her phone.
 
    
 
   “Take some pictures,” the teen girl pleaded. Her stepfather took the phone and snapped away as Kelly stroked her fingers through the sticky mess on her body. She brought the fingers to her mouth to lick at them and then sucked them clean. When her stepfather lowered the phone she grabbed it from him and looked at the pictures. “Oh shit,” she said quietly. “That’s so fucking dirty.”
 
    
 
   “You better get cleaned up before your mother gets back,” her stepfather said as he picked up his clothes to get dressed. He pointed a finger at her. “This stays as our secret,” he warned.
 
    
 
   Kelly grinned. “As long as you keep me happy, I won’t tell,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “And how do I do that?” he asked with a grin.
 
    
 
   “Well…, mum goes out every Saturday morning.” Kelly answered. “Come and find me then and I’ll make sure my magazine is open at some nice pictures. I’m sure that will give you some ideas!”
 
    
 
    
 
   The Babysitter’s Punishment
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   When a couple notices that money is disappearing from their home they suspect that their babysitter is the culprit. The husband wants to confront her, but the wife has other ideas. She sets up a trap to prove the babysitter is stealing and then gives her the option of her parents being told or letting the couple use her as their fuck doll for the night. Not wanting her parents to find out she’s been stealing, she chooses the latter and finds out the excitement of being used as a sex toy by an older couple.
 
    
 
    
 
   “Did you take money from this drawer?” Olivia asked her husband.
 
    
 
   Steve looked in her direction and when he caught her gaze shook his head. “Not me,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Shit,” cursed Olivia under her breath then raised her voice again. “I was sure I put ten dollars in here,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Maybe Julia got into the drawer,” her husband said.
 
    
 
   His wife made a face. “Our daughter is five years old. What the hell would she take money for?”
 
    
 
   Steve held up his hands. “Just a thought,” he said. “Maybe you’re just mistaken.”
 
    
 
   “It’s the second time that money has gone missing,” Olivia insisted. “I’m sure of it.”
 
    
 
   “So what exactly are you saying here?” asked Steve as he walked across to the sofa to sit down.
 
    
 
   “I think Vanessa is stealing from us,” his wife answered.
 
    
 
   “No…,” Steve went on. “She’s been out babysitter for more than six months. Why would you just notice it now?”
 
    
 
   Olivia shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe she didn’t need the money before and now she does. Who knows? I thought I was mistaken the first time, but not now.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I guess you need to confront her next week,” he said.
 
    
 
   His wife shook her head. “I want to just set a trap and see if we can prove it.”
 
    
 
   Steve narrowed his eyes. “And then what? Drag her to the police. She’s only eighteen years old.”
 
    
 
   Olivia calmed a little as the grin crossed her face. “We’ve had the odd fantasy about a teenage girl threesome,” she said. “Maybe it’s time to move past just dreaming about it.”
 
    
 
   Steve laughed. “You dirty little pervert,” he teased.
 
    
 
   Olivia could see that he was interested though. “I don’t hear you complaining.” She moved across to sit on his lap and wriggled around as the semi-erect cock came to full hardness. “Well, well,” she went on. “Look what we have here. Teenage girl fantasies kicking in are they.” She stood and dragged her skirt up. “Get it out,” she urged and watched as her husband fumbled with his zipper and pushed his hand in his pants to drag his erect cock out. As soon as she saw it Olivia placed a knee either side of her husband’s legs on the sofa to straddle his lap. She dragged her panties to the side as she lowered herself and Steve grabbed his cock to guide it to the wet opening. Both groaned as Olivia sat down and wet pussy enveloped stiff cock. Steve grabbed his wife’s head and pulled her forward into a passionate kiss. His excitement was infectious and Olivia thrilled to the ferocity of the touch on her lips. She knew that it was going to be a quickie and as the kiss continued she started to ride cock. The pace was furious from the start and as she slammed herself down onto the hardness her passion quickly grew out of control. The though of the cute teenage girl played on their minds and heightened the passion until Olivia groaned as the orgasm flooded her body with heat. She wanted to feel the cum as she climaxed and threw herself at her husband while talking dirty to make him let go. It worked and the loud groan of her husband signaled his release.  She sat down and squeezed her pussy around the erection as her orgasm peaked and shuddered as the flow of cum suddenly splashed her pussy walls. They held in a tight embrace as the shudders of their bodies became uncontrollable and only relaxed when the sensation finally faded.
 
    
 
   “So you’re really going to set a trap for our cute babysitter,” Steve asked as he calmed down.
 
    
 
   “Yup,” his wife answered. “So let’s see where it leads.”
 
    
 
   The trap was simple. Olivia wrote her name on a ten dollar bill and folded it so the writing couldn’t be seen. She left it in the same drawer the last money went missing from and all she needed to do was have a look when they got home and see if her suspicions were correct. The couple acted normally when Vanessa arrived and left their home as normal. The eighteen year old girl might be a thief, but they knew she would take good care of their daughter and weren’t worried about that. They went to see a movie and when they came out of the theater decided not to have a meal and just go home early. It was well past their daughter’s bedtime, so the babysitter would have had ample time to look around and find the money. Olivia could sense her anticipation rising on the bus ride home and her hand was trembling as she put the key in the lock of the front door. The couple went inside and found their babysitter watching television in the lounge.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” Vanessa said and looked at her watch. “You’re back early.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, the movie ended and we felt a little tired so just came back,” replied Olivia. She moved across the room and Steve spoke to the babysitter to distract her as his wife looked in the drawer. Olivia finally turned and moved to the center of the room. “Ok,” she went on. “Where is it?” she asked the babysitter.
 
    
 
   “Huh?” asked Vanessa. “Where is what?”
 
    
 
   “The ten dollars I left in that drawer,” Olivia said and pointed to the cabinet.
 
    
 
   Vanessa shrugged her shoulders, but suddenly wouldn’t meet Olivia’s gaze. “I don’t know what you are talking about,” she protested. Steve moved forward to grab the jacket resting over the back of the sofa. “Hey,” the teen girl complained. “You can’t do that.”
 
    
 
   “Why are you bothered, if you have nothing to hide,” cut in Olivia. She watched as Steve searched through the pockets and suppressed the grin as he pulled out a ten dollar note.
 
    
 
   “That’s mine,” Vanessa continued to protest.
 
    
 
   Steve handed the money to his wife and she unfolded the bill to see her name written on it. “It’s your money is it?” Olivia said. “So why does it have my name written on it?” She moved forward and handed the bill to the teen girl. Vanessa’s face fell as she saw the writing.
 
    
 
   The teen girl cast her gaze down. “I’m sorry,” she, with her voice being so quiet it could barely be heard.
 
    
 
   “Why the hell are you stealing from us,” Olivia said in a harsh tone.
 
    
 
   The teen girl flinched a little. “I…, I…,” she stammered, but nothing else came out.
 
    
 
   “What do you think your parents will say when we tell them about this?” Olivia went on and kept her voice raised.
 
    
 
   Vanessa looked up with a horrified look on her face. “I said I was sorry, please don’t tell them.”
 
    
 
   Olivia shook her head. “Sorry just isn’t enough.”
 
    
 
   “So what is enough?” pleaded the teen girl. “I’ll do anything.”
 
    
 
   Olivia looked at her husband and saw the grin on his voice. “Well…,” she started.
 
    
 
   “What?” pleaded Vanessa.
 
    
 
   “You’re a pretty girl,” Olivia said. “Maybe if you were to let us have some fun we might be convinced to keep your stealing a secret.”
 
    
 
   “But you are nearly twice my age,” the teen girl said and her voice sounded a little shocked at the way things were going.
 
    
 
   “Well if you want your parents to…,” went on Olivia.
 
    
 
   “OK, OK,” Vanessa cut in. “I get the picture. What do you want me to do?”
 
    
 
   Olivia slipped of her jacket and moved across to sit beside the babysitter. “Just a little fun,” she said. “You’ll enjoy it.” She leaned across and caressed her lips on the teen girl’s mouth and as she kissed brought her hand up to a breast. She squeezed on it and felt Vanessa squirm around. “That’s not too bad now is it?” Olivia continued when she broke the kiss and moved back. 
 
    
 
   Steve moved across and sat on the other side of the teen girl and when he touched his hand on the naked skin of her thigh could feel his erection gaining strength. Olivia slid a touch onto Vanessa’s other thigh and the couple worked their babysitter’s legs apart. Both slid their fingers higher and pushed below the short skit. The race was on to see who got to panties first, but their fingers stroked from smooth skin to silky material at around the same time. Vanessa let out a gasp and shivered as fingers explored her panties. The touches caressed her pussy lips through the material, but the fingers were quickly working under the panties to touch on naked skin. A louder gasp escaped the teen girl’s lips as the couple began playing with her pussy. She wriggled around as the heat built between her thighs and moaned as the fingers opened her up to dip inside. She knew that the couple were taking advantage and using her, but the pleasure she was getting was turning her on and fingers touched on the growing wetness in her pussy. It helped them slip deeper and as Vanessa leant back and slid down on the seat the fingers pushed all the way inside. It was a dirty experience to be fingered by two people at the same time and the fact that it was a married couple seemed to heighten the thrill.
 
    
 
   The fingers finally pulled out and the couple stood and dragged the teen girl after them. “Fuck, I am hot for some teen pussy,” said Olivia and grinned at her husband. She quickly dropped to the floor on her back and Vanessa was forced to stand over her. Steve put his hands on the teen girl’s shoulders and applied a little pressure to push her lower and he could hear the excited breathing of his wife as she looked up the short skirt at the panties. As soon as they were near enough she reached up and grabbed the panties to pull them out of the way and shuddered at the sight of the naked pussy. Vanessa continued to move lower until she was almost sitting on the older woman’s face. She groaned as the tongue licked a touch along her pussy and threw her head back as her body responded. Olivia felt the wetness flooding onto her tongue as Vanessa’s arousal brought on a rush of excitement. She eagerly licked along the slick pussy lips to coat her tongue with pussy juice and thrilled to the taste filling her mouth. Her fingers slid either side of pussy and she pulled it open so that she could slide her tongue a little deeper. Vanessa gasped at the flush of heat between her thighs and pushed down to get the tongue deeper. She realized she was being a slut, but suddenly didn’t care as the tongue in her pussy became her whole world. That quickly changed though as Steve moved to stand in front of her and unzipped his pants.
 
    
 
   Vanessa groaned as the erect cock came into view and she reached forward to grab at it. She stroked a touch along the stiff length, but as Steve’s fingers would in her hair and pulled her forward she knew it wasn’t her hand he wanted on his cock. The teen girl squeezed her fingers tightly around the base of the erection as it came closer and flicked out her tongue to touch it on the head of the shaft. She shuddered as she kissed on the cock and the pre-cum smeared on her mouth. Pulling back a little she licked at her lips and the taste made her want more. She dragged the cock back to her mouth and kissed it again then worked her mouth down the side to the balls. Her tongue flicked at them and she looked up when she heard the moans of Steve. His eyes were closed as he enjoyed the attention of the teen girl and Vanessa kissed on the balls again and then worked her mouth back to the head of the shaft. This time as she pushed down she let the erection sink into her mouth and took around half of the length. She clamped her lips around it tightly and began to work a touch up and down. The feel of the soft mouth on his cock brought out louder moans from Steve and he tightened his grip on Vanessa’s hair and thrust his body forward. Suddenly the teen girl was almost gagging as the tip of the erection nudged at the back of her throat, but she controlled the sensation to try and take the cock deep throat. It was over in a second though as she pulled back up to catch her breath.
 
    
 
   Olivia could sense the heat growing in her own pussy and decided it needed some attention. She pushed Vanessa up and grinned at her husband’s protests as the mouth moved away from his cock. He stopped complaining when his wife spoke. “You can have pussy now,” she said. “It’s my turn with her mouth.” Steve quickly grabbed Vanessa and moved her into position on all fours over his wife. Olivia lifted her hips to drag her skirt up and her panties down and suddenly the teen girl was looking down at naked pussy. She ducked down to kiss it and the older woman moaned as the rush of heat in her pussy sent a shudder through her body. She pushed her hips up as she felt the touch slide along her pussy lips and the tongue opened her up. Vanessa suddenly tasted pussy instead of cock and lapped at the sticky juice. It brought out moans from Olivia who could feel the arousal in her body climbing higher as the push towards a climax gained momentum.
 
    
 
   Steve contented himself with watching the lesbian action unfolding before him at first, but finally decided to join in again. As Vanessa continued to lick pussy he dropped to his knees behind her to push the short skirt up the back of her thighs and peel the panties from her butt. When he pulled the ass cheeks apart he bent down to get a closer look at the tiny puckered hole and couldn’t resist licking a touch over it. His desire exploded and he pushed more forcefully on the hole to try and get his tongue inside. The breath spluttered from him as the asshole opened up a little and his tongue caressed a touch on the silky inner skin. He suddenly wanted more and straightened up so that he could move forward and touch his cock on the smooth skin of teen ass. He groaned at the thrill of it and forced his erection into the soft butt crease. As he pushed forward it forced the teen girl’s mouth onto his wife’s pussy and he heard her groan.
 
    
 
   Pleasure seemed to flood every nerve ending in Olivia’s body and she pushed against the touch of the mouth. Sliding her hand to the top of her pussy lips the older woman touched on her clit and it sent her reeling. The desperation for an orgasm suddenly took hold and she stroked on her clit harder and urged Vanessa to lick her out. Steve heard the excitement of his wife and worked his cock to the teen girl’s slick pussy opening. He teased the tip of his shaft around the soft skin and then pushed forward strongly to bury himself in the wet hole. He started to thrust eagerly at teen pussy and the sensation of Vanessa’s mouth pushing hard on her pussy finally tipped Olivia over the edge. Her body froze in a moment of bliss as the orgasm took hold and suddenly she was writhing around on the floor as the waves of pleasure rocked her body.
 
    
 
   Steve heard the gasps and squeals of his wife and gripped the teen girl’s hips so that he could pull himself onto her. His cock slammed inside pussy in a frenzy as the excitement of the moment overtook him. He wanted the sensation of his cum flooding a teen girl’s tight pussy and frantically worked himself towards it. His midriff slapped against Vanessa’s ass again and again as he fucked her like a slut until he could feel the pressure in his balls growing out of control. He rocked his head back as the climax came to life and his body shuddered as a hot flood of cum rushed from his cock. His body convulsed time and time again as he lost his load. The strong streams of thick cum faded though as his balls completely emptied and there was nothing left to give. The teen girl shuddered as she remained sandwiched between the couple as they calmed down. She thought it was over, but they finally grabbed her and pushed her down on her back. They looked to see the cum sliding down her thighs and suddenly their hands were playing with it.
 
    
 
   Vanessa groaned as a touch pushed inside her cum-soaked pussy and the couple worked together to finger fuck her. It was the dirtiest experience of her life and she was swept into a passionate frenzy as her pussy was set alight. The orgasm burst into life in a matter of minutes and she arched up from the floor as her muscles tightened. She wasn’t sure just how many fingers she was taking, but as her pussy closed around them it took her breath away. The sound of her moans filled the room and didn’t die down until the peak of the climax passed and the afterglow of sex settled in her veins. She was gasping heavily as she came down from the high and groaned as the fingers pulled out.
 
    
 
   “Here’s hoping our cute little babysitter steals money from us next week,” teased Olivia.
 
    
 
   “No more stealing,” gasped Vanessa.
 
    
 
   “Oh…,” went on the older woman. “Does that mean no more sex?”
 
    
 
   Vanessa giggled. “I never said that.”
 
    
 
   The couple laughed. “Roll on next babysitting night,” said Steve. “I’m looking forward to it already.”
 
    
 
    
 
   The Babysitter’s Wet Panties
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   When his babysitter arrives late and sweaty after volleyball practice an older man lets her take a shower. He gets excited when he sees her putting her dirty clothes in her sports bag and can’t get the idea of her wet panties out of his mind. When he arrives home later on the girl is asleep. The man can’t resist going through her bag to touch the wet panties, but gets caught doing it. Thinking he is in trouble he apologizes, only to find that the girl is turned on and wants to watch him using them. The sight of her panties wrapped around his erection makes her want more and she lets her employer strip her clothes off so that he can use her as his babysitter slut.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Connie stood in front of Mr. Patterson’s door and tried to calm her breathing. The rush to get to her babysitting job after volleyball practice was frantic and she looked at her watch to see she was more than fifteen minutes late. Shit, she thought and wiped the straggles of wet hair back from her forehead. After one last deep breath the eighteen year old girl knocked on the door. It opened almost immediately and she saw the surprised look on her employer’s face.
 
    
 
   “Umm…, sorry I’m late,” she started and looked down as she saw the direction of Mr. Patterson’s gaze. Her white volleyball top stuck to her skin and the tight shorts were wet with sweat. “Yeah, sorry about the appearance too,” she went on. “Volleyball practice went on longer than I thought and I didn’t get a chance to have a shower then needed to run to get here.”
 
    
 
   “You better come in,” Mr. Patterson said and stood aside to let the teen girl step inside the hallway. She moved to opposite the lounge door and dropped her bag before turning back.
 
    
 
   “Would it be OK if I had a quick shower?” she asked. “I don’t really want to spend the evening babysitting your son like this.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sure,” he answered. “Sam is up in his bedroom so I can do a final check on him when I take you up.”
 
    
 
   “Great,” the teen girl said and dropped to her knees to open her bag. Mr. Patterson couldn’t help staring at the way the tight shorts clung to Connie’s ass cheeks as she leaned forward to search for a towel and change of clothes, but he pulled his gaze away as she found what she needed and stood.
 
    
 
   “Just go on ahead,” the older man said as he pointed towards the stairs. Connie turned and walked towards them and his gaze dropped to her butt again. As the teen girl walked up the stairs he caught up to get a closer look at the cute ass and found himself getting a little turned on at the way she filled her shorts. When they reached the top of the stairs he quickly raised his eyes as Connie turned.
 
    
 
   “Which door?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “My bedroom is the second door on the left,” her employer answered. “You can use the shower in the attached bathroom.” Connie turned to move along to the door and opened it to walk inside the room. Mr. Patterson followed her and pointed out the door to the bathroom.
 
    
 
   “There is shower cream and soap in there,” he said. “Just help yourself.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” the teen girl replied. She dropped her change of clothes on the bed and then moved over to the bathroom door. Mr. Patterson watched, but then turned to go and check on his son. He closed the door and moved along to Sam’s bedroom.
 
