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Satisfy Me Deeply

Older Man Younger Woman Second Chance

by

Lakelyn Wilder

After I finish putting the finishing touches on the display in the booth, I step back to admire my handiwork. Hmmm, not bad. Maybe our best ever design for the Knoxville Garden Show
. I wait for my boss to comment. Nothing.
 I wonder why she’s keeping silent. I turn to her. “Anything else I can do?”

Claire hesitates before replying, checks a few things off on her notepad, then addresses me. “Yes, but it’s a big favor.”

Her eyes are on me. Intently.
 I wonder why. 

“Okay,” I say, trying to hide the curiosity in my voice.

“We have a rep flying in from the head office,” she explains. “He’s arriving this afternoon. It would be nice if someone was there to meet him at the airport, show him around a bit, give him a ride to his hotel, you know? Would you be able to do that? You’d be doing me a huge favor. I still have so much here to finish up.”

“Oh yeah, sure,” I say, anxiety creeping into my voice. What is she not
 saying? “Anyone I know?”

Claire looks up. “I think you might remember him from the Charlotte Home Show
 last year…” And she says his name.

Byron Hamilton.

My knees go weak.

I’d been hoping for an opportunity like this, and now I’m not so sure. “Ah, when does his flight get in?” I am trying my best to stay calm, cool and composed. My cheeks feel hot, and I can feel the heat spreading down my neck. That’s nothing compared to the heat I feel elsewhere though. Guess where?
 Mmmm. I tell myself to take slow, deep breaths.

Thank goodness my boss is too busy to notice.

“In about an hour, you’d better get a move on so you’re not late. Don’t want him standing around waiting.” She tears off a piece of paper and hands it to me. “That’s his flight information. Don’t lose it.”

As if...

With a trace of a smile I hope she won’t notice, I fold it carefully and slip it in my purse for safekeeping.

***

In a heated frenzy, I rush off to my hotel room, I take a quick shower because the long, warm bath I really want to indulge in, while I think about the possibilities of what this means, would take far too long. After I dry myself, I apply a very subtle perfume to the back of my neck and just below my breasts. Nice.


I pull out some lingerie. The satin and lace push-up bra and matching cute, deep-cut panties. Deep red satin. Black lace. Hot.


I toy with the idea of wearing a slinky red dress, but I decide against it. Really, that would be just too much. And too freaking obvious.


Jeans. Yes, tight jeans, and a loose-fitting knit top. The sexy white one that shows off my breasts so nicely.

I run a hand through my long hair. Give it a quick toss. I stare in the mirror and freeze. Why the hell am I doing this? Do I really want anything to happen? Will he? Should I even give a flip after what he put me through? I mean, seriously! If pain can be sweet, then he was like a rich, high-calorie dessert that I craved. A constant craving. No obsession. I was damned near addicted to him… just a few short months ago. But I’m over him now, right? I have to know. And I realize that I am sure of one thing.

I have to see him.

If for no other reason than to resolve my feelings for him once and for all. My mind made up, I slip into my shoes and dash out the door….

***

At the airport, I slowly scan the monitors. Flight 709, arriving at Gate 12. My heart pounds in my chest, and I fight that dizzy feeling that comes from being too excited. That silly head rush. I feel like a schoolgirl. The anticipation is overwhelming. I can’t help thinking if I am this bad just waiting, what will it be like when he gets here?

I scan the crowd flowing towards me. I’m looking for that face. That handsome, strong… self-assured, almost arrogant, face. The one still indelibly stamped in my memories.

And, suddenly, I see him…

There he is, shifting the weight of a backpack, unwittingly walking towards me. Not expecting me to be the one here to meet him, I don’t think he recognizes me. My hair was shorter then. I was heavier. My shape is more defined now, striking even – I have been working out. I swallow my hesitation, screw up my courage, and walk to meet him. The crowd seems to fade away, leaving just the two of us. I feel faint again. I have to mentally remind myself to breathe.

When we are almost close enough to touch, he sees me. The backpack drops to the floor. His mouth drops slightly agape. I can tell he’s shocked to see me… even a bit nervous
. Not sure what to do, huh? I can relate. I feel like some silly schoolgirl on her first date. Then the absurdity of it all strikes me like an anvil dropped on my head. I stop in my tracks and I have to smile.

“Hey.” It’s all I can manage at the moment, but it seems to break his trance and he starts towards me, his backpack forgotten on the floor. We stand there, not speaking, staring at each other. The seconds we are frozen in place seem like an eternity, and then we are hugging and holding each other tightly as if either one of us might fall apart at any moment.

“My God, Alisa,” he whispers, “I thought you'd never want to see me again. I thought I’d never get a chance to see you
 again.”

Not wanting to deal with all this right now. If ever. I stop the flow of words with a tender, wet kiss. My tongue leaves a hint of remembering on his lips. Mine are tingling. I can feel my nipples becoming aroused, also tingling.

I can tell by the way he’s pressing into me that our chemistry is still there.

When I pull away, I realize he’s in soft focus. Are the tears filling my eyes ones of joy or ones of pain remembered? I brush them away. For a short time at least, maybe we can lose ourselves in the fire that consumed us from the very first time we met.

He gives me a questioning look, eyes wide, eyebrows raised.

“I’m supposed to ‘meet’ you and give you a ride.”

Now that evil grin of his surfaces.

I respond with a wishful smile of my own. “To the hotel, I mean.”

He feigns a mock expression of disappointment.

I grin in spite of myself. “But you’ll have to repay me.” I take a deep breath. “A ride for a ride?”

His eyes sparkle with excitement, and he squeezes me tight. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

I know what he means. “Are you
 sure?” my response. “After all, you
 were the one who broke it off, remember. Said you couldn’t handle it.”

At that moment, the baggage carousel starts up. I put off the inevitable by saying, “Grab your bags. We’ll talk in the car.”

His luggage in one hand, he reaches for me with the other. At first touch, our hands are cold, probably from nerves. But they warm up from the contact as we walk to the car.

In the car, we just sit. Not starting it, not moving, just looking at each other.

Finally, I feel like I can breathe again, and I tell him, “I could really use another hug.” And to myself, I just need his arms around me again… holding me tight… reassuring me… that this is all real….


He doesn’t need any more encouragement than that. It is awkward, leaning across the stick-shift, but it feels so good. I long to just stay like this, but I need more than a hug.

I need some answers.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were coming to this trade show?”

“Because,” he starts off slowly, as if reluctant to put it into words, “I was afraid you might tell me you weren’t
 coming to it.” He swallows hard, eyes downcast.

I’m confused. “I don’t get it.”

“If I told you I was coming,” he explained, “and you had said you couldn’t make it, I’d have been really depressed. So…” he took a deep breath… “I decided to leave it to chance… or fate. Better not knowing than knowing bad news.”

Oh shit. I could never understand that kind of logic, so I reply with a smile. “You’re weird.”

“Yeah? What exactly are you trying to say?” his standard comeback when I state the obvious. Then his eyes cloud up and he looks sad again. “More than anything, I really wasn’t sure if you wanted to see me or not. I know I hurt you. I thought you might just tell me to fuck off. I didn’t think I could handle that.”

I want to bounce off with my usual biting wit, put on my Mae West accent and say, “Let me tell ya, sweetheart, the thought did
 cross mah mind...” But I can’t. This is dredging up too many old feelings. Things that went unsaid before now have to be spoken. 

I can’t look at him and think clearly. I look at the steering wheel, the dashboard, anything but him, trying my best to concentrate my thoughts. I have rolled it over in my head so many times, the things I would say to him… if I could… if I ever got the chance.
 I have had it resolved in my mind. Where did all that rationality go? Now that he is here, all the carefully rehearsed lines have disappeared. Oh shit. My words tumbled from my lips in a jumbled mess. I’ll never be able to walk this back, even if I wanted to...

“I’ll be honest. There were times, I wasn’t sure either. You did
 hurt me. You could have told me right from the start, told me you were messed up. I think I could have understood, maybe even helped. But by being cocky and putting distance between us, it was like you were lying to me. Not being honest. I felt betrayed. By the time you did
 explain, you had pretty much convinced yourself to end it. The way it all happened, I was pretty messed up. I just couldn’t understand your logic that ‘breaking it off now was best because someday we might have
 to break it off’.

I looked for his reaction. None. That he would allow me to see, anyways. So I went on.

“I think things could have gone differently if you had been honest from the start. I wanted to contact you, but I held off. I told you to call me sometime, but you never did. I took this as an indication that you didn’t want to open old wounds. Sometimes I told myself it was just because you didn’t care… or because there was someone else. But you know, I just couldn’t get you out of my mind. You were always there. Right there. Some days I’d say ‘Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you for lying! Fuck you for hurting me!’ Other days, I’d just ache for your touch and the sound of your voice. I’d ache for your laugh and your smile. I wrote sad, tormented letters full of anger and pain, and I never sent them. Other times I’d be in the middle of doing something and I’d flashback to a time when we were together and a soft moan would escape my lips. I’d look around quickly to see if anyone had heard….”

The tears are back in my eyes and spilling over my cheeks.

“Before I met you, I never knew anything was missing from my life. Then you were there, and I realized how long I had been starving for someone, someone just like you. When you left, you took a part of me with you.” I rub at one eye with the heel of my palm. “I don’t know why I’m getting all emotional like this. I really don’t. I stopped hurting for you a long time ago. I decided to just focus on the good memories and hope that someday we could be friends again.”

Or something more, my heart says.

I look at him now, he is unsure of how to respond.

“I wanted to, I was just so fucked up. I felt like you were an addiction. I felt guilty that I might be making decisions based on my feelings for you while neglecting what was important to my family. At that time, I had so much going on in my head. When I realized I might never see you again, it hurt so much that I couldn’t deal with it. I know it’s hard to understand. I still don’t fully understand it myself. Do you still hate me for it?”

I take his face in my hands, kiss his lips softly, and lean my forehead against his. “I could never hate you,” I tell him in a voice tight with emotion. “It might have made it easier if I could, God knows, I tried, but the hate just wouldn’t come.”

“I’m so
 sorry,” he says, and I can feel his warm breath against my lips. “You know I never wanted to hurt you. I thought if I called you, it would only make matters worse. I thought it was best for both of us to try and get on with our lives. But damn, Alisa. I missed you.” His fingers brush the tears from my face, and our lips join again in bittersweet, salty kisses. Then the kisses turn into something deeper, more passionate. His tongue circles my lips, then probes deeper into my mouth. His hand is on the back of my neck, pulling me closer to him.

And just like that…

I am lost.

But there is something else I have to know.

I pull my lips from his. “How about now?” I question, my eyes searching his. “How do you feel about me now?”