    
 
   “Connie is here,” he started when he looked inside.
 
    
 
   “OK,” the young boy said, but his eyes didn’t leave the book he was reading.
 
    
 
   “You be good for her, you hear,” Mr. Patterson went on.
 
    
 
   “Sure,” Sam replied, but kept reading his book. Mr. Patterson closed the door of his son’s room and moved back along the hallway. When he passed his door the thought of a naked teen girl in his shower popped in his head. A flush of heat passed through his body, but he tried to shrug it off as he went back downstairs. He waited in the hallway for his babysitter and saw that she was wearing a short skirt and t-shirt when she came down. When she knelt down at her bag to put her dirty clothes away he caught a glimpse of her wet panties and a slight shiver ran along his spine. Fuck, he thought and wondered what it would be like to stroke his fingers on a teenage girl’s wet panties. He tried to clear the image from his mind as he spoke.
 
    
 
   “I need to get going,” he said. “Sam is in his bedroom enthralled in reading a book so shouldn’t give you any problems. Just make sure he eats something and is in bed by nine. I should be back around ten I think.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” the teen girl said. “Don’t worry. I’ll have everything under control here. Just go and enjoy yourself.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” the older man said as he moved to the front door. He looked back to see Connie stepping in the lounge and his gaze dropped to her bag. The idea of the wet panties inside was a turn on and as the rest of his evening progressed Mr. Patterson found it was a thought that he couldn’t shake off. When he finally returned home it was fifteen minutes after ten. He half expected the teen girl to be waiting for him in the hallway, but as he let himself in, the house was silent. He closed the door quietly and moved along the hallway. The lounge door was ajar and he looked in to see that his babysitter was lying on the sofa with her eyes shut. He turned his gaze to the bag and the idea popped in his head. Mr. Patterson hesitated for only a second before reaching for the lounge door and pulling it until it was almost closed. He turned to move to the bag and then bent down. The sound of the zipper opening sounded loud to him and he pulled it slowly. When it was open sufficiently to let him look inside he pulled the sides of the bag apart and put his hand in. He immediately saw the panties and felt that they were still wet when he touched on them. A rush of excitement coursed through him as he pulled them out and stroked his fingertips on the silky material.
 
    
 
   Mr. Patterson’s erection sprung to attention almost immediately and his desire grew as he lifted the panties to his face and breathed in. The smell of sweat assailed his nostrils, but he was sure there was a hint of teen pussy too. He closed his eyes to breathe in the scent and felt the throbbing of his cock. The sound of the voice shocked him out of what he was doing.
 
    
 
   “Having fun?” asked Connie.
 
    
 
   Mr. Patterson stood up and spun around in an instant to see the teen girl standing at the lounge door watching him. “I was…, I was…,” he stammered.
 
    
 
   “…sniffing my panties by the looks of it,” the teen girl finished.
 
    
 
   “No…,” he protested, but saw Connie’s gaze drop to the front of his pants. There was no hiding the erection as the material bulged out. The teen girl held out her hand and there was little he could do but give her the panties.
 
    
 
   “That’s fucking perverted,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Shit, I’m sorry,” he answered. “I got turned on when I saw them earlier and couldn’t stop myself when I saw you sleeping.”
 
    
 
   ‘So what were you going to do with them?” the teen girl asked. The tremor of excitement showed in her voice and Mr. Patterson narrowed his eyes as he looked at her. He was unsure of what to say though and remained silent. “If you tell me I might…,” Connie went on, but left the sentence unfinished.
 
    
 
   “Might what?” her employer asked.
 
    
 
   “I might…” She hesitated again, but then went on. “…let you do it.”
 
    
 
   The surge of exhilaration brought out a shudder in Mr. Patterson, but he was still unsure. “Are you being serious?” he asked. The teen girl met his gaze and nodded. “Well…,” he went on. “I’ve kind of been thinking all night about what the silky material would feel like if I stroked it on myself.”
 
    
 
   Connie’s sharp intake of breath was a giveaway that she was thrilled by the words. She held out the panties to her employer and he could see the tremble in her hand. “You can do it if I get to watch,” she said.
 
    
 
   Mr. Patterson was quick to take the panties and followed the teen girl as she hurried back inside the lounge. He closed the door quietly and when he turned saw her walking to the sofa and sitting down. He quickly moved across the room to stand over her and shuddered as she lifted a hand and pressed her palm against the bulge.
 
    
 
   “My panties sure get you hard,” she said and looked up to meet his gaze. The touch was nice, but the thought of wrapping the panties around his cock was uppermost in his mind and he knocked the hand away as he dragged the zipper of his pants down. He was about to put his hand inside when Connie spoke again. “Take them off,” she urged.
 
    
 
   Mr. Patterson released the belt buckle and button holding his pants up and let them slide down his legs. The teen girl gripped the bottom of his boxer shorts and pulled. She giggled as the waistband caught the head of the cock and dragged it down. The laughter stopped when the erection sprung free and stood to attention. “Fuck,” the teen girl murmured quietly as her eyes locked on the cock. Her employer wasted no time in raising his hand and touching the soft panties on his erection. The breath rushed from him at the sensation and he threw his head back and shuddered. He wrapped the panties all the way around his cock and stroked them up and down the erect length. His shudders grew stronger as his body responded to the pleasure of the touch. He heard the teen girl say fuck again and finally looked down to see her watching his actions. The excited look on his face was a massive turn on and he wondered if he could get more.
 
    
 
   “You do it,” he said and waited to see what happened. Mr. Patterson held his breath as the teen girl stretched out her hand and pushed his out of the way. Her fingers circled his erection and trapped the soft material against it and he could hear her heavy gasps of breath as she stroked her panties on him. He reached down to grab a breast and when the teen girl didn’t protest squeezed his fingers around it. Connie’s fingers flashed faster along the stiff length as the exhilaration of stroking her panties onto an older man’s cock took hold. Her breathing got ragged as the thrill of what she was doing coursed through her veins. Mr. Patterson slid his hand up to the back of her neck and again there was no protest. He pulled her forward and watched as the soft mouth came in contact with the tip of his cock. His moan sounded around the room as the teen girl kissed his erection then parted her lips to let her mouth slide down on the hardness. Connie stroked the panties in her hand down to the balls and caressed the soft material around them. It left the shaft clear for her to bob her head up and down so that her lips stroked along it.
 
    
 
   Mr. Patterson felt his muscles tense as the thrill of a teen girl blowjob gripped him. He placed his hand on Connie’s head as her movements sped up and she started to work her mouth up and down a little faster. The slurping sound of her mouth on wet cock was bringing out an excitement in the older man that he couldn’t hold back. Again he wondered if he could get more and finally moved away so that his cock pulled out the soft mouth. He pushed the teen girl back on the sofa and then dropped to his knees. His hands caressed onto the naked thighs and Connie gasped as she was pulled forward so that her ass was right at the edge of the seat.
 
    
 
   “Lift your butt,” Mr. Patterson said and grinned as the teen girl did it straight away. He slid his hands higher and caught the hem of the short skirt to push it up around her waist. When she dropped back to the sofa his head was between her thighs in an instant. The sight of the wet stain on Connie’s panties stoked his desire and he slid a gentle touch on it. The teen girl wriggled around as the heat between her thighs grew. The outline of her pussy lips was clearly visible through the wet panties and Mr. Patterson stroked a touch along it, first with his fingers and then with his tongue. He moaned as the taste of teen pussy flooded his mouth and wanted more. He urged Connie to lift her ass from the seat again and when she did, gripped the panties to pull them down and off. Naked pussy came into view and the teen girl wriggled around. Mr. Patterson kissed on the wet skin and pushed Connie’s legs wider apart. His mouth caressed a touch along the pink slit and he heard the loud gasp when he flicked out his tongue to lick at clit. He quickly brought his hands up and pulled the pussy open to completely expose the erect bud and licked more firmly against it.
 
    
 
   The pleasure rolled through Connie and she closed her eyes and forced her head back against the sofa. Lifting her hips she pushed herself harder against the eager tongue and couldn’t stop the gasps as it licked onto her. Mr. Patterson finally moved lower again and kissed onto the slick opening. His tongue darted inside the wet hole and Connie jolted up from the seat. Her chest was heaving as the tongue pushed in deeper and lapped at the wetness on her pussy walls. The arousal it brought out drove her towards a climax and she felt the desperation for it starting to overwhelm her. Mr. Patterson kept his tongue working around inside as the teen girl writhed, but then licked back to clit and brought his hand to the wet opening. He held a couple of fingers stiff and teased a touch on the wet skin. The sound of the sharp intake of breath came to his ears as he fucked the fingers inside and the moans that followed turned him on even more. His tongue licked furiously over clit as he finger fucked wet pussy faster until the teen girl was close to ecstasy. He didn’t let up his onslaught on her pussy and clit as she started to cry out that she was going to cum. It encouraged him to work harder and the teen girl’s moans got louder until they suddenly stopped as her body tensed on the brink of a climax. When the pleasure of the orgasm crashed down on her she writhed around like crazy. Her pussy muscles gripped around the penetration and Mr. Patterson pushed his fingers in deep. His tongue still worked a touch onto clit as he lifted Connie to the height of her ecstasy and felt her shudder as the orgasm peaked and faded.
 
    
 
   Before she even had a chance to recover, Mr. Patterson straightened up and shuffled forward on his knees until he could stroke the tip of his cock on the slick pussy lips. Connie groaned as she looked down to see that she was about to be fucked and her body trembled as the head of the cock teased a touch around her pussy entrance. Her back arched up as the erection was suddenly driven all the way inside and it was the start of frenetic sex. Mr. Patterson rested his hands on the sofa either side of the teen girl’s body and powered his hips back and forward. The sweat slid down his forehead as he threw himself into fucking teen pussy. The pressure quickly built in his body and he slowed his rhythm to try and prolong the sex for as long as possible. He fucked his cock in and out a few more times before withdrawing. Connie squealed as she was flipped over onto her knees. Mr. Patterson pushed her body down to the sofa and looked down at the cute butt. He stroked his fingers on it and then pulled the ass cheeks open. The sight of the tiny puckered hole stirred his passion, but it was pussy he was after and he hoped he would get another chance to fuck the teen girl’s asshole. He slipped his cock between her thighs and quickly found the pussy entrance to stroke his cock back inside. Connie groaned as she was impaled on stiff cock again. Hands gripped tightly at her hips and she could hear the slapping of their naked skin as her employer began to power into her again.
 
    
 
   This time Mr. Patterson knew he wouldn’t hold back and he fucked tight teen pussy with renewed vigor until he brought himself to the brink of a release. He clenched his buttocks tightly as the excitement overwhelmed him and groaned as he let go. Thick white spurted from his cock and flooded the wet hole. His groans got louder as his cock continued to release strings of sticky cum until he finally fell forward onto the teen girl’s back with a satisfied sigh. He took a few seconds to try and catch his breath before finally pulling back. As soon as his cock was out the cum seeped from Connie’s pussy and slid down her thighs. She reached behind to touch on it and giggled.
 
    
 
   “Dirty pervert,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Are you talking about me or you?” Mr. Patterson shot back.
 
    
 
   Connie giggled louder. “Both I guess. I’ll have to make sure I’m late again next week and maybe you’ll be fantasizing about my wet panties again.”
 
    
 
   “Wet, dry, I don’t mind,” he said with a laugh. “As long as I get to stroke your panties on my cock I’ll be happy.”
 
    
 
   “Hmm…, maybe I’ll bring some dirty pairs with me next week then,” the teen girl went on. “I think you might like them.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck yeah,” Mr. Patterson almost shouted and knew that the next babysitting night was going to be even better. 
 
    
 
   A Wife’s Sexy Surprise
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   When his wife confesses during a sex session that she fantasizes about threesomes, a man finds himself turned on by the idea. He tells her that one of his friends often comments on her looks and she urges him to try and get him to join in their lovemaking. The man does this, but keeps it a secret from his wife and she comes home from work one day to find that her fantasies of taking on two men are just as good as she imagined.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Valerie closed her eyes and pushed her head back on the pillow. “Oh shit,” she cried out breathlessly and then looked down at her husband. Andy’s head was buried between her spread open thighs and his tongue was working its usual magic on her body. She squirmed around and her face contorted in an expression of agonized ecstasy. Her husband knew just what she liked and as her licked deeper it sent her passion spiraling towards a climax. The breath rushed from her as the pleasure between her thighs intensified. “I want it now,” Valerie gasped in an excited tone and her husband pulled his head up. He quickly moved up her body and in one swift movement drilled his stiff erection inside her wet hole.
 
    
 
   The penetration was the final thrill that pushed Valerie over the edge. Her gasping cry sounded around the bedroom as the heat from her pussy rushed out to engulf her entire body. Andy held deep as the spasms of his wife’s pussy walls rippled around his cock. She tried to arch her back up as her passion hit its peak and as she dropped back to the bed, the cock was frantically fucked into her. Andy was so turned on that his climax erupted in a matter of seconds and suddenly he was sending streams of hot white inside the softness. His cock jerked out of control as he lost his load to his wife and he dropped down on top of her when the shudders finally ended.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” he gasped. “It can never get any better than this.” He heard the quiet giggles of his wife and looked down at her. “What?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “If one of my fantasies came true I think it would be better for me,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” her husband said. “And what exactly would this fantasy be?”
 
    
 
   “You sure you want to hear?” Valerie went on.
 
    
 
   Andy finally rolled off her and lay gasping. “Sure,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Well…” Valerie hesitated, but went on when her husband encouraged her. “I dream about sex with two men,” she blurted out.
 
    
 
   “Little slut,” said Andy.
 
    
 
   Valerie shrugged. “It’s just a fantasy.”
 
    
 
   “But one you want to try by the sounds of it,” her husband shot back. He was surprised at the flicker of interest that registered in his mind and he started to quiz his wife. “So how long have you been having this fantasy?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “It’s one I’ve always had,” she confessed.
 
    
 
   “And has my dirty little slut wife lived out her fantasy,” Andy teased.
 
    
 
   Valerie shook her head. “Nope, just fantasies,” she said. Her husband suddenly laughed. “What’s funny?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “My friend from work, Colin,” Andy said. “He’s always telling me how lucky I am to have a gorgeous wife like you. I think he has a little crush on you.”
 
    
 
   Valerie rolled over. “Really?” she said. “Do you think he would do it?”
 
    
 
   “So just a fantasy then?” teased Andy as he heard the eagerness in his wife’s voice. The flicker of interest that registered in his mind when Valerie confessed to her threesome fantasy was growing and he was suddenly wondering what it would be like.
 
    
 
   “A girl can dream can’t she,” said Valerie with a laugh, but Andy could see that she really would be interested in living out her fantasy.
 
    
 
   “Well keep dreaming,” he replied. His wife giggled as she got up from the bed to go and shower. 
 
    
 
   Valerie’s comments after their sex session planted a seed in Andy’s mind that kept growing and wouldn’t let go. He’d never thought about a threesome before, but found that the idea of watching Valerie take another cock turned him on. The next time he went out for a drink with Colin after work he told him what his wife said about a threesome and found that his friend was up for the idea. It set in motion a plan that around a week later found the pair of them standing in Andy’s bedroom.
 
    
 
   “So she really doesn’t know?” asked Colin.
 
    
 
   Andy shook her head. “She’s never really mentioned it again, so must think I’m not interested.”
 
    
 
   “Your hot wife is in for a surprise tonight then,” Colin said and then looked at his friend as the sound of the key in the front door lock reached their ears.
 
    
 
   “That’s her,” Andy said. “You stay here and remember no noise until I tell you.” He walked out of the bedroom and closed the door. When he got downstairs his wife was sitting on the sofa with her heels kicked off and her feet resting on the coffee table. “Busy day?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Not bad,” she said. Andy bent down to kiss her, but rather than being a peck on the cheek it was a passionate locking of lips. Valerie let out a gasp as her husband pulled back. “Well someone is a little horn dog by the looks of it,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said. “It made me want to play.”
 
    
 
   “Mmm…,” Valerie said. “That sounds interesting. Did you have something kinky in mind?”
 
    
 
   “Well now that you mention it,” he said with a grin and reached in his pocket. He pulled out a blindfold and let it hang from his finger. “I thought I might tease my hot little wife into submission.”
 
    
 
   Valerie gasped again as the blindfold was placed around her head, but made no effort to protest. She sensed her husband leaning in for another passionate kiss and then he took her hand and helped her to stand.
 
    
 
   “Follow me,” he said. Valerie felt her pulse racing. They occasionally played kinky little games together and it always got her excited. She wondered just what he husband was going to do, but could do nothing more than follow him as he led her up the stairs. Andy pulled her to the bedroom and Colin worked to suppress a laugh as he saw Valerie wearing a blindfold. She was led over to the bed and Andy kissed her and then moved his mouth to her ear. “That sweet little pussy is mine,” he said, making sure his voice was loud enough for Colin to hear. Valerie gasped as the buttons of her blouse were undone. It was pulled from her shoulders and dropped to the floor. Her skirt followed and suddenly she was standing in nothing more than her panties and bra. Her chest was heaving at the thought of her pussy being licked and the fucking that would follow. When Andy guided her onto the bed she lay back and spread her legs.
 
    
 
   Colin watched as Valerie was stripped of her blouse and skirt and the sight of her in her underwear brought his semi-erect cock to full stiffness. He could feel it throbbing as Valerie lay on the bed and he almost gasped when she spread her legs wide. Andy moved to the bottom of the bed, but then stepped out of the way and motioned his friend forward. Colin let out a long breath as he got on the bed between Valerie’s legs. She flinched as his fingers touched on her thigh then moaned as they traced higher. Her moans got louder as the touch moved onto her panties and the fingers slid up and down the outline of her pussy lips. The silky material got wetter and Colin wanted to taste. He bent down and licked on the damp panties and it brought out more moans from Valerie. She pushed towards the touch of the tongue and it pressed harder onto her. Colin reached for the edge of the panties to pull them to the side in his eagerness to see and touch naked pussy. He gasped when it came in sight and pushed his mouth onto it. 
 
    
 
   Valerie began to writhe around as the tongue split her open and the touch inside lapped against her pussy walls. The pleasure swelled in her body and she arched her back up from the bed. Andy finally decided to let her in on the secret. As the tongue continued to lick eagerly in his wife’s pussy he quietly moved to the side of her head and bent close.
 