“I think I have my shit a little more together now. I haven't thought about the possibilities, though, mainly because I didn’t know how you would feel about seeing me again. Or even if I’d ever see you again,” he pauses, takes a deep breath and stares into my eyes. “I guess I feel the way I did the first time I saw you and you sat down beside me.” Then his voice becomes hushed, “I didn’t want you to leave.”

Damn, I’m a sucker. I’m falling hard and fast, but I don’t give a damn. I lean forward and kiss him again, and he places his mouth near my ear and says, “You were forewarned, you know. I told
 you I was an asshole!”

Again, that mischievous look in his eyes. So sexy and at the same time so fucking dangerous.

My eyes grin back at him. “Lucky for you, I didn’t believe you,” I say, and I start tickling him.

We break off into giggles, little grabbing kisses and hugs, and unintelligible words. All the pain and hurt melts away in the intensity of our play. I feel that same high I felt when I first met him. The kind you get when you connect, really connect
, with someone.

The air around is charged with electricity, and at last, he shouts, “Let’s get to the damned hotel already! Before I take you right here in the parking lot!”

“Promises, promises,” I taunt. A challenge, but I don’t give him a chance to take me up on it. Now if the car had been bigger, maybe… but no. Right now, I want privacy and intimacy.

I can’t help smiling as I start the car….

***

While driving to the hotel, Byron is amazingly restrained, he barely touches me. Every time I glance over at him, I see his eyes fixed on me. Not leering. No, almost caressing me. A look of both adoration and lust. Once again, I feel schoolgirlish. Occasionally his hand reaches out and brushes the hair from my cheek, but that is all.

And that is enough.

I can feel that familiar ache and my panties are soaked already. Just from the nearness of him… and the grazing of his fingertips across my smooth cheek.

“What are you wearing under that?” he asks.

I hear the anticipation in his voice.

I tease him. I know what turns him on. “Mmm. Something really
 special. I think you’ll like it.” I smile and seductively run one hand over my tits and down the length of my body. OMG, I hope I don’t soak right through these jeans before we get there! I laugh at the thought.

“What’s so funny?”

I squirm in the seat. “If we don’t get to the hotel soon, I’m going to freaking look like I’ve peed myself,” I share.

A self-satisfied smirk appears on his face, his eyebrows arch. “Ahhhh, exactly the response I was aiming for.”


Yes, he’s a prick.
 But he’s my
 prick.

His obvious delight turns me on even more. “Yeah, you seem to have the effect on me.”

Damn, my nipples are hard, almost throbbing, and I long to feel his incredible tongue on them, but that will have to wait. I sigh and curse the rush hour traffic. We make small talk to try to calm us down. We talk about his kid, his parents, his ex-wife, our jobs, and our lives. But neither of us is really listening to the words. Everything is body language and sexual cues, and it doesn’t matter what
 he says, even the sound of his voice turns me on. And I wonder again. Why is it that this all turns to sex? There is so much more to what I feel than that. Maybe those are the moments I feel closest to him? Then again, why the hell am I psycho-analyzing? Maybe it’s just kismet, and everything about him turns me on. Everything.
 And I want to make him feel incredibly good. This is something I know
 I can do. I am a sensual being. I love getting and giving pleasure. Yeah. That’s it.

By the time we get to the hotel, I am so excited that just the feel of my thighs brushing together as I walk through the lobby is driving me insane.

As Byron registers at the front desk, I glance around anxiously, silently muttering to myself, “Oh please. Please. Please. Don’t let anyone we know notice him or me. Otherwise, we will never get a chance to…”

He finishes. We practically run to the elevator and jump inside. He pushes the button for the 10th floor. We are alone.

“Hey,” he says, pressing in close, “don’t you have fantasies about elevators?”

Now I am the one with the wicked smile. “Yes, but I’d be wearing a dress. And no underwear ....” I reach my hand down and stroke him. I can feel his hardness straining against his jeans. God, I love that feeling!
 By the time we reach the 10th floor, he is groaning softly. I delight in driving a lover over the edge. The more turned on he gets, the more I do. The build-up is half the fun.

The doors open….

We walk hurriedly to the room. The moment we are inside, the bags are flung to the floor, and we are a tangle of lips, tongues, arms, and legs. We take a half step together and tumble onto the bed.

Eventually, breathlessly, we break apart, and he asks, “Do I get to find out what you have on underneath that?”

I reach over and turn the clock radio on. I think we need some music to mask the sounds emanating from the room. Not that I am inhibited, but we don’t know who is staying in the adjacent room. Might be someone who knows him or some prude who calls the desk to complain. You just never know. So why take chances?

Just before I get up, I take his hand and bring it up under my loose blouse. I let him feel the curve of my tits through the satin. Then I rise, walk a few feet away from him and turn. I begin taking off my blouse. Slowly, seductively. It takes just a few seconds, but I make the most of it. I get the reaction I want….

He groans.

I come up to him now. He’s sitting on the edge of the bed. I bend down slightly to let my breasts brush his face. Oh!
 The softness of the satin, the scratch of the lace. My nipples are erect. As his hands reach up to cup my tits, I reach down and pull off his T-shirt.


Mmmm.
 That hairy chest. I run my hands over his thick shoulders, down his broad back. His skin is smooth but rippled by muscles. I can feel the cords of his muscles beneath my hands. I love it. His hands are caressing, stroking my breasts through my bra. His thumbs each rubbing and teasing a hard nipple. My breath is coming in short gasps now. I have to try not to hyperventilate.

We will have so little time together. I want this to go slowly. I want to savor every moment.

He gently pulls back a part of the lace, and he begins teasing one nipple with his tongue. It practically vibrates on my nipple. Now I am moaning softly and grinding my nails into his shoulders, trying damned hard not to lose control. His tongue begins teasing my other nipple, as his hands work quickly to undo my jeans. They are tight, so he must work them slowly down to the floor. I am nearly swimming in my panties. He runs a hand down between my legs and utters one word as he looks up at me, “Wow!”

He stands abruptly, puts his hands on my waist, turns me, and lays me back on the bed.

He kneels on the floor beside the bed, pulls my ass forward, and positions me on the edge of the bed. Then he goes down on me, his mouth working on my pussy through my panties. Kissing, biting, sucking, chewing gently on my clit. I moan as I involuntarily buck my hips against his face. Damn. The feeling through the satin is mind-blowing.

His fingernails rake my inner thighs. He works his hands around and squeezes my ass. Every so often he sneaks a finger under the edge of my panties, and teases me. My hands are in his dark, curly hair, then clutching the fabric of the bedspread, then rubbing my breasts, frantic movements. My hips are undulating towards his face. He watches me. It turns him on to have this kind of power over me… to be in control. 


My moans are like pleas for him to stop teasing, and he finally gives in. He pulls the crotch of my panties aside and puts his delicious, incredible tongue directly to work on my throbbing clit. I begin to quiver uncontrollably.

I am coming… and coming… and moaning… and coming….

He looks up, smiling. His face glistens with my juices, and I lurch to a sitting position and grab him. Still fresh with the glow of an orgasm, I kiss him passionately, our faces sliding over each other, slick with the taste of my juices. The half day’s growth of beard on his face makes my lips and cheeks burn, but only serves to heighten the sensations.

“I know what you want now,” he teases, sounding a bit breathless.

But I show remarkable control, especially given what I’d just experienced. After all, it is my
 turn to please him
. “Yes.” I smile tauntingly. “But first I am going to treat you to something special. I told you I really didn’t play my full hand last time,” I remind him. “I’ll show you a few more cards this time.”

I try to stand, and he pulls me to my feet. I run my tongue playfully through his thick chest hair. He smells wonderful, and he tastes even better. A soapy cleanness with just a hint of musky, male sweat. I seek out his nipples that I know are super sensitive, and I give them my full attention. While I tongue and lightly scrape my teeth over one nipple, I tease the other with my thumb and forefinger. Pinching gently, brushing lightly and rapidly over the erect tip. His breath is coming in rapid gasps. Nice, and I haven’t done anything really good yet
 –
 I smile to myself.
 I run my fingernails gently down the sides of his chest, down his tight stomach and work my way over to his waist and begin undoing his jeans. I slide my hand into his pants, rubbing that hot, inviting flesh.

I instantly notice something.

“Oh, you don’t have any underwear on!” I discover. “How very naughty!”

“That infamous devilish grin flashes across his handsome face. “I remembered that fantasy you told me about, and I decided not to wear any, just on the off chance you might be here.”

I feel warmed that he remembered. But how cocky
! “How did you know I’d be interested in finding out? Did you still think I’d find you that irresistible?”

He gives me a stare. “Well, you did!” He stated the obvious. Touche!

“Ohhh, you’re a sneaky rat!” I playfully tug at his chest hair, but I’m only feigning offense. I have always found his self-assured manner captivating if not downright sexy. So I let the comment slide.

As I drop his jeans to the floor, I drop to my knees.

I can tell his hard cock desperately wants to feel my lips stretched around it. But he will want it even more by the time I am ready to provide that service. I tickle under his heavy balls with my fingertips, stroke his legs, and apply tender teasing kisses around his cock. But I only barely touch it. Each time my face deliberately brushes against the tip, he sighs. He grabs my head, fists full of hair, and tries haphazardly to direct my mouth to the area desiring the most attention, but I cleverly out-maneuver him and  continue my teasing. I take one of his big balls in my mouth and begin sucking it, swirling my tongue over it as it slides in and out of my mouth. Then I start on the other one.

Just to add to the delicious torture, I start giving feather-light caresses up and down his cock, using my fingertips. I can tell by the increased pitch of his groans that he’ll be ready for release soon. Enough teasing. Well, maybe just a little more
. I run my tongue from the base of his cock to the tip, and I begin rapidly flicking just below his cockhead with the tip of my tongue. Then I grab the shaft with my hand and slide my mouth over the swollen head. His cock is so freaking thick, I can hardly get my whole mouth over it. As I slide my mouth up and down, I make perfectly timed strokes of my hand on his shaft. With my other hand, I keep caressing and teasing his balls. His knees are buckling, and his hips are thrusting forward. Suddenly I stop all movement. I hold tightly. Then I release him slowly and start to stroke his thick, powerful legs. Muscles so tight, so tense
. I reach up and tease his erect nipples with my fingertips again.

When he seems calmer, I return my mouth to his cock. Licking and sucking. I love listening to the sounds of his pleasure. The pitch and volume increase of his groans as I slide my mouth faster and harder up and down his shaft. His hands grab my hair again. This time trying to pull my mouth off of him. It’s apparently too much for him to take, and he wants to stop me.

But that’s not it… exactly
.

“No. Don’t.” He pants the words out in deep, ragged gasps. “I want to fuck you, baby. The way you like it.”