    
 
   “Are you enjoying yourself,” he whispered.
 
    
 
   Valerie’s shriek rang around the room and she grabbed the blindfold to pull it out of the way. “Fucking hell,” she gasped as she saw the smiling face of her husband beside her. She quickly looked between her legs and let out a cry at the sight of Colin. His mouth was coated in pussy wetness. She glanced back at Andy and he just grinned and nodded. She grabbed at his head and pulled him to a kiss. The licking at her pussy resumed and she let out a muffled moan.
 
    
 
   When Andy pulled away he decided it was time to give his wife a roasting. Colin pulled away as he felt Valerie turning and Andy forced his wife onto her hands and knees. He got on the bed in front of her and dragged his erection out of his pants. Before she knew what was happening a cock was pushed in her mouth and suddenly she was giving her husband a blowjob. Her mouth worked eagerly along the stiff length as the excitement of being the center of attention in a threesome took hold. She tried to concentrate on playing with the shaft in her mouth, but knew that she was about to take two cocks for the first time in her life. She shuddered as the panties were dragged down her thighs and Colin moved up close to touch his erection on her ass. It was her fantasies coming true and she sucked eagerly on her husband as she pushed back against his friend. The touch on her ass got more forceful and suddenly her ass cheeks were being spread. She brought her mouth to the tip of her husband’s cock and glanced up at him with a look of anguish as the hardness played over her ass.
 
    
 
   Colin brushed his fingers over asshole and Valerie shuddered. His cock slipped between her thighs and she moaned as the thick head slid along her pussy lips. The tip was worked to her slick entrance and she waited for the moment of penetration. Colin teased though by working a touch around the wet hole until Valerie started to beg for cock. It was a massive turn on to hear and finally he pushed forward. He groaned as he stroked in deep in one smooth movement. Valerie let out a cry as her pussy was filled with stiff cock and immediately pushed her lips back down her husband’s shaft. Her excitement surged as she found out the reality of a hot threesome was so much better than the fantasy. Her husband grabbed her head and started to power his hips back and forward and suddenly she was almost gagging as his cock pushed to the back of her throat. At the same time hands gripped her hips as Colin readied himself to fuck pussy. He sunk his fingers deep in the flesh as he withdrew his cock until only the tip was left inside. His thrust forward was almost violent as he rammed himself back in the softness.
 
    
 
   Suddenly Valerie was impaled on two thrusting cocks and found that she was loving every second of it. Her mouth and pussy were split wide as the men worked themselves to a rhythm that was pleasuring her like never before. The tempo increased until the cocks were ripping into her and she was being forced to take a furious fucking. Her husband finally slowed his pace and pushed his stiff shaft all the way in her mouth. Colin’s eager thrusts from behind forced her onto the cock in her mouth until she was taking it deep throat. It was an unbelievable moment and she tried her best to control her breathing, although she eventually needed to lift a hand to push her husband back.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me,” she groaned and felt Colin push deep in her pussy. His fingers stroked on the tiny puckered hole and he looked at his friend with a grin. “Do you think your wife could take a pussy and ass fuck at the same time?”
 
    
 
   “Only one way to find out,” Andy grinned and Valerie groaned as she was manhandled to the side of the bed. Her husband lay down and she was made to straddle his waist. It was a position she liked and she thought of how many times she must have rode her husband’s cock as she sank down onto it. This was like no other time though and she felt herself being pushed forward as Colin moved into position behind her. The cock touching on her ass made her shudder and the convulsions grew stronger as the tip was brushed back and forth over her puckered hole. She glanced down at her husband and he was grinning at the look of agonized expectation on her face. “Does it live up to your fantasy?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Valerie did no more than nod as the sensation of the cock trying to open up her asshole gripped her attention. There was a slight pain as her tight hole remained stubbornly closed. It slowly turned to almost more pleasure than she could take though as the resistance to the pressure eased and the cock opened her up. The slight pop of her asshole giving way to the penetration allowed the head to slide inside and suddenly her world was the sensation between her thighs. She rocked her head back as Colin eased his cock in further and the tightness closed around it. He kept pushing until he was buried deep and Valerie could not believe just how wide she was being spread. The feel of two cocks inside was heaven, but she wanted more than them just filling her holes and urged the men to fuck her. They didn’t exactly need much encouragement and started to hump into her. Valerie’s whimpering cries showed just how much she was enjoying the sensation of the cocks fucking in her holes. The tempo increased until the short stabbing thrusts of the erections was driving her crazy.
 
    
 
   Colin could sense the pleasure of an ass fuck taking its toll and his excitement began to run out of control. He tried to slow his movements to calm himself a little, but the thrill of what he was doing played on his mind and pushed him on to more vigorous exertions. He finally gave up the idea of trying to hold back his release and just went for it. His cock powered forward as he ravaged Valerie’s ass and finally he could feel his balls tightening up against his body. A final couple of thrusts pushed him over the edge and he let out a groan as the fantasy of losing his load in Valerie came true. A torrent of white flooded the tight hole and Colin grabbed on and pulled himself deep as his cock jerked out every last drop of cum. It was one of the best feelings of his life and even when his balls were empty he held in ass to savor the moment. When he finally did pull back he sat back on the bed and looked to see the white spilling from Valerie’s ass. It sent another burst of excitement through him and he wished that he could fuck his cock back in the cum-soaked asshole straight away. Instead he moved forward and jabbed his finger in. The lubrication of the cum helped it slide in easily and as Valerie started to ride her husband’s cock with increasing abandon, Colin fingered her ass. The thrill of it was quickly too much for her to take and she almost screamed the place down as the orgasm burst to life in her body. The cock and finger continued to fuck into her all the way through the climax to give her a shattering experience and the peak of the pleasure left her gasping in exhaustion.
 
    
 
   Valerie continued to ride her husband even as the passion drained from her body. She worked his cock like never before as she pushed towards her second load of cum. Andy tried to hold back and enjoy the attention of his wife for as long as possible, but finally couldn’t control himself. His back arched up from the bed as the ecstasy of the release shook his body and his cock spurted out thick streaks of white. His breath spilled out heavily as his body jolted up from the bed and each time he flooded pussy with another stream of cum. By the time his climax faded he felt shattered and pulled Valerie down on him in a tight embrace.
 
    
 
   “So is that your fantasy fulfilled?” he teased.
 
    
 
   “Well…,” she said with a grin.
 
    
 
   Andy looked at Colin. “Oh fuck here we go,” he said and turned back to his wife.
 
    
 
   Valerie laughed. “Well my ass and pussy took a load, but nothing for my mouth. Maybe…”
 
    
 
   “…you need one more man,” her husband finished. “You dirty little gangbang slut.”
 
    
 
   Valerie shrugged. “It’s just a fantasy,” she said with a grin.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” said Andy and returned the grin. “Now where have I heard that before?”
 
    
 
    
 
   Stepdad’s Dirty Little Daughter
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   When his wife’s teenage daughter comes to live with them at the start of a college course, a stepfather finds that the nineteen year old girl is a bit of a tease. She flaunts herself at him when her mother isn’t around until he decides he has to have her. When he goes into her bedroom one evening when his wife is out, the girl puts her panties on and a show for him and it leads to a sex session where she finds out just how much her stepfather loves his new daughter.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “She’s here,” Miriam shouted up the stairs.
 
    
 
   Bradley got up from the desk he was working at and walked across to the bedroom window just as the eighteen year old girl was getting out of the taxi. The short skirt put a lot of naked thigh on show and she came close to flashing her panties as she dropped her feet to the sidewalk and stood. Even when the skirt slid back into place it didn’t appear to cover a lot and the t-shirt seemed equally small, with a lot of bare midriff on show. Bradley stood appraising his stepdaughter and was amazed at the long blonde curls, prettily made up face and lithe figure. He hadn’t seen her in a couple of years, since the day he’d married her mother in fact, because she took the decision to go and live with her natural father on the other side of the country. The girl he remembered from his wedding day wasn’t the one getting out of the taxi and she certainly seemed to have grown up a lot in a couple of years. Bradley finally stepped away from the window and made his way down the stairs to where his wife was waiting at the front door. He watched as she hugged her daughter and then smiled as the girl came up to him.
 
    
 
   “It’s nice to see you Tanya,” he said and suddenly found himself hugged in a tight embrace. The feel of the lithe body pressed against his own was a pleasant surprise and he was acutely aware of the breasts pushing against his torso and his crotch pushing against her midriff. It brought on a flash of excitement in his mind and it took some will power to keep his cock under control. Bradley pulled back feeling a little guilty, but Tanya just grinned at him as she grabbed her mother’s arm and stepped into the home. He went to pick up her bags and carried them inside. When he stepped in the lounge his wife and stepdaughter were sitting on the sofa enjoying a chat. He moved to an armchair opposite and as soon as he sat down realized that he could see up the teen girl’s short skirt to her panties. He tried to keep his eyes off the pretty sight of the white cotton, but couldn’t stop the occasional glance. Again his guilt flared up, but there was no denying that Tanya was cute.
 
    
 
   “So you don’t mind me being here Bradley?” the teen girl suddenly asked.
 
    
 
   He quickly brought his gaze up, but was unsure of whether his stepdaughter saw him trying to catch a glimpse of her panties. “Of course not,” he replied quickly. “Are you looking forward to starting your new course?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” she answered. “It’s a great college and how lucky am I that you live so close to it.”
 
    
 
   “Well, we are happy to have you here,” he said. The teen girl resumed talking to her mother and Bradley again couldn’t help glancing down. When he did Tanya shifted in the seat as if she was making herself comfortable. Her legs parted wider and put her panties completely on show. Bradley looked up quickly and his stepdaughter shot a grin in his direction. He pretended not to notice, but it put the thought in his mind that she was a tease that enjoyed flashing. He decided it was time to go and stood. “I’ll get back to my work and leave you two to catch up.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” said his wife. “I’ll call you when dinner is ready.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” he said then smiled at Tanya. “I’ll take your bags upstairs to your bedroom. I’m sure your mother will show you the way to it.”
 
    
 
   “No, I’ll come up now so that I can shower and get changed,” she said. “It was a long journey.”
 
    
 
   Bradley suddenly felt a little nervous, but tried not to let it show. He stepped out of the lounge and picked up the bags. When Tanya followed him he led her up the stairs to the bedroom, expecting his wife to come as well. She disappeared into the kitchen though and he was left alone with the teen girl. “It’s this way,” he said and took her along to a room. His hands were full so he waited until Tanya opened the door and walked in then followed her.
 
    
 
   “This is nice,” she said as she looked around.
 
    
 
   Bradley walked across the bedroom and dropped the bags on the floor beside the wardrobe. When he turned back the teenage girl was already pulling the t-shirt over her head.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing,” he hissed and his nervousness increased.
 
    
 
   “I told you, I’m going to take a shower,” Tanya answered with a grin.
 
    
 
   “OK, well I better go then,” Bradley went on.
 
    
 
   “No rush,” his stepdaughter replied cheekily. “I thought that seeing as you couldn’t keep your eyes from my panties in the lounge you would want to see my bra as well.”
 
    
 
   Bradley just stared. “I should go,” he repeated and moved across to the door.
 
    
 
   The teen girl giggled and he looked back to see her unhooking her bra and letting it slide down. He quickly turned and left before the naked breasts were fully exposed, but could feel his pulse racing. His cock was coming to life, but he tried to suppress it and the guilt kicked in again as dirty thoughts about his stepdaughter came to mind.
 
    
 
   Bradley’s first experience of being teased by his cute stepdaughter was only the start and she seemed to take delight in being a flirt when her mother wasn’t looking. In the few weeks following her arrival he became used to seeing her panties, but he made sure not to be left alone in the house with her so that teasing was all that could take place. His fantasies began growing though and when Tanya started to make it clear that more than just looking was on offer it became difficult to resist. When she sat on his lap one evening there was no way he could stop his erection growing and the teen girl giggled quietly and wriggled around on it. “I think step-daddy likes his little daughter,” she said with a grin, but the sound of her mother coming down the stairs made her quickly get up and leave the lounge. Bradley tried to calm himself before his wife arrived, but he knew he was moving closer to sex with a teen girl. A couple of days later things finally came to a head when his wife went to an evening lecture after work. He got home to a quiet house, but when he heard movement from upstairs knew that his stepdaughter was in. His mind filled with thoughts of fucking her and the temptation was too great. He felt his pulse racing as he made his way up the stairs and moved along the hallway until he was standing in front of his stepdaughter’s bedroom. Taking a deep breath he knocked and walked in.
 
    
 
   “Hey Bradley,” Tanya said as she glanced up from where she was lying face down on her bed. She closed the college books she was looking through and moved to sit at the edge of the mattress. Her skirt rode up to show off her panties, but as usual she made no effort to cover it up. Bradley’s gaze dropped and lingered on the pink material and he only raised it again when the teen girl spoke. “Where’s mum?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Gone to a lecture at the library…,” Bradley replied, “…and won’t be back until nine.”
 
    
 
   Tanya looked at the clock on the wall and saw that it was just after seven. A grin spread over her face and she looked back at her stepfather. “Hmm…, I wonder what we could do for two hours,” she teased. She wriggled forward a little so that her skirt hitched higher. “Oops…,” she continued as she looked down and saw her panties. “I hope I’m not getting you excited. I would be so, so wrong for a stepfather to get a hardon for his pretty little daughter don’t you think?”
 
    
 
   Bradley couldn’t pull his gaze away from the panties and his cock stiffened in his pants. The pent up emotions of the previous few weeks suddenly came to the fore and he moved across the room then dropped to his knees in front of Tanya.
 
    
 
   “Does daddy want to kiss his cute daughter?” she carried on teasing. She leaned forward and reached a touch to the back of his neck and pulled him down so that his mouth was at her panties. The teen girl convulsed a little as the lips of her stepfather finally caressed onto her. Bradley kissed hard onto the soft material and moved a touch around. A dark patch began to appear on the pink and he flicked out his tongue to lick at it. The taste of teen pussy brought out a desire that surprised him and Tanya moaned as his fingers suddenly fumbled with the edge of her panties and pulled them aside. Bradley let out a gasp as the sight of the shaved pussy was exposed to him and quickly leaned forward to kiss on it. His lips easily slid over the slick skin and he finally pushed out his tongue to lap at the taste. When he pressed forward a little harder the pussy opened up and he groaned at the touch on the soft inner skin. His fingers were suddenly scrabbling between the teen girl’s thighs as his desperation took hold to get the wet hole open wider. He pulled at the slick folds of skin and pushed his tongue all the way inside so that his mouth was glued to pussy. He lapped at the soft walls and heard the moans of Tanya as she finally got what she wanted. Her fingers grabbed at his hair to pull him forward and she pushed her pussy onto the eager mouth.
 
    
 
   When Bradley finally moved back he was gasping for breath. He stood up quickly and loosened his pants to pull them down. Tanya watched as he exposed his stiff cock and then grabbed at it. Her fingers wrapped around the erection and she shuddered as she felt just how erect it was. She looked up to catch hold of her stepfather’s gaze and grinned as she leaned forward. Bradley could feel the warm breath of the teen girl on his cock and closed his eyes at the touch of her soft mouth on him. She moved her head from sided to side to rub her lips on the head of the shaft and then flicked out her tongue to lick at the pre-cum. The taste was something that always drove her crazy and Bradley groaned as the teen girl parted her lips and pushed down on his cock. The stiff length was suddenly engulfed in wet warmth as Tanya tried to push all the way to the balls. She barely managed it and her lips just touched balls when she pulled back up.
 
    
 
   “Do you like what your dirty little stepdaughter is doing?’ she asked.
 
    
 
   Bradley said nothing and just pulled her head forward again. Tanya let the cock slide back in her mouth and then grazed her teeth up and down it. The sensation made him groan louder and he thrust his hips forward. This time the teen girl managed to hold the cock deep throat for a little longer and then worked her mouth frantically up and down the length. When she finally came back up a string of spit and pre-cum kept her lips connected to the tip of the cock. It was an erotic sight and Bradley just stared as she slowly flicked out her tongue to lick it away. He suddenly wanted more and started to pull the clothes from his body. Tanya giggled, but joined in by stripping and in seconds they were naked on the bed. The teen girl lay on her side with her stepfather close behind and she pushed back as she felt the cock stabbing against her butt. She moaned as the kisses caressed on her ear then along her jaw line and onto her neck. Pleasure flooded her body and she pushed back more forcefully against the erection.
 
    
 
   “Do you like anal?” she gasped.
 
    
 
   Bradley’s excitement surged at the words. He moved back a little and watched as the teen girl reached a hand to her ass cheek and pulled on it. The butt crease spread open and he caught side of the tiny puckered hole. He quickly sucked a finger and slid it around the rim of the tight hole to wet it. Tanya moaned as the finger brushed over her asshole and urged her stepfather to keep going. He quickly guided the head of his cock to the puckered hole and pressed against it. More pleasure flooded Tanya’s body and she eagerly pushed back as the desire to take her stepfather’s cock in her ass came on strong. She gasped as the tip of the shaft worked against her and pulled at her ass cheek to try and open herself up. The resistance stopped Bradley’s progress, but he fought to get past it until he sensed a little give. He fucked his hips forward and the teen girl squealed as she was opened up. Suddenly the cock slid in easily and as he pushed forward he buried himself to the hilt in teen ass. He shuddered as the tightness closed around his stiff length and Tanya squeezed her butt muscles to trap him inside. As they lay in the spoons position Bradley’s mouth was close to his stepdaughter’s ear and she could hear his harsh breathing. When he started to rock his body the teen girl closed her eyes as the heat of the moment washed over her. The cock began to fuck into her ass more forcefully and she couldn’t hold back the whimpers as the tight hole was ravaged. Her breathing became ragged and she moved her hand between her thighs to touch on her clit. Her body convulsed in a moment of bliss and she started to rub harder. The climax moved closer and Tanya worked furiously to bring it on.
 
    
 
   “Don’t stop,” she moaned as her excitement ran out of control and suddenly there was no stopping the rush of pleasure. Her body tightened as her fingers flew over her clit and she pushed back to meet her stepfather’s frantic thrusts. It finally became too much and suddenly she was lost in the moment. Tanya cried out as her asshole tightened and gripped around the cock. The flash of heat it sent rushing through her body was almost too much too bear and her fingers pressed hard on her clit. It built the tension in her body until the peak of the orgasm crashed over her and suddenly the shudders wouldn’t stop. “Oh fuck,” the teen girl let out and giggled as her body slowly relaxed again. She moved forward and the cock pulled out of her ass. 
 