I smile around his cock, difficult to do with my mouth stuffed so full. I remove my mouth from him just long enough to say, “Don’t worry, you will. I’m not letting you get off that lightly.” I smiled again at the double entendre of my words. I am not sure now if he’s groaning about the pun or what I’m doing to him, but I don’t let the uncertainty sway me from working his meat with everything I’ve got.

I can feel his cock probing the back of my throat on each thrust. His hands are in my hair and his hips are thrusting in sync with my sucks. It is turning me on so much that my whole pussy is aching, nearly cramping with the need to be filled. My nipples are begging to be touched again. I take my hand away from his balls to rub them. Then I slide my hand down my damp panties and slip my finger up inside, just to relieve some of the unbearable tension.

He looks down at what I’m doing. It excites him even more. He explodes in my mouth. I practically choke from the force of his load, but I swallow it all. I run my tongue in circles around his cockhead, licking up every last drop. I love hearing the groans and grunts he makes as he’s coming inside my mouth. I am being truly wicked, my tongue still working on him. I know he can’t take it for long. Overstimulation
. Yep, he begs me to stop. He is still rock-hard, though.

I stand up and take his hand. 

“Come and rest on the bed,” I say to him. “Regain your strength, baby. You’ll need it!” Sometimes I’m just soooo bad.


We snuggle and cuddle under the covers, bodies entwined, and we talk and whisper about the things we have been doing since we last saw each other. His humor and laugh are infectious. He’s a wonderful storyteller, maybe even a good liar, and I love to watch his animated recounting of past events. I laugh and smile until my face hurts. In between bits of chatter, we share a kiss, touch, rub bodies. This is yet another form of teasing we are doing to each other. Finally, though, I can’t stand it any longer….

And I demand satisfaction.

“You know
 what I want.”

He reaches around to undo my bra. I let him take it off me, and with one clever flick of his hand, it sails over the edge of the bed and lands on the floor. Now he rolls me on my back, peels off my panties, and tosses them on top of my bra. He slides between my thighs, spreading me wide and probing gently into me with the tip of his cock. Slowly, so slowly, barely penetrating me at first. Inching his way into me. Teasing again. Such delicious torture! He begins a gentle, sensuous thrusting that is just another way of tormenting me. Delaying my release as I had his, yet building the anticipation. Mmmm, he is so fucking bad! Just like me. Dammit! We’re perfect for each other.


He has that evil look on his face again. He knows
 what this does to me. He is regaining control, while I am losing it completely.

I grab his nipples and begin to pinch. “Come on
,” I sigh. “Give me what I want!”

No response except that smug smile. Big surprise.
 He is in control, after all.

I arch my back, grab his ass and try to move onto him. He pulls back. Then I try pleading, “Please?”


Now he arches his back, still moving slowly in and out, not fully penetrating my cunt, and he brings his lips to the base of my neck. He kisses me there, as he is pumping in and out. The feeling is driving me insane. I get spiky tingles over my whole body, and I begin to writhe uncontrollably, begging him to stop. That is the one
 spot, besides my clit, that can be used to drive me over the edge.

I grab his ass again and try to pull myself hard against him, trying to make him fuck me deeper… harder. I am moaning so damned loudly that he puts a hand over my mouth. When I nibble at his hand, he removes it and smothers my moans with kisses. His tongue starts matching the thrusts into my juicy cunt. I suck gently on his tongue, sliding my mouth on it, as if it were a cock. I begin digging my fingernails into his back, and it’s as if he senses that I can’t take all this teasing much longer. He buries his face in my neck, digs his hands under and grabs my ass, and begins to pound into me. No mercy
. And I am completely his. Totally. Undeniably
. The last vestiges of my self-control are gone, and it feels freeing but more….

Exhilarating.

Then he stops, and I am left quivering. I can barely make out the words when he whispers in my ear. “You like
 it hard
, don’t you.” Not really a question, more of an accusation.

I beg now, my voice a soft, hoarse confession. “Yes! Yes, yes, yes. Oh please.”


He pulls out, rolls me over and gets me on my hands and knees.

On his knees on the bed, he thrusts deep and hard into me, and I am nearly delirious. There is a mirror on the wall beside the bed, and I catch sight of our reflections. I can hardly believe the sudden rush I feel as the sight turns me on even more. He looks over, sees what I am looking at, and he becomes even more vigorous. His balls slap against my clit, amplifying the wet sound of our bodies moving together. His fingertips squeeze into the flesh of my hips, and it’s getting so intense, I am on the verge of begging him to stop.

And then he does….

I can feel him, pressed into me, taking deep breaths in long gasps, his cock throbbing, almost ready to… explode
. I look over at him. His face is flushed as is his chest. He wants to last a little longer, so he slows things down. His cock still inside me, he reaches his hands around my sides, and starts fondling my tits. Caressing gently at first, then squeezing.

He starts pumping slowly again, and I immediately begin to moan at the renewed friction. He rolls my nipples between his fingertips. I reach back, grab one of his hands, and bring it towards my face.

He stops moving, uncertain of what I’m about to do.

I run my tongue along his palm, and I bite each of his fingertips lightly. I begin sucking on his middle finger. I gently scrape the tip of his finger with my bottom teeth, and I start sucking like mad, sliding his finger in and out of my mouth. I hear a deep groan, that’s almost a growl, escape his lips. He gently pulls his finger from my mouth, but I don’t give it up willingly.

He grabs my hips again and resumes that insanely hard ass-banging fuck. I am pushing back against him, doubling the force of each thrust. My arms collapse, my head and chest drop to the bed, my ass still held high. I grab and begin biting a pillow, trying to muffle my near screams of pleasure. I can feel him swelling up inside me, and I can feel the pulsing of his orgasm.