    
 
   Grabbing her panties, Tanya stroked them along the erection to clean it. She quickly got on her knees over her stepfather’s lap and lowered herself towards him. Her asshole was still pulsing as she lifted the cock and stroked it along her pussy lips. Bradley groaned as his stepdaughter sat down on his cock and let it stroke all the way inside her pussy. She leaned forward to put her hands on his chest and grinned down at him. Without a word she began to raise and lower her body so that she was riding the cock. Her movements were slow at first as she just enjoyed the feel of her pussy being fucked. As her excitement took hold though, she began to speed up the rhythm until she was riding the cock in a frenzy. The sight of his stepdaughter’s tits bouncing up and down caught Bradley’s attention and he reached out to grab them. He squeezed into the soft flesh as he was pushed towards a release. Tanya was completely controlling the pace of the fuck and Bradley just played with tits and lay back to enjoy the ride. He could feel the pressure in his balls coming to the boil and started to push his ass up from the bed. It fucked his cock into teen pussy all the harder and suddenly there was no holding back. The tingle in his balls grew stronger by the second until a violent convulsion of his body launched a thick stream of white into his stepdaughter’s pussy. Bradley convulsed over and over as he lost control and emptied his balls. Tanya squeezed around the erect length to milk it dry and by the time her stepfather’s shudders were dying down the cum was seeping out of her pussy onto his body.
 
    
 
   Bradley lay gasping for breath and looked up to see his stepdaughter staring at him. “Your mother doesn’t find out about this,” he said.
 
    
 
   “No way,” she said. “That would stop the fun and now I have your cock to play with I’m not going to ruin it.”
 
    
 
   “Dirty little slut,” he teased.
 
    
 
   “You better believe it,” she shot back with a grin. “Aren’t you the lucky stepfather!”
 
    
 
    
 
   Babysitters Fantasy Come True
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   When a twenty one year old man bumps into the woman that used to babysit him when he was thirteen, he confesses that he fantasized about her and told his friends she was a MILF. He owns up to the fact that on a few occasions when she fell asleep on the sofa he came into the room to look up her skirt. The older woman gets turned on by the confession and asks if it is still something he dreams of. When he says yes she offers to let him play it out and his fantasies of fucking his MILF babysitter come true.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sean almost spilled his drink as he turned in the crowded bar and bumped against the woman behind him. He automatically apologized without even looking up as he worked to steady his glass and was about to turn back to his friends when the laughing stopped him.
 
    
 
   “Not even going to say hello to me,” the woman said and he took a closer look at her face.
 
    
 
   “You have got to be kidding me,” he finally said when recognition struck and he joined in the laughing.
 
    
 
   “So you do remember after all,” the woman said.
 
    
 
   “Of course I do,” the twenty one year old man answered. “I wouldn’t forget my favorite babysitter now would I. How are you Millie?”
 
    
 
   “I’m good,” she replied, “how about you?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah I’m doing good too,” Sean answered. “I thought you left town.”
 
    
 
   “I did,” Millie went on. “I’m just back to see my family for the weekend and meet up with a few old friends.”
 
    
 
   Sean looked down and saw that her glass was almost empty. “Can I get you a drink?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Yeah sure,” the older woman answered. “That would be nice. I’ll have a white wine.”
 
    
 
   Sean elbowed his way to the counter and tried to catch the attention of the barman to order the drink. He stood thinking as he waited for it to be served. Millie was his babysitter when he was thirteen and she’d always teased him that he was way too old for a sitter. At that age he was just starting to take an interest in girls and he remembered that even though she was more than ten years older than him, he spent a lot of time fantasizing about Millie. It brought a grin to his face and he felt a quick rush of excitement at the thought, but as the drink was served he shook the images from his mind and returned to hand over the wine.
 
    
 
   “Cheers,” Millie said and clinked his glass. Even though they were there with other friends, the two of them spent much of the night chatting about old times. As the alcohol flowed their inhibitions lowered and they started to tease each other. “So anyway…,” Millie suddenly said with a grin. “Did you ever get over your crush on me?”
 
    
 
   Sean’s mouth opened wide and he was suddenly a little embarrassed. “I did not have a crush on…” he started, but the words stopped when he saw the expression on Millie’s face and he laughed. “Yeah OK,” he confessed. “But what did you expect. I was thirteen years old and you were cute. Can you blame me for having fantasies?”
 
    
 
   “Oh…,” went on the older woman. “So you thought I was cute and it wasn’t just a crush. You were having fantasies about me you dirty little pervert.”
 
    
 
   “Well…, I…,” stammered Sean. “Hey c’mon, it was eight years ago. You’re not going to hold it against me are you?”
 
    
 
   Millie laughed. “No I won’t hold it against you. So what did you think about doing?”
 
    
 
   “What?” he exclaimed. “I can’t tell you that.”
 
    
 
   “Did you try to get any sneaky looks at me?” she pressed on and grinned. Sean’s face reddened slightly and the older woman was quick to notice. “You did you little pervert,” she teased. “Tell me.”
 
    
 
   “Umm…, well there were some times when you arrived late and seemed to be a little tired. On a couple of occasions you fell asleep on the couch and I kind of looked up your skirt. I told my friends what I did and said that you were my MILF.”
 
    
 
   Millie laughed, but Sean noticed that she moved closer so that her arm touched against his. “I wasn’t exactly a mother at the time so could hardly be a MILF.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah I know that…,” Sean replied. “Do you have any kids now?”
 
    
 
   “One daughter,” Millie replied.
 
    
 
   “And a husband?” asked Sean.
 
    
 
   Millie shook her head. “He’s long gone and I’m single and free again.”
 
    
 
   “So now you definitely are a MILF,” he teased.
 
    
 
   “So little Sean is still having fantasies about his cute babysitter,” said Millie. “It’s a shame you are too old for me to babysit. Maybe I would fall asleep on the sofa!”
 
    
 
   Sean could sense his excitement growing as the flirting continued and he wondered if there was a chance that his fantasies might actually come true. “Well my parents are gone for the weekend so I do have to stay at home all alone.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” Millie said and he could hear the interest coming through in her voice. “Maybe I could come and have a look around your house, just for old times sake.”
 
    
 
   “Sure, you would be more than welcome,” Sean replied quickly. He could feel his erection coming to life and tried to hold it down. It seemed as if things were moving towards some fun with an older woman, but he didn’t want to jump the gun in case he was mistaken. He looked down and saw Millie’s almost empty glass. “I was just about to leave,” he went on. “So if you really do want to come just let me know.”
 
    
 
   The older woman put her glass down on a nearby table and turned to her friends to tell them she was leaving. Sean did the same and the pair of them headed for the exit to leave. They chatted on the taxi ride to his home, but when they finally stepped out and moved up to the house the tension between them grew. Sean unlocked the door and let them in then led Millie to the lounge. She laughed as she walked in.
 
    
 
   “I am pretty sure the wallpaper has changed,” she said, “but the furniture looks the same.”
 
    
 
   “It is,” Sean said.
 
    
 
   “So this must be the sofa where a little teen pervert was trying to look up my skirt,” she said. “I better make sure I don’t fall asleep.”
 
    
 
   Sean could feel his pulse racing as Millie moved to the sofa and lay down on it. The skirt she was wearing wasn’t as short as those she favored in her younger years, but the hem rode up a little and put some naked thigh on view. His eyes locked on the pretty sight and he decided to see if he could get her to pull it higher.
 
    
 
   “Not much chance of me reliving my fantasy,” he said. “As far as I remember your skirt was much further up your legs.”
 
    
 
   “Oh…,” Millie said. “You mean like this.” Sean’s eyes followed the hem as it slid higher until it was almost at the top of her legs.
 
    
 
   “Yeah like that,” he said. His pulse was now really racing and he made no effort to control the erection that was growing in his pants. “And then when you fell asleep, your legs kind of parted to expose your panties.” He held his breath as he waited to see what happened.
 
    
 
   “You mean like this,” Millie repeated and moved her knees apart. The white panties she was wearing slowly came into view.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” said Sean and his voice was strained.
 
    
 
   “So now that you are twenty one,” Millie went on. “What would you do when you saw me like this? Would you just look or…” The sentence went unfinished, but Sean picked up on the note of excitement in Millie’s breathless voice.
 
    
 
   He moved to sit on the edge of the sofa and stared down at the smooth skin. He held his breath again as he stretched out his hand and it came out in a rush as he touched on Millie’s legs. He shuddered as his fingers stroked on the soft skin and he quickly started to slide them higher. Millie parted her legs wider to show what she wanted and closed her eyes as the pleasure flowed through her body. The touch crept higher until it moved under the hem of the skirt and she let out a gasp as the fingers caressed onto her panties. Sean was suddenly living his fantasy as he stroked over the soft material. When he worked his fingers to the outline of the pussy lips he could feel the dampness that began staining the panties. The material got wetter as he slid a touch up and down the pussy and Millie’s soft groans encouraged him to more. Bending down his head he kissed on the panties and flicked out his tongue to taste pussy. It sent a shudder through his body and he licked harder. The older woman’s moans got louder as the touch continued to caress along the outline of her pussy lips and the sweet sensations made her wriggle around on the couch. She lifted her ass up from the seat.
 
    
 
   “Take them down,” she said.
 
    
 
   Sean lifted his head and reached hands under her butt. Grabbing the waistband of the panties he sensed his anticipation rising and let out a gasp as he slowly peeled the soft material down. The shaved pink slit was gorgeous and the desire to kiss it flooded his body. He dragged the panties to Millie’s ankles and pulled them off and then ducked his head between her legs. He couldn’t believe that his teenage boy fantasies about his babysitter were coming true, but there was no denying the taste of pussy that was suddenly filling his mouth. He licked eagerly at the slick skin and teased his tongue onto the pussy lips. Millie groaned as she was split open and the touch slipped inside to work against the soft inner skin of her pussy. Sean was suddenly forcing his head forward so that his lips caressed onto the slick skin and his tongue burrowed in the wet hole. He lapped eagerly to get more of the taste in his mouth and only pulled back when he needed to catch his breath. Millie was gasping heavily at the thrill of a younger man’s mouth on her pussy and wanted more. Sean was still trying to recover as she sat up and grabbed at the back of his neck to pull him down between her thighs. She forced her pussy against his mouth as he slid his tongue back inside and the pressure on the back of his head increased. It was the most erotic moment of his life to be licking out his former babysitter and he went all out to make her feel good.
 
    
 
   Millie finally released her grip on Sean, but his mouth didn’t pull away and she felt her excitement surging. She slid fingers to her clit to add to the thrill and her back arched almost painfully as the ecstasy flowed through her body. She encouraged her young lover to keep his tongue inside as she rubbed her fingers more forcefully on her clit. Her head rocked back as she rushed headlong towards an orgasm and her craving for it quickly grew out of control. Millie was crying out louder and louder as the climax neared and when Sean pushed his hand under her butt and forced a touch on her asshole it suddenly burst into life. Her hips bucked up from the seat as the pleasure in her body intensified. The sensation of the tongue working her pussy walls was driving her crazy and her shudders grew out of control as she was swept up to a moment of pure bliss. Her pussy muscles tightened as the peak of the orgasm took hold of her body and the tension only released when the climax started to fade away. She closed her eyes as she tried to catch her breath and grinned when she opened them again to see Sean looking at her.
 
    
 
   “Bet you couldn’t have done that when I was your babysitter for real,” she teased.
 
    
 
   Sean’s grin grew wider. “I’ve learnt a lot since then.”
 
    
 
   “Me too,” said Millie. She sat up on the sofa and forced Sean to his feet in front of her. She shuddered as the sweet sensation of the orgasm continued fading away and grinned as she saw the bulge in the pants right before her face. She looked up as she stroked her fingertips along it. “So what exactly did you do in these dirty teen fantasies of yours?”
 
    
 
   Sean was breathing hard. “It started with you giving me a blowjob and then I fucked you in the doggy position over the sofa.”
 
    
 
   “Dirty boy,” she teased, but started to bring the fantasy to life by unzipping the pants. Her hand slid inside and she gasped as her fingers circled around the thick length. She pulled it out and leaned down to kiss the tip. Sean rocked his head back as the pleasure of the touch took hold. His breath spilled out in a rush as the mouth caressed over the head of his cock and ran down the shaft. Millie was in no mood to waste time and her lips were quickly flashing along the erect length. She pushed down on it so that the tip nudged against the back of her throat and every so often held it deep throat. As she worked the cock her movements sped up. When she brought her hand to the base of the shaft and began to use it in combination with her mouth Sean felt his hunger for sex with his babysitter spiraling out of control. He finally couldn’t wait any longer and grabbed at Millie to turn her around and push her down so that she was bent over the sofa. He dropped his pants then dragged the skirt up the back of Millie’s thighs to expose her butt and took a second to just savor the moment. The sight of the naked ass before him was the biggest turn on ever and he finally pushed forward.
 
    
 
   Millie groaned as the cock touched on her ass and was pressed in her butt crease. It stroked into the softness and as Sean pushed further forward she could feel the hardness sliding over her asshole. The touch of the hands on her butt cheeks brought out a gasp and she felt herself being spread open. When the tip of the cock was touched on her tight hole she thought she was about to be ass fucked, but Sean only played for a second before sliding his cock between her thighs. He worked the head of his shaft along the slick pussy lips and finally settled the tip at the wet opening. His eyes closed as he pushed his weight forward and felt the pussy softness surround his cock. He didn’t stop pushing until he was buried all the way inside and shuddered as Millie squeezed her pussy around him. At first he just held inside, but then wanted more and took hold of the older woman’s ample hips. His fingers dug into the soft skin to tighten his grip and when he was finally ready he began to fuck pussy with long, smooth strokes.
 
    
 
   The groans of the older woman as the hardness stroked along her wet pussy walls was another massive turn on for Sean and the movements of his hips sped up until he was thrusting forward in an excited frenzy. The pressure in his balls quickly grew and he needed to slow down again to hold on. He wanted to make sure the fuck of his babysitter lasted as long as possible and worked himself between fast and slow thrusts to keep control. As he continued to fuck pussy it became harder to hold back and finally he knew that it was becoming impossible. His movements sped up and this time he knew there would be no slowing down again. Millie sensed his urgency and started to push back to meet his thrusts. His cock slammed in pussy savagely as he completely lost control and worked himself to a release. When it came he let out a loud groan of satisfaction at the feel of his cum flooding Millie’s wet hole. He kept thrusting until there was nothing left to give and even after that worked his cock to enjoy slamming in a cum-soaked pussy. His erection eventually lost power though and he pulled back out. He looked down to see exactly the same sight that he always fantasized about and Millie reached behind herself to touch on the thick white that was seeping from her pussy and sliding down her thighs.
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” she gasped. “This is the most fun I ever had while babysitting.”
 
    
 
   Sean laughed. “I don’t think my parents will pay you for this one though,” he said.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got my payment already,” she said and continued to stroke her fingers through the cum on her skin. She finally straightened up. “Will you be here alone tomorrow?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “My parents don’t get back until Sunday,” he replied with a grin.
 
    
 
   Millie returned the grin and stood. “Well I wouldn’t want a young boy like you to be alone and frightened,” she teased. “Do you think you’ll need a babysitter?”
 
    
 
   “Definitely,” he said. And if she tells me her kinky fantasies I’d be more than happy to play them out.”
 
    
 
   “Dirty boy,” said Millie with a laugh. Thoughts of her fantasies were already filling her mind and she grinned at the idea of just what she was going to get Sean to do.
 
    
 
    
 
   Seduced by the Teenage Babysitter
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   A man driving to the gym in the pouring rain spots his teenage babysitter trying to take cover from the deluge. He gets her in the car and can’t help noticing how her clothes are sticking to her skin to reveal her cute figure. When he offers her the towel from his sports bag she seems to be teasing him by flashing her bra and panties while drying herself. It gets him hard and when the girl notices she takes an interest and before he knows what is happening he is being sucked and fucked in his car by a babysitter slut. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Even with his nose pressed right against the windscreen, Aaron could hardly see five feet in front of his car. The windscreen wipers tried valiantly to clear the deluge, but the rain was so heavy that they were struggling to make any sort of impact. Not that Aaron needed to worry about crashing as he sat in the line of vehicles slowly edging along. The downpour seemed to have come from nowhere, with the sky darkening and the rain starting to fall in what seemed like a matter of minutes. He slumped back in his seat as the traffic came to a halt again. He suddenly wished that he’d gone home after work instead of taking the decision to visit the gym. The roads leading to home were usually quieter and he suspected had he done that he would already be sitting in his house rather than being stuck in his car. There was nothing he could do though and knew he just needed to sit it out and wait for the rain to stop so that the traffic could get moving again.
 
    
 
   As the minutes passed the deluge seemed to ease off a little and he reduced the speed of his windscreen wipers. Rain was still falling, but suddenly he could see a little further ahead. He guessed the build up of traffic would take a little time to clear and settled back to wait. He cleaned some condensation from the driver side window and then did the same to the passenger side window. His eyes narrowed as he caught sight of a girl sheltering in a doorway. Her clothes were drenched and it looked as if she got caught in the downpour to the point that she was soaked to the skin. The girl was holding a book over her head as she tried to shelter, but as the rain eased off a little more she finally moved it away.
 
    
 
   “Fucking hell,” muttered Aaron under his breath as he realized the girl was his babysitter. He quickly wound down the window and shouted her name. Shelley didn’t appear to hear at first so he shouted louder. The sudden tooting of horns caught his attention and he turned to see the cars in front of him finally starting to move. When he looked back at his eighteen year old babysitter she was glancing in his direction. He waved her over and she finally stepped up to the car.
 
    
 
   “Oh hey Mr. Carter,” she said as she saw who was driving the car.
 
    
 
   “Get in,” he urged. “I’ll give you a ride home.” The teen girl quickly opened the door and slumped in the passenger seat.
 
    
 
   “What a day,” she said as Aaron put the car into gear and edged it forward. The traffic was traveling slowly, but at least it was finally moving again. He stole glances across at his babysitter and saw the way her hair was plastered to her forehead. Her white t-shirt stuck to her skin and he could see the bra through it. The short skirt was soaked and water was dripping from her naked legs onto the seat.
 