He is making the most guttural, feral sounds like some kind of wild animal. His orgasm seems to go on forever, like one of those multiple orgasms you hear of some guys having, and he holds me tight to him as he rides out those waves of pleasure. Once he regains himself, he slides forward and finds my clit. His fingers stroke side to side on it, and even as his pleasure is subsiding, mine is reaching the peak.

I rock back against him as I come. The sensation is so intense after the build-up that it’s almost unbearable. I can feel myself squeezing his cock, with each sweeping wave of pleasure. Each time, he gives a little grunt… and another thrust.

By now I’m completely spent, and I collapse on the bed, still moaning softly, and struggling for breath. He snuggles up beside me now and holds me close. His hands stroke the last shudders of my orgasm from my body.

He kisses my forehead lightly. Even in my exhaustion, I feel that dizzying excitement, that rush
 that I get when I am around him. Difficult to explain, but it makes me feel alive. I know he feels it too. Even in this state of exhaustion, he looks invigorated.

He winks at me. “What an incredible vitamin supplement!” he jokes.

An old joke between us.

I smile. “You could have gotten it from someone else anytime, I’m sure,” I say, suddenly, painfully aware, of the time we were apart. 

“Yeah, I guess so,” he admits, “but it would have been the generic brand. Just a pale imitation. I prefer the real thing, the good stuff.” He pauses, taking a deep breath. “I prefer you
.”

I can’t help smiling. “Flattery will get you everywhere!”

That damned evil grin again, more a self-satisfied smirk now. “It already has!” he teases, but there’s a bit of seriousness in his voice too. “Right back to you, baby. Right where I want to be.”

“Right where you belong,” I add softly.

We kiss as he holds me close. After our kiss breaks, I lay my head against his chest, listening to the pounding of his heart.

My mind is racing. It feels good to be with him again. Really good. Like he never was away good. I can’t even be angry at him for putting us on hold for all those months. What’s the point? It’d only drive him away again. Right now he’s here. Back in my life. Just where I want him. In the background, I hear the end of a song on the radio, and the words are eerily appropriate:

It’s all about now. Forget about tomorrow

It's too far away.

Live in the now. Don't talk of Yesterday

It’s too far away. Too far away.

It’s too far away.

What about now?

It's all about now, right now.

Hold on to the moment….

the end
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Chapter One

Hi, my name is Riley, I'm 22, I've got sun-streaked blonde hair from years of spending my summers on the beach, hazel eyes, I'm slim – about 110 lbs. and 5'6 tall, I have been told several times that my best features are my tits, I'm a 36c with rather large nipples.

My story starts about four years ago when I was just a very shy, naive teenager, just turned eighteen, who up till then had no experience of sex, sure I used to think about sex a lot, most of my friends had boyfriends, I would hear of their experiences and sometimes when lying in bed at night I would play with myself to relieve the frustrations I had.

It's not that I didn't have offers of dates from boys, I was just too shy to take them up, I lived with my parents and my little brother. We had a house very close to the beach and during the summer vacation, I spent a lot of time there. Sometimes I’d sunbathe with my best friend, Katie, and her cute brother Chris would be there. I’d catch myself watching him as he and his friends played volleyball, shirtless, on the beach. He would catch me looking at him, so I know he knew I liked him. I don’t think he realized how much I like him, though. I liked him so much that I wanted him to be my first.


Chris was almost two years older than me, and while I had no boyfriends, he had many girlfriends, not surprising since he’s the blond hair, blue-eyed surfer-type, tall and buff. I used to envy those girls. He was my dream guy, but I figured I didn’t have much of a chance with him. If I wasn’t his sister’s best friend, I don’t think he would have even noticed I existed. Even though I was always hanging around, he never seemed to pay me much attention.

Until that hot summer day...

That particular day Katie’s allergies were acting up and she wasn’t feeling well, so I went to the beach to sunbathe alone. His friends were late showing up for volleyball, and we talked while he waited. Chris asked me if I wanted to go to a beach party he was invited to. I jumped at the offer. I never dreamed Chris would invite me to a party with older kids… kids in their late teens and early twenties like him. I was pleasantly surprised, and I felt really grown up. Mostly, though, I was glad to be going with him, especially since I had been crushing on him since I was a tween. Only thing was, he didn’t exactly say I would be going as his date.
 Still, I was just glad to be going at all… and really happy that he’d invited me. 

That evening we met on the beach, after deciding earlier to walk to the party, which was at a house down the shore. As we walked, Chris warned me that there would be a lot of booze there and suggested I go easy. “You’re not used to drinking and I don't want to have to carry you home,” he told me.

I wore a skimpy bikini with a long wrap-around skirt. Looking in the mirror, seeing the way I was dressed made my body quiver with excitement.

Even though I had been right and Chris and I weren’t on a date
, I had a great time, and looking back it was probably the drinks that made me open up. That evening I decided I was going to let myself go, have a good time and enjoy myself. A couple of times when Chris was dancing with other girls, I caught him watching me, but he was doing his own thing, and I decided to do the same. I kissed several of the guys there, some of them when getting me alone tried to take things further. I didn't mind them feeling my tits, to be truthful I probably encouraged them too much. I was actually flaunting myself in front of them, but when one of them tried to get his hand between my legs I firmly said, “NO!” I didn't want things to go that far. I didn't really realize what was happening when later in the evening I ended up behind a sand dune with two of them, they were all over me, I tried to make them stop but they wouldn't listen, they soon had my bikini off and their hands were all over me, feeling and squeezing my tits, kissing me, I tried to keep my legs tight together. I felt their hands around my pussy and struggled. “Please stop!” I screamed out.