    
 
   “Couldn’t get out of the rain?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Shelley giggled. “How did you guess,” she answered. “I decided to walk home rather than ride the bus. It wasn’t my best decision of the day to be honest. When the rain came down all I could do was try to shelter in a doorway, but as you can see it didn’t give me much protection.” Aaron looked across at his teen babysitter again and a slight flash of excitement lit up in his mind at the way the t-shirt clung to her skin. It was a sexy sight that brought his fantasies of the teen girl to mind, but he tried to shake them off and concentrate on edging the car forward. “Where’s your daughter tonight?” Shelley asked.
 
    
 
   “She is staying with my ex-wife tonight,” he answered. “I decided a trip to the gym might be a good idea. That wasn’t my best decision.” Talk of the gym reminded him that there was a towel in the bag on the back seat of the car. “I think I’ll pass on the gym now though,” he went on. “You can use the towel in that bag to dry yourself.” He pointed his thumb over his shoulder as he talked and the teen girl turned to look.
 
    
 
   “Oh great,” she said and reached between the gap in the seats. She couldn’t quite reach he bag and eventually unclipped her seat belt and got to her knees to try and lean over the passenger seat and reach to the bag in the back. She unzipped it to search inside and as she did so Aaron turned to look. His excitement surged as he saw the way the teen girl’s skirt was riding up the back of her thighs as she leaned over the seat. It was almost bringing her panties into view and he moved a little to try and get a glimpse. His cock stiffened a little as the girl leaned forward further and the curve of her ass cheeks was exposed. Shelley finally found the towel and straightened up. Aaron pulled his eyes back to the road as she worked to turn around and sit down on the seat again. He glanced across though as she dried her hair and his cock stiffened further when she dragged the t-shirt up to dry her body. It almost brought her bra into view and he kept stealing glances as she worked to dry herself. Shelly then brought the towel to her thighs and rubbed it on them. She lifted her ass up from the seat to drag her skirt higher and Aaron got another glimpse of her panties as she dried her thighs. She finally pulled the skirt back down. “That feels a little better,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Do you want something dry to wear?” he asked. “If you do, just take the t-shirt from the bag. It’s freshly laundered.”

“Really?” the teen girl asked. “You don’t mind?”
 
    
 
   “No it’s OK,” he answered. In truth he didn’t mind at all, with the thought of getting a better view of the teen girl’s body and bra uppermost in his mind. He watched as she got to her knees on the seat again and leant over to search in the bag. She found the t-shirt and quickly turned to sit down. Shelley giggled when she unfolded it. “This is huge,” she said. “It will reach down to my knees.”
 
    
 
   “You can take your skirt off as well then,” he said. The words were out before he could stop them. “Umm…, if you want to that is,” he added.
 
    
 
   Shelley looked across at him, but said nothing. Aaron desperately wanted to turn and look as the teen girl stripped her top off, but kept his eyes on the road. As she pulled the large t-shirt over her head though he snuck a glance and caught sight of the white bra encasing the pert tits. His cock came fully erect, but as Shelly pulled the t-shirt lower on her body he returned his attention to the road. The teen girl lifted her butt to pull the t-shirt down and then worked her skirt loose to pull it off.
 
    
 
   “Feel better?” Aaron asked.
 
    
 
   “I’m certainly drier,” she said. “I really need to find a way to thank you for your help.”
 
    
 
   He heard the slight tone of excitement in her voice and turned to look. Her gaze was resting on his lap, but then moved up to her face. “You certainly seem to like looking at a teen girl,” she said.
 
    
 
   “I wasn’t…,” Aaron stammered, but as he looked down could see the obvious bulge of his erect cock was showing.
 
    
 
   “I don’t mind,” she said. “It’s kind of exciting that an older man is getting turned on for me.”
 
    
 
   Aaron flinched as the teen girl’s hand reached out and rested on his pants so she could feel the stiff cock pushing through the material. He edged the car forward in the traffic, but his attention was on the hand touching him.
 
    
 
   “Just you keep watching the traffic,” the teen girl urged and bent her head down.
 
    
 
   “Oh hey Shelly, wait…,” Aaron spluttered, but the zipper of his pants was already being pulled down. He couldn’t stop the shudder as a hand slipped inside and fingers encircled the hardness. His cock twitched and throbbed as it was pulled free of his pants and he gasped as the teen girl’s mouth rubbed on the tip. She sat back and he turned to see her licking her tongue over the sticky wetness on her lips.
 
    
 
   “Tasty,” she teased as she grinned at the older man. “I want some more.” Another shudder rocked Aaron as the mouth touched on the head of his cock again. His pulse was racing as he felt the tip of the tongue lick around the small opening.
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” he gasped quietly as he shifted in his seat. The pleasure slowly spread through his body as the teen girl went to work on his cock. She continued licking on the tip and then bent lower to kiss on the wet skin. Her lips quickly parted and Aaron felt his erection being engulfed in the warmth of Shelley’s mouth. She closed around it and sucked while her fingers pushed inside the zipper and stroked on his balls. Aaron clenched his ass cheeks as the thrill of the touch grew and he groaned as the head began to bob in his lap so that the teen girl’s lips stroked along his length. He rocked his head back as the blowjob became more intense and the teen girl worked a more forceful touch on his cock. She brought her hand to the base and wrapped her fingers around it while her lips flew up and the down the remainder of the stiff length. Aaron could feel the cum rising in his balls and worked to hold himself back. “Shit,” he finally groaned. “You’re going to make me cum.”
 
    
 
   The teen girl moved back and giggled. “Don’t you want to unload in a teen girl’s pretty mouth?” she teased.
 
    
 
   “I’d rather lose it in her pussy,” he joked and laughed.
 
    
 
   “OK,” said Shelley.
 
    
 
   “What?” asked Aaron and turned to look at her.
 
    
 
   “I said OK,” she said. “Find someplace quiet to park up and I’ll let you fuck me.”
 
    
 
   “Are you serious?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Shelley grabbed his cock in her hand and giggled. “Sure,” she said. “I always wondered just how good an older man would be. Now is my chance to find out.”
 
    
 
   Aaron looked around to see exactly where he was and then racked his mind to think of a quiet place nearby. He saw a side street and quickly turned in to it. The wipers squeaked across the windscreen and he switched the off as he realized the rain had finally stopped. He thought of a nearby park and decided to go to it. Cars couldn’t get inside, but the streets at the back of the park were generally quiet and there were fewer street lights. He put his foot down as he felt the grip tighten around his cock. Within a couple of minutes he was cruising along in front of the park. He saw one of the side streets and turned the vehicle into it. The darkness drew in around them as they made their way further away from the main highway and he finally parked the car next to the curb. It wasn’t exactly private, but he reckoned few people would be out and about walking so soon after the heavy rainstorm. As soon as the car came to a halt Shelley giggled and climbed over the passenger seat to get in the back. Aaron reached out and grabbed at her ass cheeks and his exhilaration surged. The teen girl pulled free of his grip and dropped to the back seat. She looked towards him and pulled the hem of the large t-shirt up to reveal her panties.
 
    
 
   “So what are you waiting for?” she teased as she stroked fingers on the silky material. Aaron clambered over the driver seat as best he could and finally worked himself to sit next to the girl. He knocked her hand out of the way and took over stroking on her panties. His fingers worked along the outline of the pussy lips and Shelley slid forward in the seat to push herself against the touch. Aaron wanted more and moved his fingers to the waistband. The teen girl didn’t need to be told to lift her ass from the seat and did it automatically as her panties were dragged down her legs to her ankles. As soon as they were out of the way Aaron ducked down and spread the thighs open. His desire surged as he kissed on the slick skin and tasted pussy. He was quick to push against the pussy lips and open them up so that he could get inside. The teen girl moaned as the eager tongue played inside her and pushed herself against the touch. Her excitement was running wild and she shuddered at the sensation of her pussy being licked out so eagerly by an older man. She slid fingers to her clit to increase her pleasure and the sound of her moans filled the car. The tongue lapping at her slick pussy walls was driving her crazy and her moans got louder as her body responded. She finally grabbed at her employer’s hair so that she could drag him up from between her thighs.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me now,” she gasped. “I want your cock inside me.” Shelley kicked the panties away from her ankles. She quickly lifted herself up and turned so that she could straddle Aaron’s lap while facing him. As she lowered her hips she could feel the cock jabbing at her and reached below her body to grab it and guide the tip to her wet opening. When the cock was in place she closed her eyes and slid down so that the thickness split her pussy lips open and fucked all the way inside her wet hole. She leaned forward to a kiss as her desire spiraled higher and the passionate embrace sent a shiver along her spine. Aaron pushed his tongue inside the teen girl’s mouth and it entwined with hers. His fantasy of fucking a teen babysitter was suddenly coming true and as Shelley wriggled around on his lap he felt his cock stroking on her pussy walls. The teen girl pulled back from the kiss and shook her head to send her long hair flying. It whipped across Aaron’s face and he closed his eyes as the teen girl started to ride his cock. She leaned forward so that her chin was almost resting on his shoulder and he could hear her harsh breathing. Her soft moans became louder as she threw herself into sex with her babysitting boss and her hips rose and fell faster so that she was fucking cock frantically.
 
    
 
   Aaron leaned back in the seat so that he could thrust his hips up and the action became furious as they both lost themselves in the heat of the moment. The cock slammed in the wet hole harder and faster and Shelley’s moans got louder still as she was pushed towards a climax. When she reached the brink she sat down on the cock to force it all the way inside and brought a hand to the top of her pussy lips to stroke her clit. The shock of the touch caused her orgasm to burst to life and she tensed for a second before writhing around in a frenzy. The thrill of seeing Shelley orgasm led Aaron to fuck his hips up at the teen girl and as she climbed to the peak of her pleasure he sensed his own climax come to life. As the pussy tightened around him, his cock erupted and his cum filled teen pussy. Shelley’s shudders ran out of control as the cum flooded her and coated her pussy walls white. She hugged close to Aaron and felt the shaking of his body as he released streams of cum inside her. The shudders of both finally began to die down and left them embraced together and gasping for breath.
 
    
 
   Shelly eventually pulled back. “Could you give me a ride home more often,” she said with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “Anytime you want,” replied Aaron. “As long as it’s raining and you need to strip your wet clothes off.”
 
    
 
   “For you I’ll get stripped whenever you want,” the teen girl went on. 
 
    
 
   “My own teenage babysitter tease,” said Aaron. “I don’t think life gets any better than that.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not a tease,” joked Shelley. “I put out, I’m a slut.”
 
    
 
   “Amen to that,” said Aaron. “I think I have the best babysitter in the world.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Babysitter Tied Down
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   When she starts a new job a teenage babysitter can’t help snooping around her employer’s home. She goes through the drawers of a cabinet in their bedroom and is excited to find some bondage gear. She gets caught up in looking at it and doesn’t hear the couple coming home early and when they find her they decide to punish her using the equipment.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zoe looked up from the book and saw that the little girl’s eyes were closed already. She was so engrossed in the bedtime story she never even noticed and she wondered just how long she’d been reading to a sleeping child. Way to go Zoe she chided herself and closed the hardback book and left it on the bedside cabinet. She sat for a few minutes more to make sure that the girl was sleeping soundly and finally stood to leave the bedroom. Zoe closed the door quietly and looked at her watch. It was just after nine and her employers said they wouldn’t be back until after ten at the earliest. A grin spread across her face as she realized there was nearly an hour for her to snoop around. She knew she shouldn’t, but the urge to do it always came over her when she started a new job. Mr. and Mrs. Howard’s home was nice and from the moment she stepped inside she wanted to have a look around. Now was her chance.
 
    
 
   Moving along the hallway, the eighteen year old girl opened a door to what looked like a spare bedroom. She stepped inside and walked to a wardrobe, but it was empty. With not much else to see in the room, she quickly stepped back to the hallway and moved to the next door. When she opened it she knew straight away it was the couple’s bedroom. The large double bed was the giveaway and she suddenly wondered how often Mr. Howard had fucked his wife in it. The couple was attractive and the image of them naked on the bed having sex popped in her mind and made her smile. She moved across to the wardrobe and opened it to see some beautiful clothes. Taking out a short red summer dress, Zoe held it against her body and looked in a full length mirror. Nice she thought and then returned the dress to the wardrobe. There were plenty of other nice pieces and the teen girl took out a few to hold them against her body. She came to some lingerie and felt the ripple of a shiver running down her spine as her fingers touched on the silky material. She pulled out a short nightgown that was completely see through and wondered just how hard Mr. Howard’s cock got when he saw his wife in it. That is so sexy she thought as she looked in the mirror and got the urge to try it on. She looked at her watch and saw that it was now twenty minutes after nine. There was time to do it, but she finally resisted the urge and put the nightdress back so she could look around some more.
 
    
 
   Zoe closed the doors of the wardrobe and turned to glance around the bedroom. She decided to have a look through a chest of drawers. There wasn’t much in the top drawer, but the next one down contained Mrs. Howard’s underwear. She let her fingers play over the bras and panties and felt another shiver caress along her spine, but she resisted the temptation to pull anything out because she knew she would want to try it on. She looked in the other drawers, but there wasn’t much to see until she reached the bottom one. The teen girl’s eyes opened wide and she slapped her hand over her mouth to hold in the laugh as she saw the items. Reaching in the drawer she picked out a pair of handcuffs and held them up. Dirty perverts she thought as the image of Mrs. Howard handcuffed and taking her husband’s stiff cock came to mind. She reached for some more of the items and pulled them out. The flogger was light in her hand and the leather tassels soft, but she suspected that it could dish out some painful punishment if it was lashed across skin. The black choker was marked with the word slut and Zoe couldn’t help trying it on. She got up and moved to the mirror and felt a flash of excitement as she stroked her fingers on the satin material. Stepping back to the chest of drawers, she pulled out a spanking paddle, large cock-shaped vibrator and a ball gag. She sat on the floor and let her fingers touch on the equipment. Fucking hell, she thought as she picked up the vibrator and gripped her fingers around it. She wondered how often Mrs. Howard climaxed with the sex toy deep in her pussy and it brought out another flash of excitement.
 
    
 
   “Having fun dear,” the voice said and Zoe scrambled to her feet and turned to see Mrs. Howard standing at the door of the bedroom. She looked at her watch and saw that it was still ten minutes before ten.
 
    
 
   “But…, but you’re not supposed…,” the teen girl stammered, but the words tailed off.
 
    
 
   “What?” asked Mrs. Howard and her tone was harsh. “Not supposed to be back until after ten. Is that what you were going to say?”
 
    
 
   Zoe dropped her gaze as she saw the older woman glare at her. She nodded her head in answer to the question and wondered what was going to happen.
 
    
 
   “Our friends got a phone call and needed to leave,” Mrs. Howard went on. “So we decided to just come home. And look what we find when we get here.” Her tone was still harsh. “This room is private Zoe. You shouldn’t be in here and you certainly shouldn’t be going through the drawers.” The teen girl flinched as the voice got louder. Mrs. Howard shouted on her husband and then moved across the room. “Is this the way your parents taught you to behave?” she went on. “What do you think they will say when we tell them?” She turned as her husband came in the room. “Close the door,” she said. “Our babysitter seems to be taking an interest in our lifestyle.”
 
    
 
   Zoe flinched again as the door closed and trapped her inside with the couple. She finally raised her gaze. “Please don’t tell my parents,” she pleaded. “I’m really sorry for going through your stuff. I promise I won’t do it again.”
 
    
 
   “Not good enough,” responded Mrs. Howard and shot a grin at her husband. “You get a choice. We either tell your parents or you get punished.”
 
    
 
   “What?” asked Zoe.
 
    
 
   The older woman walked across to her and lifted a hand to stroke it on the choker. “You heard,” she said. “So make your choice.”
 
    
 
   Zoe stood thinking. There was no way she wanted her parents to find out she was snooping around her employers home, but it was the thought of being punished that played more on her mind. Her pulse was racing from the surprise of being caught, but it quickened further at the thought of being tied up and used by the couple. “I don’t want my parents to know,” she finally said quietly.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Howard stroked her fingers on the choker around Zoe’s neck again. “Well that means some punishment for you then.” The older woman let her fingers slide down from the neck to trace over the curve of a breast and lower. When she reached the bottom of the t-shirt she lifted it up and pulled it over Zoe’s head. Her hands then went to the buttons of the jeans and she looked in the teen girl’s eyes as she undid them. When all the buttons were loosened the jeans were pulled down and Zoe found herself standing in just her underwear. She shuddered as the fingers played over her naked skin and Mrs. Howard walked around behind her. The teen girl almost let out a shriek as her ass cheeks were grabbed firmly and squeezed. Mrs. Howard dropped down and pressed her lips on the silky material of the panties and when she straightened up Zoe found out that kissing her ass wasn’t the real reason the older woman bent down. Her bra was unhooked and pulled from her and then her wrists dragged behind her back and secured together with the handcuffs Mrs. Howard had picked up. She was pulled across to the bed and thrown face down on it. Her chest heaved as her panties were dragged from her butt and she steeled herself for the punishment she expected to come. She relaxed a little as fingers stroked gently on her ass cheeks, but couldn’t hold in the shriek as the spanking paddle was brought down on her smooth skin. 
 
    
 
   The slapping sound of the hit rang around the room and Zoe writhed around as the pain seared into her. She clenched her ass cheeks until the agony died down. “Did that feel good?” asked Mrs. Howard as she stroked her fingers over the red mark. The teen girl was surprised that it did. The pain gave way to a sense of euphoria and the pleasure swept through her body. She moaned and shuddered and let out another shriek as the spanking paddle landed again. “Too much noise,” said Mrs. Howard and told her husband to get the ball gag. He moved to pick it up and when he returned to the bed forced the straps around Zoe’s head and the ball in her mouth. Her cries were muffled as Mrs. Howard delivered blow after blow to the exposed ass cheeks. The older woman finally stopped to look at the reddened cheeks and grinned. She turned her gaze to her husband and saw the bulge straining at the front of his pants.
 
    
 
   “Oh dear,” she said and dragged the teen girl up to a sitting position. Zoe could feel the agony and ecstasy of the punishment coursing through her veins. She clenched her buttocks and wriggled around to try and get comfortable, but it was useless as her ass cheeks burned. Her head was grabbed and she was forced to look at the older man’s crotch. “Look what you are doing to my husband you little slut,” she said with a grin. “You get his cock hard and that means you have to take it.”
 