They just laughed.

“C'mon, Riley,” one of them said, “you know you want it, you've been begging for it all night, tell us you want it, Riley, tell us you want us to fuck you!”

“No! You've got it wrong, please stop! Please! I don't feel very well, I think I'm going to be sick!” I heard Chris calling my name – he was looking for me.

They probably realized they had gone too far.

“OK, Riley, we're sorry, we thought it was what you wanted,” they said and quickly left, a couple of minutes later Chris found me there, still naked, crying. I told him what had happened, he put his arm around me and hugged me tightly.

“I told you not to drink too much,” he said.

“You won't tell my mom and Dad, will you, Chris?” I sobbed. “Please promise me you won't!”

“Of course I won't,” he said, “Now let's get you dressed and I will walk you home.”

I felt a bit embarrassed putting my bikini on with Chris watching me, then he put his arm around me to steady me and we made our way down the beach to my home. Halfway there I said I felt sick, we sat on the sand, I started to feel very cold, and Chris again put his arm around my shoulders and pulled me close.

Katie and I had been friends since grade school, but back then Chris had been more annoying than anything else. Lately, though, he’d been really nice to me, almost as if he were protecting me… kind of like he would his own sister… the only thing is the last thing I wanted was for him to see me as a little sister or even his sister’s little friend.

I looked at him, “Thanks, Chris,” I said, “If you weren't there tonight they might have ...”

“Riley, it’s all over now, just be more careful in the future, I won't always be around to look out for you.”

“I know that but still... thanks, Chris.” I leaned over towards him and kissed him on the lips, nothing more than just a peck, but that was the first time our lips had met.

Our kiss broke and we looked at each other, both of us surprised by what had just happened, then I kissed him again, this time our lips stayed together for longer.

Chris started to pull me closer to him, I felt his tongue probing at my lips, I opened my lips and his tongue started to explore my mouth, both our tongues touching, we broke away, neither of us knowing what to say. It seemed we both knew we had done something we shouldn't have done, we both felt guilty – yet looking back all we had done was to kiss.

Chris broke the silence, “C'mon, we’d better get you home, it's getting late.” He helped me up and we walked home, as we did he held me again. This time his arm around my waist, his hand brushed my tit, then slid down, resting on my hip. I felt my pussy quiver at his touch. I wasn’t sure why, and we didn’t talk about it.

Luckily I managed to get to bed before Mom or Dad saw me, as I lay there I thought of my kiss with Chris. It had been nice – really nice! Much better than the kisses I had from the other guys, I fell asleep dreaming about it.


  
Chapter Two  
  


The next day I woke up with a hangover, after a shower I felt much better. Later in the afternoon while I was sitting on the beach, wearing my bikini, Chris came and sat next to me.

“Riley, how do you feel today?” he asked, genuinely concerned.

I said I was OK.

“Hey, about last night, you know... when we kissed, well... I just wanted to tell you... well, I know I shouldn't say this but, it was... nice!” He looked a bit embarrassed by what he had just told me.

I smiled at him. “I thought so, too,” I admitted, relieved that he felt this way too. “It felt kind of... special!”

“Well, what I was thinking was...” he stopped talking, it seemed he couldn't bring himself to carry on.

“Do you want to kiss me again, is that what you are trying to say?” I asked him, sounding a bit hopeful.

He nodded. “Yes, would you let me?”

I stood up and reached out my hand. “Come with me,” I said.

We walked to a secluded spot and sat down, “OK, kiss away!” I told him, unable to hide my excitement.

We kissed as we had the night before, our tongues touching, kissing deeply, his lips devouring mine. Chris had one arm around my shoulders, the other on my hip, slowly the hand on my hip started to move upwards over my bare skin, gently stroking over my stomach, then upwards a little more till his hand brushed against my bikini top, I knew Chris wanted more.

“Chris, do you want to touch my tits?” I asked him, surprised at what I was saying but feeling so at ease with him.

“What about Katie?” he worried. “Would she be upset if she knew?”

“Who says she has to know?” I asked quickly.

Hearing what I had said, he darted his hand under my top, pushing it up over my tits, he squeezed my firm young boobs, he played with my now hard nipples, rolling them between his fingers. I lay back on the sand, with him next to me, we were still kissing, now with more passion. Then he started to kiss, lick and suck on my tits, I lay back all the way, feeling the damp sand beneath me, moaning with the pleasure I was feeling from the attention he was giving to my tits.

Now it was me who wanted me. “Do you want to play with my pussy?” I asked.

“Are you sure? Is that what you really want, I mean, you're a virgin, aren't you?”

“Yes, I'm sure,” I assured him, looking into his pale blue eyes. “I want you, Chris, I want you to be my first. I want you to make me a woman, I want you to fuck me!”

“Okay, I’ll fuck you,” he told me, “but first I need to stretch your opening a bit, you’re probably really tight.”