    
 
   Zoe let out a muffled squeal as she was dragged from the bed and forced to her knees on the floor. Mrs. Howard was quick to loosen her husband’s pants and pull them down. The underwear was next and Zoe found herself staring at a raging erection. She watched as Mrs. Howard stroked a touch up and down her husband’s cock and her gasp rang out as the ball gag was pulled from her mouth. Mrs. Howard grabbed her head to hold it in place as her husband stroked his erection on the soft mouth. Zoe was gasping heavily as the taste of cock filled her mouth. She tried to move her head, but it was held too tightly and there was nothing she could do but take the erection that was forced between her lips. The excitement of using a teen girl seemed to drive Mr. Howard wild right from the start and he fucked his cock into mouth frantically. It pushed to the back of Zoe’s throat and she wanted to gag, but she felt the thrill of the moment and tried to control herself. The cock rammed in and out of her mouth faster as Mr. Howard lost control and he finally needed to pull back to calm himself. His wife seemed to be in charge of what was happening and she decided that the teen girl’s pussy should take some punishment. 
 
    
 
   Zoe felt the ball gag being forced back in place and she let out a muffled shriek as she was dragged back to the bed and made to get on her knees. Her head was pushed to the bed and it left her ass sticking up in the air and at the mercy of the couple. The spanking paddle delivered another couple of blows to redden the skin even more and the teen girl moaned as she felt the cock being pushed against her ass cheeks. Mrs. Howard spread them open so that her husband could work his cock between the teen girl’s thighs. He stroked the head of his shaft along the pussy lips to find the wet opening and then fucked forward hard. Zoe convulsed as the cock buried deep inside her. The spanking paddle landed on her ass and when she convulsed her pussy muscles tightened around the hardness. It was a fantastic sensation and she shuddered as the paddle spanked on her ass a couple of more times. Hands gripped at her hips and she knew a rough fuck was coming her way. The smooth strokes of the cock turned to stabbing thrusts as Mr. Howard powered into her. He made no attempt to hold himself back and concentrated purely on his own pleasure. The sound of his body slapping on the naked butt cheeks filled the room along with his groans. He worked himself to a frenzy until there was no way of holding back. His wife slapped the spanking paddle on his ass and the convulsion of his body pushed the cock deep into the teen pussy and set off his climax. He groaned as the cum poured from him and he enjoyed the sensation of filling the wet hole with sticky white cum. He continued to thrust at Zoe until he completely emptied himself in the teens pussy and then backed off as his wife pulled him away. 
 
    
 
   The teen girl was breathing heavily as she was pushed onto her back. It was uncomfortable lying on her handcuffed wrists and she lifted her body. She groaned as the older woman’s fingers thrust in her cum-soaked pussy and started to stroke in and out. It built her pleasure and when the fingers were pulled out they were cleaned on her lips. She licked at the cum and it stirred her passion. The sound of the buzzing caught her attention and she groaned as she saw the older woman standing with the large vibrator. Zoe writhed around on the bed as the sex toy was pressed on her clit and the vibrations ran into her body. It was a moment of bliss that was quickly shattered as the flogger was lashed across her tits. Her body arched up from the bed as the pain sank in, but the agony was quickly replaced by the pleasure of the vibrator touching on her clit again. Mrs. Howard’s breathing was ragged as she teased and tortured Zoe and she finally decided to bring the evening to an end.
 
    
 
   Dropping the flogger the older woman brushed the head of the sex toy around the wet opening. The teen girl arched up from the mattress and let out a muffled groan of ecstasy as her pussy was filled again. The sex toy was bigger than Mr. Howard’s cock and the vibrations added to the experience so that she ended up writhing around furiously on the bed. Her passion quickly started to climb as the vibrator was fucked in and out her cum-filled hole. Mrs. Howard was rough in her treatment of the teen girl and rammed the sex toy in frantically until Zoe couldn’t stand it. Her body arched up from the mattress again as she tensed on the brink of a climax and she went crazy as it finally crashed down on her. The vibrator continued to fuck her pussy all through the orgasm and it was the most erotic experience of her life. To have an older woman using her pussy was a turn on that made her cum hard and she quickly reached a shattering high that took hold of her body and wouldn’t let go. As she finally started to calm down though the vibrator was pulled back out. Mrs. Howard left it on as she pulled the ball gag out of the way and forced the sex toy in the teen girl’s mouth and made her lick it clean. Zoe was gasping for air when the vibrator was finally pulled away from her and switched off. 
 
    
 
   “OK,” Mrs. Howard said. “I don’t think we will tell your parents you were snooping around in our house.”
 
    
 
   “What if you catch me looking around your home again next week?” asked Zoe. “Will I be forced to take more punishment from you and your husband?”
 
    
 
   Mrs. Howard looked at her husband and grinned then turned her attention back to the teen girl. “Definitely,” she answered. “If you are a snooping slut you need to face the consequences.”
 
    
 
   Zoe grinned at the couple. “I think I might be a bad girl then,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Oh I do hope so,” Mrs. Howard replied. “I can think of so much more punishment that I want you to take.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Babysitter Interview Fuck
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   A man on the hunt for a babysitter arranges a few interviews to see if he can find the best candidate. The girls he interviews all have great credentials, but one goes the extra mile to get the job. When she offers her prospective employer some fun in return for the job he takes her up on it and she shows him just how far she is willing to go to land the job.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Carter sighed as he sat at his desk and wondered what to do. The three girls interviewed so far that day all seemed to be decent candidates for the job of babysitting his eight year old daughter and he was fast coming to the conclusion that making a decision wasn’t going to be all that easy. As he sat thinking the doorbell sounded and he read through the application of the last candidate of the day while he walked to let her in. The girl smiled as the door opened and Carter found himself immediately impressed by her appearance. The smartly tailored blouse and skirt flattered her full figure and the long brunette hair was tied up neatly. She was wearing enough makeup to bring out the beauty of her brown eyes, high cheekbones and full lips, but not so much that it was over the top.
 
    
 
   “Come on in…,” Carter started and looked down at the application form to make sure he got the name right.
 
    
 
   “…Shannon,” the girl filled in before he got the chance to say her name and then she reached out a hand towards him.
 
    
 
   Carter shook the hand and repeated his invitation for the girl to come in. He led her along to his study and sat down. When he looked up he saw Shannon was still standing and motioned for her to take the seat on the opposite side of the desk.
 
    
 
   “So…,” he started. “I see you have plenty of babysitting experience.”
 
    
 
   “I’ve been working for an agency on and off since I was sixteen,” Shannon answered. “So that’s more than three years now. I have three younger sisters as well, so have pretty much spent my life babysitting.”
 
    
 
   “You certainly seem to get good reviews from some of the people you have worked for,” Carter went on as he scanned through the form in front of him.
 
    
 
   “Well I always try my best,” she replied. “I seem to get on well with kids and I like looking after them.”
 
    
 
   “Would you be available every Thursday night?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Definitely,” Shannon answered. “I’m studying at a local college during the day, but finish around five. As long as you don’t need me before then I am pretty much available any night at the moment.”
 
    
 
   “That’s fine,” said Carter. “I don’t normally get home from work until six so wouldn’t need you to arrive until that time. My mother picks my daughter up from school and looks after her until I get home. She is usually busy in the evenings though and can’t look after her, which is why I need a babysitter.”
 
    
 
   “Well I just came from the college,” Shannon went on. “It only took me twenty minutes so getting here for six o’clock wouldn’t be problem.” Carter leaned back in his seat and sighed.  “Is anything wrong?” the teen girl went on.
 
    
 
   “Oh no, sorry,” Carter said as he moved forward again. “You’re the fourth girl I have seen today and all of you seem to have the perfect credentials for babysitting my daughter.”
 
    
 
   “Will that make it tough to make a choice then?’ Shannon asked.
 
    
 
   “Kind of,” he conceded and sat thinking.
 
    
 
   “Maybe you need someone who will offer you more than just babysitting skills,” the teen girl said.
 
    
 
   Carter saw the grin on her face as he looked up. His eyes opened wide as she unclipped her hair and let the brunette curls cascade down over her shoulders. She stood up and moved around the desk. “I’m not sure this is such…” he started but the finger on his lips silenced the words.
 
    
 
   Shannon continued talking. “Maybe if you found a girl that was willing to go a little further to get the job it would help you make a decision.” She rolled the chair Carter was sitting on back a little and dropped in his lap. He was suddenly mesmerized as she shook her head to send the brunette hair flying. He enjoyed the touch of it whipping across his face and when the sensation stopped the teen girl leaned forward to a kiss. Her lips were passionate and he could feel her wriggling around in his lap as her hands went to the back of his head. Carter’s body responded to the attention and suddenly his erection was coming to life. Shannon kept kissing and wriggled around even more in his lap as the hardness pressed against her butt. “Are you coming to a decision yet?” she teased when she broke the kiss.
 
    
 
   Carter grinned. “One candidate is definitely starting to lead the way,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Well let’s make sure she stays there shall we,” Shannon replied. She slipped from his lap and sank to her knees on the floor. Carter remained sitting as the hand moved onto his lap and teased a touch on the growing bulge that was straining at the front of his pants. He shuddered as the fingers pressed firmly on him and his erection came fully to life. “Mmm…, that’s nice,” the teen girl said as her fingertips ran along the obvious outline of the cock. “Maybe I should have a closer look.” Her fingers gripped the slider of the zipper and slowly worked it lower. She looked up to catch the gaze of her prospective employer and grinned at him as her fingers slipped inside the gap. She worked the hand inside his underwear and gasped as her fingers closed around the thick length. The touch on the naked skin seemed to bring out her desire more than ever and she dragged the cock out of the pants. “Oh fuck yeah,” she murmured quietly under her breath. “This is going to be fun.”
 
    
 
   Carter tensed as the finger began to slide up and down his cock. He closed his eyes to enjoy the sensation, but opened them again as the kiss landed on the tip of his cock. He looked down to see a mass on brunette curls and put his hand on the teen girl’s head. She ignored it and continued to caress a touch on the head of the cock. The tip of her tongue worked around the small opening as she played with the pre-cum oozing out and the taste of it seemed to be another thrill that built her desire. She slid her lips down the cock and Carter groaned as the warmth of the mouth engulfed him. Shannon pushed all the way to his balls with ease and he guessed it wasn’t the first time she had given a blowjob. She held the full length of the cock in her mouth for a few seconds before her head began to bob up and down. Her mouth clamped tightly around the erection as she worked so that her lips pressed against the bulging veins. Carter was suddenly breathing heavily as his body responded to the pleasure of the touch. Shannon slowly increased the tempo until she was flashing a touch along the erect length and letting it push all the way to the back of her throat. She brought her fingers to the balls and massaged them as her mouth continued to work along the shaft. The teen girl was gasping when she finally pulled back, but she was quick to drop some spit on the head of the erection and work it in with her hand. Her mouth came back to the cock, but Carter was suddenly in the mood for more and pulled her up.
 
    
 
   Shannon didn’t protest as she was turned and pushed face down across the desk. Carter rolled the chair forward so that he was sitting right behind the cute ass and reached out to it. The teen girl moaned and squirmed as fingers caressed on her butt cheeks. Touching the rounded cheeks through the skirt was a turn on, but Carter’s excitement surged as he reached for the hem of the skirt to pull it up. Shannon rested on the desk compliantly and let her prospective employer have his fun. It was turning her on too and she gasped when her panties were exposed so that fingers could touch on them. Carter’s gaze fixed on what he was doing and he watched as he stroked his fingers on the soft material. The teen girl squirmed around again as he slid a touch along the outline of her pussy lips and he could feel how wet the material was getting. His fingers moved higher and Shannon moaned as they pressed through the material onto her asshole. The shock of the touch sent waves of pleasure rushing through her and she knew what was coning when Carter moved his hands to the waistband of the panties and peeled them down. He spread open the butt cheeks and the teen girl moaned louder as the tongue licked over her asshole.
 
    
 
   “Do it harder,” she moaned and shuddered as the tongue rasped forcefully across her tight hole. Carter was suddenly lost in what he was doing. He pulled at the butt cheeks to try and open the asshole up so that he could get his tongue inside. He could hardly believe that the teen girl was letting him do it, but her moans of pleasure showed just how much she was enjoying the touch. As he worked to get his tongue inside he brought his fingers to the wet pussy entrance. He teased a touch on the slick skin around it before pushing forward firmly and driving his stiff fingers all the way into the wet hole. Shannon cried out at the thrill of being penetrated and wriggled around on the desk. She squealed as the finger fuck really got going and Carter finally pulled his mouth back from the asshole to concentrate his efforts on teen pussy. He quickened the tempo of his fingers as they stroked in and out, and the sound of the girl’s moans and squeals encouraged him to get rougher. His fingers flashed into the wet hole harder and faster as he pushed Shannon towards a climax. He stared at the puckered hole and suddenly wondered just how far the teenage girl would go to get the babysitting job. Slowing the pace of his fingers he pulled them out and traced a wet trail to her asshole.
 
    
 
   “No…,” groaned Shannon, but her voice sounded excited and she made no real effort to get away from the touch. The pussy wetness on Carter’s finger worked as lubrication and as he pushed forward the asshole opened up. He felt the tightness grip around his finger as he pushed inside and his excitement surged. He worked the touch deeper and the teen girl thrashed around on the table as her ass cheeks clenched and unclenched. The sensation was incredible and as Carter pushed his finger almost knuckle deep she let out a loud cry. He held deep for only a couple of seconds then began to finger fuck the tight asshole and Shannon went wild as the thrill of the sensation overwhelmed her. She urged Carter on to a rougher touch and he worked his finger in and out all the harder until the teen girl was begging for the beautiful torture to end. He didn’t let up though and forced her to take the anal finger fuck until the thrill of doing it made him want more.
 
    
 
   When he finally pulled back out Carter stood and pushed the chair away. He loosened his pants and pulled them, as well as his underwear, down and then moved forward to stroke his cock on the teen girl’s ass. Having her completely at his mercy was a turn on that he knew he would want more of. She seemed willing to let him do whatever he wanted and the thought of fucking her asshole came to mind. Plenty of time for that in future he thought as he came to a decision about who his new babysitter would be. He wanted Shannon around so that he could find out just how much of a slut she could be, but as his desire for pussy came on strong he decided that on this occasion he would satisfy himself with that. He slid the tip of his erection to the wet opening and teased it around to build the anticipation. Shannon groaned as she got herself ready to take cock and started to beg for it as the touch continued to tease around her pussy entrance. The sound of the pleading made Carter shudder and he held back from fucking his cock in to hear more, but the thrill of the moment finally made him thrust his hips at the teen girl. Her cry of pleasure sounded around the room as the cock slid deep. She pushed back and circled her hips as her excitement surged and Carter grabbed hold of her hips. He held on tightly as he began to rock his body and his forceful thrusts sent his cock slamming into wet teen pussy. His movements quickly sped up until he was fucking the teen girl in a frenzy of loud cries and moans. She pushed back to meet the thrusts and it gave her a little space to work a hand between her thighs. The craving for an orgasm filled her mind and she wanted to bring it on while the cock was fucking her.
 
    
 
   Shannon worked her fingers into the folds of skin at the top of her pussy lips and sought out her clit. Her body convulsed as she touched on it and she was suddenly gasping for breath. The feel of her fingers stroking on her clit as well as the cock fucking roughly in her pussy drove her ever closer to a climax. She closed her eyes and rubbed at her clit until there was no holding the orgasm back and the sudden swell of desire took her breath away. Her body tensed on the brink of a climax and suddenly she couldn’t stop the shudders. She urged Carter to push deep and squealed at the sensation of her pussy tightening around the thick cock. Her muscles tensed again at the peak of her pleasure and her excitement stretched out as the orgasm refused to release its grip on her. As the cock began fucking in and out again it seemed to break the spell and she groaned as the afterglow of the climax relaxed her body and brought her back down from the high.
 
    
 
   Carter was suddenly on a mission to bring on his own climax and the teen girl grimaced as the fingers tightened painfully on her hips. The cock stroked into her with increasing ferocity and the noise of the naked skin slapping together sounded loud around the room. Shannon pushed back to meet the forceful thrusts and started talking dirty, telling her prospective boss what else she would let him do to her if he gave her the job. The hunger built in Carter until it ran out of control and his cock was hammering teen pussy. The sensation of his erection sliding along the slick pussy walls and being engulfed by the softness finally became too much for him and suddenly the release was on him. He pushed in deep and let out a groan as he began shooting streams of thick white in teen pussy. He rocked back his head and let out even louder groans as the jerks of his cock pumped more and more cum into Shannon until her pussy was overflowing. When his balls finally emptied he continued to fuck his cock in and out of the cum-soaked hole until his erection lost power and slid back out. He looked down to see the white trickling down Shannon’s thighs and shuddered. The teen girl lay gasping on the desk as she tried to recover, but she finally pushed herself up and turned.
 
    
 
   “So…,” she said with a grin. “Did that help you come to a decision about a babysitter?”
 
    
 
   Carter slumped to his chair, but returned the teen girl’s grin. He held out his hand and when she shook it he spoke. “Congratulations on being hired.”
 
    
 
   “But you haven’t even told me what I will be paid,” she teased.
 
    
 
   “Whatever you want,” he answered, “as long as your job description is babysitter and slut.”
 
    
 
   The teen girl laughed. “Definitely,” she said. “When your daughter is sleeping the fun will begin and you will find out just how much of a slut I can be.”
 
    
 
   Black Babysitter Booty
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   When a man needing a babysitter at short notice is sent a young African American girl he can’t keep his eyes from her impressive ass. When he comes home later and gives her a large bonus for helping out she offers him something in return by letting him use her booty for some frantic anal sex. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Jude sat staring at the phone and urged it to ring. A quick look at his watch showed that there was only an hour to go before he needed to leave for his meeting, but with his babysitter having called to say she was ill, it meant there was a danger he wouldn’t be able to do that. His last hope was the babysitting agency he normally used. From previous experience he knew there were always girls available, but whether they would be able to find one at such short notice was another matter all together. He’d stressed to the woman he talked to how important it was, but at the end of the day there wasn’t much he could do other than sit, wait and hope she found a girl that could make it in time. Jude lunged for the phone when it finally rang.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Foster?” the voice on the other end of the line queried.
 
    
 
   “Yes,’ he replied.
 
    
 
   “I think I may have found you someone,” the woman from the agency went on.
 
    
 
   “That’s great,” he said and felt the relief that he may be able to get to his meeting after all. “When will she get here?”
 
    
 
   “I just finished talking to her,” the woman went on. “She said she would leave right away and she doesn’t live that far from you. If she isn’t there in twenty minutes, phone me back and I’ll check what’s happened.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you so much,” Jude said.
 
    
 
   “No problem,” the woman said pleasantly. “I’m glad we could help. The girl’s name is Angelique. It will cost you a little more because it is such short notice. Angelique has the details and will let you know when she gets there.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” he replied and hung up the phone after the woman said goodbye. He looked at his watch and saw the time was approaching fifteen minutes after six. That meant the girl should arrive well before seven o’clock, which was the latest he could leave and still make his meeting on time. He walked up the stairs to talk to his daughter. “Your normal sitter is ill so I needed to arrange for someone else.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” the young girl said. She didn’t seem that particularly bothered by the change and returned her attention to the TV show she was watching.
 
    
 
   Jude made his way back down the stairs to wait and when the time got to fifteen minutes before seven he was about to call the agency again. The sound of the doorbell ringing stopped him picking up the phone and he quickly moved out of the lounge and along the hallway to let the babysitter in. The pretty face looking back at him when he opened the door took him by surprise. The dark brown skin was a beautiful color and when the young African American girl smiled it lit up her face. She was a little chubby, but the weight suited her and Jude couldn’t help admiring her full figure.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Foster?” the girl asked.
 
    
 
   “Yeah that’s me,” he replied. “You must be Angelique. Come on in.” He stepped aside to let the girl pass him and then closed the door. “Just go on ahead,” he went on. “The lounge is the door on the right.” The young woman turned to walk along the hallway and Jude’s eyes settled on the large bubble butt. Fucking hell, he thought as he watched the ass cheeks jiggle. The jeans she was wearing were tight enough to put her ass beautifully on show and Jude only pulled his eyes up when they stepped inside the lounge. Angelique turned to look at him. “Where’s your daughter?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Upstairs watching TV in her bedroom,” he answered. “Hold on I’ll call her.” Jude moved back to the hallway and shouted for his daughter to come back down. When he went back in the lounge Angelique was taking off her jacket and he stared at the impressive pair of breasts. They chatted as they waited for the little girl to come down and when she did Jude introduced her to her babysitter. She was gone as quickly as she arrived and went back to her room.
 
    
 
   “The cost is a little extra tonight,” the babysitter said.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, your agency told me,” Jude replied. “I will sort it out when I come back, but right now I really need to run.” Angelique turned to put her bag and jacket on the sofa and Jude stared at the bubble butt. The babysitter turned back quickly and he raised his gaze, but knew he’d been caught staring. “I should go,” he said before the babysitter spoke. “I’ll see you around ten o’clock. My daughter should be in bed by nine. Just give her a sandwich and some milk around eight. You can help yourself to a snack as well if you want.”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” said Angelique. “Don’t worry. I’ll have everything under control here.”
 
    
 
   Jude asked if there was anything else she needed to know, but she shook her head. He looked at his watch and saw it was nearly seven so said goodbye and left the house. The meeting went well and the evening seemed to pass quickly. He was in a good mood as he traveled home and it was just coming up to ten o’clock as he reached his front door. He let himself in and went to the lounge. Angelique was watching TV and smiled at him as he walked in the room.
 
    
 
   “Did everything go OK?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Yup,” she said. “Your daughter is a cute girl. She’s fast asleep in bed.”
 
    
 
   “Great,” said Jude and took out his wallet. “So what’s the damage?” he asked with a smile. Angelique handed him the slip of paper with the details and he paid. “I want you to have this as well,” he went on and pressed an extra fifty dollars in her hand.
 
    
 
   The babysitter looked at the money and then went to hand it back. “You don’t need to do that,” she said.
 
    
 
   “No really, I want to,” he insisted. “I really needed to get to my meeting tonight and without you I wouldn’t have been able to. It’s just to say thanks for being such a great help.”
 
    
 
   Angelique still tried to hand the money back, but eventually gave up and kept it. “I need to do something to thank you for being so generous,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Like what?” Jude asked.
 
    
 
   “Well…, I did happen to notice that you couldn’t keep your eyes from something earlier in the evening,” she teased.
 
    
 
   Jude remembered back to being caught staring at her cute ass. “Oh…, sorry,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be sorry,” said Angelique. “I always wear tight jeans because I like it when men stare at my butt and you were certainly staring. I think you would worship it good.” She turned to show off her ass and this time Jude didn’t try to hide the fact that he was staring. His excitement mounted as he watched the babysitter stroke her hands over her bubble butt and wanted to touch also. He moved closer and dropped to his knees behind the babysitter. Her hands continued to stroke her ass and it was finally too much for him to just watch. When he lifted his hand to the rounded cheeks, Angelique pulled hers away and Jude shuddered as he got to explore the bubble butt. The babysitter let out a gasp when he grasped tightly and dug his fingers in the soft skin. “Take my jeans off,” she said. She turned around so that Jude could loosen the button and zipper. He wanted to watch her butt being revealed though, so made her turn her back to him again before he pulled the jeans down. When he did his erection really came to life as he saw the white panties against the gorgeous brown color of the skin.
 
    
 
   As soon as the denim was out of the way Jude leant forward to caress his lips on the silky material. He could hear Angelique’s soft moans as he moved his mouth around the ass cheeks and she pushed back against him. It seemed that having her butt played with really was a turn on for the young woman and when Jude slid his fingers between her legs he could feel the slick wetness that was already staining the panties. He stroked a touch along the pussy lips through the wet material as he continued to kiss on the bubble butt. His desire to see the cute ass naked grew and he finally worked his fingers to the waistband of the panties. Peeling the soft white material down was one of the sexiest experiences of Jude’s life and as soon as the naked butt was exposed his mouth was on it. He kissed around the smooth skin and then flicked out his tongue to lick wet trails all over it. His tongue finally settled at the top of Angelique’s butt crease and he gripped hold to spread the ass cheeks open as he licked down to the tiny puckered hole. The babysitter moaned and wriggled as the tip of the tongue brushed back and forth over her tight hole, but Jude gripped tightly to hold her in place as he played. His tongue worked a harder touch on the asshole and the babysitter’s moans grew louder. 
 
    
 
   Jude worked his fingers back between the parted thighs and this time stroked on naked pussy lips. His excitement mounted as the wet pussy hole opened to his touch and he managed to slip fingers inside. He wet them and then dragged his fingertips to asshole to spread the pussy juice around. As he moved his fingers away he pushed his head forward and this time as he licked asshole he could taste pussy. It made him shudder and lick harder and he wanted more. He dipped his fingers in pussy again and this time pushed them in deep and worked them around before dragging them back to the asshole. Before long Angelique’s butt crease was slick with pussy wetness and spit and Jude decided she was ready for more. He forced her down to her hands and knees on the floor and moved up close. The babysitter moaned as the cock was pushed against her ass and stroked around. Jude was desperate for anal sex, but grinned as he decided to wet his cock first. He stroked it between his babysitter’s thighs and worked the head of the shaft along the pussy lips. Angelique moaned at the pleasure of the touch and pushed a hand between her legs to grab at the cock. She circled her fingers around it and squeezed, but wanted it inside and quickly guided the tip to her wet pussy entrance. She pushed back so the head of the shaft entered her and groaned as she was split open. Her pussy lips wrapped around the thick erection and she tried to squeeze herself onto it. Jude suddenly thrust forward and both he and Angelique gasped as the cock fucked deep in pussy. 
 
    
 
   The babysitter dropped her head towards the floor and pushed back at Jude to try and get the touch deeper still. She moaned as he rocked his body so that the cock stroked in and out, but as soon as his shaft was coated in pussy wetness he pulled back out. He slid the tip to the puckered hole and pushed against it. Angelique dropped her head all the way to the floor and it pushed the gorgeous ass higher in the air. Jude rubbed his hands over it as he brushed the tip of his cock over the tight hole, but the desire to get inside began to overwhelm him and he increased the pressure. The babysitter let out a groan at the slight pain of her ass resisting the attempt to get inside. She reached behind and pulled at her ass cheeks to try and help open the hole and as Jude pushed his weight forward he could feel the resistance easing. The rush of adrenaline urged him on to push harder and he shuddered as the asshole opened up and wrapped around the head of his cock.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck,” he let out in a rush of breath as the tightness of the ass closed around him. He rocked his head back and circled his hips to just enjoy the sensation, but then wanted more and pushed forward. Angelique let out a cry as the pleasure of being split open by a thick cock swept through her body. In one smooth stroke Jude buried himself to the hilt and then grabbed the babysitter’s hips to hold on and grind his body on the bubble butt. It made his cock stir around in the tight hole and his excitement spiraled higher. He took an even firmer grip on the chubby hips and pulled his cock back out to the tip. This time he fucked forward harder and Angelique let out an even louder cry as her ass was split open again. She pushed back to meet the thrust and felt the slap of Jude’s body on her ass.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me hard,” she said. “I love it when men treat me like a slut.”
 
    
 
   It was all the encouragement Jude needed to start fucking the asshole frantically. He powered his hips forward again and again, and the sensation of stroking into the tight warmth of the asshole was better than he expected. It was his first experience with an African American woman, but he was sure it wouldn’t be his last and he wondered what the chances were of getting Angelique as his permanent babysitter. The thought that her cute body would be his to play with every week turned him on like never before and he went wild on black ass.
 
    
 
   Anal sex was something that always drove Angelique wild and as the cock rammed into her she could feel it pushing her closer to a climax. She worked a hand between her thighs so that she could play with her clit as her ass was fucked. The touch on the erect bud really lit up her body and when she finally slid her fingers to her wet pussy opening and pushed them inside the orgasm exploded to life. Jude heard her sharp intake of breath and pushed his cock deep. Angelique did the same with her fingers, driving them deep in her pussy as her muscles tensed. Loud cries sounded around the room as her asshole closed around cock and her pussy around fingers. She seemed unable to stop them as the shudders of her body carried her up to a shattering peak. It passed quickly and it was only as she came down from the high that her cries finally stopped. 
 
    
 
   The babysitter’s body was trembling, but as the fingers tightened on her hips she knew her night of anal sex wasn’t quite over. Jude began to thrust his hips again as he worked to push himself all the way to a release. He quickly started to lose control at the sensation of his cock pounding asshole and Angelique knew she was about to take cum as the fingers tightened on her hips. Jude shuddered as his cock tensed and he pushed deep in ass to let go. The cum rushed from his cock to flood the tight hole and he groaned as he thrust his hips forward. Each jerk of his cock sent another stream of sticky white into his babysitter, but he pulled out before he finished so that he could splash some cum on the bubble butt. The streaks of white stood out against the black skin and his body shuddered again as the final stream of cum left his body and splashed down on the babysitter. Jude dropped to the floor as the power drained from his body. He reached out to touch the cum on Angelique’s ass and rubbed it into the skin. She finally pushed herself up and turned to look at him.
 
    
 
   “I hope you need a sitter every week,” she said and grinned.
 
    
 
   “I was just thinking that it would be great to have you as my permanent babysitter,” Jude replied.
 
    
 
   “I bet you were,” Angelique went on. “I think I could manage that if you need me.”
 
    
 
   “Need you for babysitting or need you for sex?” he teased.
 
    
 
   “Hmm…, I think I could be persuaded to do both,” she said. “So when do you need me next.”
 
    
 
    
 
   DARK SECRETS
 
   
  
 

SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   Lacy has a dark secret that no one else knows.  When her husband finds out he has a decision to make…and Lacy’s fate hangs in the balance.
 
    
 
    
 
   Lacy dearly loved her husband David and couldn’t imagine living without him.  She was always supportive of his hopes and dreams, and she was always there to back him up no matter what troubles beset them.  Over the years they had conquered every obstacle that had challenged them, and she still welcomed him to their bed with open arms and found inventive ways to excite him.  It was the ideal marriage.  So why was she on her knees in the restroom of a convenience store with the huge cock of an eighteen year old clerk deep in her mouth and desperately swallowing his cum?
 
    
 
   It had started during the third year of their marriage. She had been running in the park and had caught a flash of something off the jogging path, and had stepped through the thick woods to find the pleasant little glade occupied by an athletically built young man lying in the sun and reading a men’s magazine.  There was a small pile of college textbooks beside him on the blanket, but his attention was focused on the magazine and he had a huge cock in his hand, masturbating.
 
    
 
   He had raised his eyes and flushed deep crimson when he saw the slender ponytailed blonde with her breasts rising and falling rapidly from her exercise.  Her odd, amber colored eyes were riveted on his swollen erection and her nipples were suddenly poking out the front of her sports bra. The tight lycra running shorts she wore covered her slim hips like a glove and enhanced her long graceful legs. He was scrambling to stuff his prick back into his shorts when he heard her speak in a soft voice.
 
    
 
   “Don’t,” she whispered.  He froze, looking her inquisitively.  Her generous lips were puffy, her nipples were rigid, and one dainty hand had crept between her slender thighs.  “Don’t hide it, please, I want to watch!”  Lacy couldn’t believe the words coming from her mouth.  What the hell was she thinking?
 
    
 
   Still slightly embarrassed, the young man stopped trying to stuff his erection back into his shorts and let it hang free.  “Do it,” she pleaded.  He wrapped his hand around the thick penis and slowly stroked it, staring at the sexy, sweating woman.  He was suddenly aroused by her watching him, and he began to twist and jerk at his swollen manhood.  He stopped and slid his shorts to his knees, and knelt on the blanket, the magazine forgotten.  Lacy felt the flames of desire rise in her belly and she knelt to get a better look at the big purplish glans of his cock.  “Yes,” she whispered, “like that…squeeze it.”  Her free hand moved to her rigid nipple and began to twist and pinch it.  She made small, erotic sounds that excited the young man.
 
    
 
   “I…I want to see you too,” he whispered. Without taking her eyes from his throbbing cock she slid the tight shorts to her knees, exposing her shaved pussy to his hungry eyes.  She heard his low moan and a wild recklessness  overwhelmed her, a feeling she had never experienced before.  Her eyes glazed over with a wicked lust and she stood, slowly removing her sports bra and kicking the shorts from around her ankles.  Her thighs spread as she walked to within a foot of the frantically masturbating young man.  
 
   “Look at my pussy,” she whispered, pulling her delicate pussy lips apart so that he could have a better view.  “Isn’t that so much better than that cold impersonal piece of paper?”  She stepped closer.  “Here, smell…”
 
    
 
   He bent forward quickly, his tongue lapping at her wet slit and she threw her head back, reveling in the feel of his slick tongue against her clit and her lascivious behavior.  Her knees quivered and he put his hands on her hips, pulling her over his mouth, slipping his tongue inside her.  Lacy’s moans became louder and her hands went to his ears, pulling him into her heat.  “Fuck me!” she cried.
 
    
 
   He pulled her down to his blanket, laying her on her back.  Her legs spread wide automatically, her hips writhing with need and she reached for his thick hard penis.  The feel of it in her hand, the searing heat of it, drove her to pull him into her depths and she gasped at the sudden intrusion of hot manflesh.  
 
    
 
   Bucking wildly, she began to fuck him wildly from beneath. The young man was on top, but there was never any question who was in control.
 
    
 
   Her ankles were locked behind the small of his back and she was squeezing him to her with her thighs.  
 
   “Pound me you fucker, fuck me harder.  I want to feel your hot cum scalding my pussy!” she said as she humped her hips up against him.  Unable to contain himself any longer, he sprayed his essence into her enthusiastically.  Lacy convulsed in ecstasy.
 
    
 
   She had been ridden with guilt afterwards, going home and trying to shower the guilt off, turning her skin bright pink from scrubbing herself.  Curling into a fetal ball, Lacy had cried until she choked.  A cup of hot coffee and an hour of concentration later, she came to the conclusion that the morning had been a one time aberration and that she would keep it to herself.  No good would come of her confessing what she had done to David, and she would do her best to forget about the incident.  What was done was done and no amount of self recrimination could change it.  With her conflict resolved, she cheerfully went about her housework and preparing David’s favorite meal.  After a pleasant dinner and cleaning up the kitchen, Lacy slipped into their bedroom and put on her sexiest negligee.  David had forgotten all about his favorite TV show as she had dimmed the lights and knelt between his legs, giving him the best blowjob of his life. For the first time in her life, she hadn’t wanted to pull away at the height of his orgasm.  When David came she had pulled her lips back to the crown of his glans and sealed his cock off with her full lips, capturing every drop of his cum in her mouth.  When it had been over and she had drained his balls, she had stood and stripped off her crotchless panties, crawling into David’s lap.  When her heated pussy was pressed against his flaccid penis, she had looked into his eyes and opened her mouth to show him the thick load of cum inside.  She closed her mouth quickly to keep from losing any and swallowed it all down. Then she had licked her lips with a lascivious smile and pressed her breasts into his chest.  David had been awestruck and extremely happy.
 
    
 
   The next time it had happened she had been shopping at the mall when she had chanced on a young man who was being berated by a very attractive young lady.  Apparently he had worked up the nerve to ask her out and the spoiled little bitch had backed him into a dark hallway and was explaining in great detail why an awesome chick like her would ever go out with a worthless nerd such as himself.
 
    
 
   Lacy had not hesitated an instant.  She strode down the dimly lit hall and had brushed aside the arrogant girl without so much as an “excuse me,” and had grabbed the young man and kissed him passionately…confusing both the young man and the girl. When she released him, she had opened the front of her dress, baring her small perfect breasts and then reached in her purse and drew out a fity dollar bill.  “It’s all I have baby, but I can get you the rest late…I just couldn’t wait any longer,” she said breathlessly, sinking to her knees in front of him.  The young man and the girl had watched, astonished, as Lacy freed his cock from his jeans and  energetically plunging his swollen cock into her luscious mouth.
 
    
 
   Lacy laid it on thick, exclaiming at his size and the sweet taste of his cock, and telling him how she had been unable to think of anything but his cock for the last few days.  “You don’t even have to fuck me baby, if you’ll just give me your cum!” she had said in her hottest, sexiest voice.  When his cock had surged and his balls had churned in his scrotum she had moaned very loudly and fastened her lips around the base of his cock, sucking until he was dry.  When he leaned back against the wall, shaken and in shock, Lacy had stood up and kissed him again, taking her time and making the appropriate noises.  “I promise baby,” she’d said in a stage whisper, “I’ll pay you the rest next time.”  She’d given him a wink and turned to face the girl.  “Sorry honey, you’ll have to give him a few minutes to recover…I couldn’t wait any longer.”  Lacy had reached up with her hand and slowly and casually wiped a gobbet of the boy’s cum from her chin that she had left there deliberately.  With studied exaggeration, she had placed the finger with his cum on it in her mouth, swished the fluid around in her mouth, and swallowed it.  “God that’s so good!”  She fastened the front of her dress and had left the girl staring after her in amazement.  The young man had a happy, crooked smile on his face.
 
    
 
   Lacy was smiling to herself, pleased at confounding the arrogant little bitch and heartened by the boy’s crooked smile. This time she felt no guilt at all, just an overpowering desire for David’s cock.  She climbed into her car and drove directly to his office.
 
    
 
   The receptionist had greeted her brightly and told her David was in his office.  She had entered his office and he had not even looked up.  She stood for just a moment, taking in his handsome visage and feeling her love for him welling up inside of her.  She quickly unbuttoned the buttons that closed the front of her dress and letting it fall to the floor.  David looked up in surprise when he heard the dress fall.  “Did you think it was Sheila that came in, shut the door, and stripped off her dress?” Lucy asked as she slipped off the wispy pair of French cut panties that were her only remaining  garment.
 
    
 
   She straddled him on his desk chair and pressed one firm breast into his mouth, her body on fire with lust.  “Honey, what if somebody comes in…” he mumbled around her soft flesh.
 
    
 
   “Fuck ‘em,” she breathed, “they’ll have to wait their turn.”  David went wild, fumbling with his pants and shucking them down to his ankles. He thrust up into her and she shivered and moaned at the feel of him. The wildness was on her again, and she grabbed his head in both hands, her eyes locked on his and freezing him in place.  “David,” she said hoarsely, “stick that big thing in my ass baby.” She wiggled on his cock.  “Please?” she pleaded.
 
    
 
   Completely taken aback by his wife’s wanton behavior, it took David about three seconds to decide that he couldn’t pass up his wife’s inexplicable behavior…an opportunity like this had never come his way before and might never pass his way again.  It briefly occurred to him that it was possible Lacy was having an affair and was overcome by guilt.  He tossed the thought away as soon as it crossed his mind.  
 
   If she was having an affair and it made her into the sexual dynamo that had let him cum in her mouth and was now offering her previously sacrosanct ass to him, he didn’t care if she was fucking elephants at the zoo. With his mind now free of restraint, he centered the head of his cock on the tight puckered ring of her ass.
 
    
 
   Even as the tip of his cock penetrated her sphincter she could feel the sharp pain of the stretching. She was in such a state that she couldn’t tell the difference between the pain of his entry into her forbidden cavity and the ecstasy of taking him inside her ass for the first time.  It was wildly erotic and suffused her with pleasure/pain, arousing her to peaks of excitement she had never before experienced. Her orgasm was monumental.
 
    
 
   It had become a game for her, finding unsuspecting men and seducing them before they realized what was happening.  It was thrilling, and it was like a drug.  The more she did it, the more she needed it. 
 
   And she was developing a craving for cum…the taste, the feel, and the hot slipperiness of it.  She had begun to welcome David home every day, welcoming him at the door, usually naked and on her knees, and always ending up with David’s hot cream deep in her belly.
 
    
 
   It was inevitable, she realized later, that David would find out about her secret life.  As much time as she was spending sucking strange cocks and the frequency of her frantic needs, it would have been impossible for her to keep her activities secret. Ever since the night she had taken his cum into her mouth for the first time almost a year before, Lacy had kept him drained and sated.  Not a single day had passed without her trying something new or unique to increase her pleasure and her own.  Before that day, he had occasionally caught a glimpse of thigh or the curve of a breast, or, in the case of one overeager temp who really wanted a regular job, a totally nude body spread wide for the taking in the copy room in his office, and he had been tempted.  Since Lacy had become such a sex fiend, he was hard put to notice if he was surrounded by women or men.  He had begun to work out at a local gym in the afternoons to get into good enough shape to keep up with her, and it was here that he discovered her secret.
 
    
 
   He was passing the towel room when his ears heard something that his brain refused to process.  It was Lacy’s voice, and it was low and lust filled as she begged someone to give her his cum.  Her request was punctuated by a slapping sound and grunts of pleasure.  David entered the towel room and crept to the doorway at the entry to the laundry.  Lacy was bent over a stack of dirty towels, and a large, muscular weight lifter type was pumping into her naked body from behind as she took the massive cock of another man between her lips, his cum spilling out the corners of her mouth.  She looked ecstatic.
 
    
 
   It took three double shots of Scotch at his regular bar before David realized that Lacy’s double life was very likely the cause of his hyperactive sex life. It was a short leap from that realization to the reasonable conclusion that he couldn’t be happier with his own sex life…and that letting her know he was aware of her extracurricular activities would upset the sex life he so fully enjoyed.  He would be a fool to risk what he had in his hands, and her sex with other men not only took nothing from him, it actually added to his perfect life.  In the end, he kept his mouth shut, and when he went home that day, Lacy drank his cum from the tip of his cock joyfully, treating him like a king and adoring him
 
    
 
   Lacy stood up in the convenience store bathroom, kissing the red face clerk on the cheek and thanking him for his sweet ejaculation. She arranged herself carefully before stepping out of the restroom.  David would be home soon, and she could already taste the slick skin of his cock.  She wanted him desperately.
 
    
 
    
 
   SWEET PERSUASION
 
    
 
    
 
   SYNOPSIS:
 
    
 
   It was time to take their sex to the next level, and Jason constantly tried to get her to fantasize aloud when they were having sex to find out what really turned her on.  In the end, he just took a stab in the dark because her fantasies were so varied.  The end result was startling… and as it turned out, more than a little rewarding.
 
    
 
    
 
   “You’re teasing me you rotten fucker!” she laughed.
 
    
 
   “I’m not teasing baby,” Jason protested as he slid his swollen cock deep enough into her pussy to make her squeal.  “You just pick him out and I’ll watch him fuck you, I swear!”  Jessie whimpered, her eyes widened, and she threw her head back as she locked her heels behind the small of his back and dug her nails into his skin. Her voice changed timbre, became deeper and huskier.
 
    
 
   “You know I want it baby, I want to fuck another guy and make you watch me,” she shivered as he stroked into her.  “I want you to watch as I suck the cum out of his cock and eat it!”  She yelped as he forced the top of his curving erection to slide its length down across her swollen clit. She writhed madly beneath him.  “I’m going to stick my tongue up his ass and spread my pussy wide for him, so you can watch me while he makes me cum with his tongue...” her voice changed again.  “Would that make you hot baby? Watching me do every nasty trick I know on a total stranger as you sit in a chair and watch your little slut perform at your command?” She was frantic now, humping his cock and clutching harder at him.  “Would it get you hotter if it was a big black stud with a dick twice as big as yours?” The mental picture was too big for her to encompass with her heated mind and she exploded wildly underneath him, carrying him with her in a mind bending orgasm.
 
    
 
   She lay back on the satin sheets, a light sheen of sweat coating her slender body, her nipples still rigid with desire from the verbal recitation of her fantasy.  Her raven hair cascaded over her shoulders down to her nipples, and her oddly shaped amber eyes watched him catlike as she licked her full lips with her delicate pink tongue. His hands were still pressing her shoulders to the sheets.  “Let me up baby,” she said hotly. He let up the pressure on her and she rolled him over and rubbed her wet pussy up and down his shaft, her clit once again in direct contact with his erection.  She shivered and her eyes rolled back in their sockets as she used his stiffness to masturbate with.  “Would it make you hotter if I took that big black cock in my ass?  You know it would make me cum baby,” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Anything that makes you this horny, that’s what I want to see baby,” Jason said sincerely.  Jessie shook and her eyes rolled back in her skull as she came again. She collapsed across his chest, gasping for breath.
 
    
 
   “Nobody on earth has a sweeter husband than I do,” she said, snuggling against his warmth.  “It’s so nice to be able to fantasize anything I want and have you listen to it without you getting jealous or angry at me.  Stella says Walt gets mad as hell at her when she mentions having a threesome when they’re having sex.  She says he gets limp and then won’t come back to bed.
 
    
 
   “Maybe he just feels threatened by the thought of another man with his wife,” Jason said, “a lot of guys are like that…worried that she might prefer someone else’s cock to his.”
 
    
 
   Jessie drew back and studied her husband’s face.  “Do guys really think like that?” she asked.  “Do they really believe that women are so shallow as to marry a man because of his package?”  Jason shrugged.  
 
   “If that was true baby, most women wouldn’t be married to their husbands,” she giggled.
 
    
 
   “Oh really?” Jason teased her, rolling her onto her back and lying on her.  “Is that so?”
 
    
 
   “Really baby,” she said.  “Your cock suits me fine and I love everything about it, but do you really believe I never fucked anyone with a bigger cock than you have before we met?”
 
    
 
   “I never really thought about it before,” he said.  “But I’m not worried about it, I know there’s more between us than sex…I just think the sex is really fantastic, and anything that makes you as horny as you get when you fantasize like that would be worth any risk at all.”
 
    
 
   She kissed him, long and thoroughly, her tongue searching the deep recesses of his mouth.  “You really mean that, don’t you?” she asked him quietly.  
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you get dressed and come with me?” he asked.  “I’ll show you.”
 
    
 
   “You’re on!” she said, scrambling to her feet and heading for the shower. When she came back she had a large bath towel wrapped around her. There were clothes laid out for her on the bed. “You want me to wear that out in public?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Exactly what I have laid out and absolutely nothing else,” Jason said.
 
    
 
   Jessie dropped the towel to the floor coquettishly, posing for her husband to admire her nudity…she knew he loved to look at her.  Her long black hair cascaded all the way to her ass, soft, full, and straight.  Wide brown eyes looked out over her pert nose and high cheekbones, and her mouth was wide and her lips lush.  Jessie was small breasted, but the rosy nipples turned up and their shape was perfect.  Her flat hard belly merged smoothly with her prominent hipbones and the shaven mound of her pubis. Long slender legs were held up by dainty feet that she used to grip his flanks when she was in the thrall of sex at its most exciting…she was so flexible that she could wrap her long legs behind her neck and lick her own pussy.  It drove Jason wild to watch her make herself cum that way.
 
    
 
   She reached for the thin sundress that he had picked from her closet.  It was a halter style dress with spaghetti straps that tie behind her neck and left a great deal of the sides of her breasts exposed.  If she bent forward too much, the fabric pulled away and let anyone standing beside her see her breasts hanging free.  It was pale yellow in color, with cream and pink colored seashells printed on it.  If she was standing with bright light behind her it would be easy to see she was naked beneath it.  When she had slipped the dress on and tied the straps behind her neck there were only two items left on the bed…a white coral ankle bracelet and a pair of four inch open toed heels.  Jessie looked at him inquisitively, but Jason indicated that she was to wear nothing else.
 
    
 
   They drove to the local teen hangout, a drive in that served burgers and fries.  It also served as the place where teens and college students gathered to flirt and meet when they weren’t in class. It was very active, and the cliques and exclusive groups were blatantly segregated.  Jason’s ’58 Corvette drew admiring glances from men and women alike as they pulled into the drive in, as did Jessie.  Jason ordered soft drinks for both of them and they settled in.  Jessie had no idea what Jason had in mind, but she was aroused by the looks she was getting from the young men.  There were even some of the girls that openly lusted after her.
 
    
 
   Jason took her drink from her and put it in the tray on the back side of the glove compartment.  “I want you to walk to the ladies room,” Jason said in a low voice, “I want you to put on a show that will make the straight girls want to scratch your eyes out and the bi girls want to eat you on the hood of the car with everyone watching.”
 
    
 
   “You’re serious?” she asked him.
 
    
 
   “Deadly serious,” he said, handing her a tiny Bluetooth earpiece that wouldn’t even be noticeable behind her long hair.  “When you come out, I’ll give you instructions through this, but you have to promise that you’ll do whatever I tell you to without question.”  Jessie nodded, extremely aroused now, he prominent nipples poking at the thin fabric of her sundress.
 
    
 
   When she opened the door and slid out, exposing a tanned length of thigh nearly up to her hips, eyeballs clicked almost audibly as everyone watched her get out of the car.  Jessie moved like the queen of all cats, an aura of raw sexuality coming off her in waves.  Her perfect ass swung from side to side and a forest of erections sprouted behind her.  It was as if the crowd collectively held their breath. It took Jessie only a moment to find what he was looking for.
 
    
 
   The guy was standing near a group of very nice looking young women, and he was staring at them with a lost look of yearning.  The stare broke long enough to watch raptly as Jessie walked to the ladies room, but then returned to his lonely perusal of the sexy women.  More than one of them was preening and posing for Jason’s benefit.  Stealing a man away from such a woman as Jessie would definitely be a coup for one of the members of her clique.
 
    
 
   The young man wore cargo shorts, a tee shirt, and sandals.  He drove a vintage ’68 Cutlass that was in the process of restoration, and he was very ordinary looking, neither handsome nor ugly.  It was to this lonely young man that he directed Jessie when she came out of the ladies room.
 
    
 
   “Walk slow, so that group of girls gets a good look at you,” Jason whispered into his phone.  Using the same seductive stride she had used earlier, Jessie walked directly to the young man.  “Kiss him baby, make a real show of it!”  Jason whispered.
 
    
 
   Jessie walked up to the boy as the group of girls stared in wonder, and she put her hands on his face to pull him to her.  She kissed him the way she had kissed Jason earlier, taking her time and getting familiar with him.  “I want you to put on a show that those women will remember for the rest of their life and one that will make every guy here that he was that kid,” Jason whispered.  Before he was through talking Jessie had taken the young man’s hand and slid it under her halter top, his hand convulsively clutching at the taut breast inside.
 
    
 
   “What’s your name?”  Jason heard his wife whisper.
 
    
 
   “St…Steve,” the young man stuttered.  His erection was enormous, and that was noted by the clique of young people staring at the tableau.  Jessies’s hand snaked down between them and curled her fingers around his thick shaft, squeezing him appreciatively.
 
    
 
   “You have an awfully big dick,” Jessie said in a stage whisper so that the girls could hear her.  “Can I suck it Steve?”  She was openly stroking it now, and a damp spot was forming on the front of his shorts. Steve was perilously close to cumming in his pants and Jessie let go of it when he stammered that it was fine by him.  Jessie opened the door and climbed into the front seat of the Cutlass.  Steve followed her and shut the door.  Jason couldn’t see what was happening below the level of Jessie’s breasts, but he could tell by the look on the girls’ faces that they were both shocked and aroused.
 
    
 
   “Jesus it’s big,” he heard Jessie breathe.  A moment later she said, “Untie my dress Steve.”  Jason watched as Steve’s trembling hand reached for the tie at the back of her neck.  When he tugged at it, her top fell to her waist and Steve’s mouth sucked in her stiff nipple.  Jason could see her arm moving up and down as she jacked his giant cock in her hand, and he could hear her moan in earnest as Steve began to chew on her nipple.  When she looked up and watched her audience staring at her she gasped and thrust her bare breast towards them so they could gaze on its perfection.  Jason saw her knee draw up above the level of the dash and knew that the crowd outside the Cutlass could see Jessie’s bare pussy now.  He reached inside his pants and freed his cock.  He really needed to masturbate.
 
    
 
   He saw Jessie’s head disappear beneath the level of the dash and he could hear Steve’s gasp of pleasure as the sucking sound of her lips closing over his cock came over the phone.  The sharp collective intake of breath of the spectators told him they were watching his all but nude wife suck Steve’s cock.  “Oh god Steve, it tastes so good!” he heard Jessie say in the stage whisper designed for the spectators to hear.  “Will you cum in my mouth baby?” she whispered, “Please?”
 
    
 
   There was another gasp from the spectators as Jessie’s head bobbed down again below the dash.  There was a loud groan over the phone as Steve gasped, “I’m cumming!”  Jason could hear Jessie’s happy gurgle as she swallowed the thick salty fluid.
 
    
 
   “Come on baby, give me all of it!” he heard Jessie say, and he heard the lapping sounds of Jessie licking Steve clean. The sound of her body moving and her squeal of enthusiasm attracted attention.  “Oooooh, Steve baby, it’s still hard!”  He saw her limb into his lap, rising high against the headliner as she lined his huge cock up with her slit and then slid down the thick rod.  “Oh Jesus that’s big!” he heard Jessie say, “Yes, that’s it baby, god I can feel it in my belly!”  Jason could see her writhing on Steve’s cock, her hands on the back of the seat.  She halted for a moment an waggled her forefinger at a hot blonde who had her hand under her skit and was openly masturbating as she watched the show.  Jessie put her mouth to the girl’s ear on the side away from the phone and whispered something to her that Jason couldn’t quite make out.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure?” the girl asked Jessie in a confused tone.  Jessie nodded and the girl hurried away from the Cutlass.  Jason’s eyes were drawn back to Jessie’s naked back, and to her feet, which were now resting on the back of the seat next to her hands.
 
    
 
   “Oh hell yes baby, drive that big dick into me,” Jessie yelled. The whole car was beginning to rock and the spectators were beginning to grope each other indiscriminately.
 
    
 
   The passenger side door of the Corvette opened and closed and Jason looked over to see the wide eyed blonde hurriedly unbuttoning her blouse as she stared hard at his erection, oozing precum.  Her generous breasts swinging free and her blue eyes bright with excitement, the blonde reached for Jason’s erection and stuffed it into her soft sucking mouth.  When she had taken all of him inside her mouth that she could, she began to bob her head on his cock until his load erupted from the tip.”  The blonde carefully held his cum in her  mouth as she climbed out of the Vette, and without a word of explanation scurried across the parking lot to the Cutlass, never bothering to button her blouse.
 
    
 
   Moments later a jubilant Jessie climbed into the front seat and the blonde was happily bouncing on Steve’s still hard penis.  Jessie locked eyes with Jason and slowly spread her legs, lifting them above her head and locking them behind her neck.  Slowly, she moved her head above her pussy and spit Jason’s cum from her mouth and spread it all over her pussy with her tongue.  “Watch this,”  Jessie whispered.
 
    
 
   She licked every drop of his cum from her pussy, and when she had collected it all, her lips locked around her swollen clit, sucking hard until she came with a scream.  It took her a  while to recover.
 
   She curled up against him in the front seat.  “I’ve got the most wonderful man in the whole world,” she said.  Jason was speechless.
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