He went down between my legs, he took hold of my bikini bottom and pulled them down exposing my pussy. He used his tongue and licked along my pussy lips which made me groan and moan out loud, darting it deep into my wet snatch. He pressed his face deep into my hot core, lapping at my juices. After licking my pussy for a while, he started to push his tongue deeper into me. As he tongue-fucked me, going as deep as his tongue would go, he scraped across my engorged clit with his thumb. The feel of his warm, wet mouth on me and his banging on my clit, made me rock my pussy hard against his face. Suddenly, he slid up and caught my clit between his teeth and sucked. The feeling was so intense and unexpected that I nearly screamed as I gasped out loud, afraid someone might hear me if I actually screamed.

Now, while he tongued and licked my clit soundly, he slid a finger into my virgin pussy poking it, then two, fighting my tightness and stretching my tiny pussy, then more getting deeper and deeper until his fingers touched the veil that protected my virginity. He pressed into me as if trying to puncture or tear my hymen, but it was springy and would not give.

“Chris, I want you inside me, please” I begged, my voice tight from the pain of his prodding and also from desire. “It feels so good, but I want you to take my virginity by fucking me, OK? I want you inside me, Chris, I want to feel your dick inside me!”

He stood up, pulled his t-shirt over his head and undid his pants, his hard dick sprung out, it was pretty big, about 7 inches long, I would guess, and thick. “Can I touch it, Chris? I've never touched a dick before,” I told him.

He knelt beside me and I reached out and took hold of his throbbing dick. He was very hard, like silky steel; I noticed some clear liquid seeping out of it and used my thumb to smear it around the tip, I knew that some girls actually sucked on a guy’s dick, sometimes prior to getting fucked.

“Do you want me to suck it, Chris?” I asked, hoping he would say yes. I began stroking his thick shaft with my hand, up and down, squeezing tightly as I neared his mushroomed cockhead. “Would you like that?”

“Yes,” he groaned.

Not knowing exactly what to do I just started to lick it, it must have felt good for Chris because his moaning increased.

“Put it in your mouth and suck it,” he instructed.

I took the tip in my mouth. I had to open my mouth wide to get it in, then doing what he said I started to suck it.

He put his hands on top of my head and gently pushed down making me take more of him. “That's it, now go up and down on it. Yes, like that, keep on sucking, go deeper, try to get more in,” my 'teacher' instructed. He was moaning and saying how good it was...

I wanted to do a good job, I wanted to please him.

“That's good, Riley,” he groaned. “Oh, it feels so good, don't stop!”

I felt his dick swell and start to get very hard in my mouth, it started to throb and twitch.

“I'm cumming, Riley,” he moaned. “I'm going to cummmmmm!”

I didn't really know what to do so I kept on sucking, then with a big lunge, followed by a rapid pistoning of his hips, Chris emptied his load of thick, hot cum into my mouth.

I was a bit startled as it shot out, I choked a little as it hit the back of my throat and I instinctively swallowed, and it tasted salty-sweet, not unpleasant. He held my head firmly in his hands and shoved deep into my mouth, causing me to gag more than once, although I was pretty sure he didn’t do that intentionally. I swallowed as much as I could, some dribbled out and ran down my chin, but I carried on gently sucking until Chris pulled out of my mouth and we both lay back, partly on the towel and partly on the damp sand, hugging, kissing and cuddling each other.

“That was great!” he said, still panting. “Wow, that was the best blow job I have ever had!” He suddenly looked deep into my eyes. “I care about you, Riley. You do know that, don't you?”

“I know you do, Chris,” I said, glad that I’d pleased him, but I felt he was trying to say something, I just wasn’t sure what. “I care about you too. Now if you can get your dick hard again, I still want you to fuck me. I want you to be the first!”

I guess I was caught up in what had just happened and what was going to happen because what I did next surprised even me. I rolled over to face him and pulled him into a kiss. My kiss was more urgent now, hotter, and he pulled me onto his lap, the two of us face to face, as he returned my kiss hard
 on the lips, devouring my mouth with his, and running his hands over my bare shoulders before slowly dropping down to caress and cup my heavy, swaying breasts.

With Chris concentrating on my tits, giving them even more attention than before, it didn’t take him long to get hard again. He again licked, tongued and sucked my tits with a fury of movements. He scraped his teeth across one of my nipples, sending ripples to my already quivering pussy. He was so talented with that tongue of his ... I wondered if he knew I’d enjoy this ...

I moaned out loud, arching my back as I tried to push more of my boob firmly against his warm, wet mouth. I placed my hands on his head, running my fingers through his long, blond hair, and pulled him to my tit. As if at my urging, he sucked my nipple hard, then released it, flicking it with his tongue before capturing it in his mouth again and sucking even harder. It felt amazing, but I knew the best was yet to come. I could hardly wait till he was buried deep between my legs so I could give him my virginity as I’d wanted for so long...

I straddled his lower body and with each suck of my tit, I pressed my slender hips to him, my pussy nudging against his hard rod. While he sucked my titties, he cupped my ass, pulling me against his throbbing cock. I could feel it pulse against my thigh excitedly as if eagerly wanting to get inside my dripping twat.

As if he could not take the teasing anymore, Chris put his arms around me and we rolled together on the towel with me landing flat on my back beneath him. He pulled free and knelt between my legs, rubbing his dick along my pussy lips, then slowly and gently he slid his dick inside my juicy wet pussy. I was so freaking tight he had to literally push his hips hard for his cock to make its way inside my tiny tunnel. He started to move inside me slowly, his thick rod scraping against the pulsing walls of my little pussy. There was a trickle of pain, but also a faint tickle of pleasure that seemed to be growing inside my core, ever so slowly.

“Try to relax, baby,” Chris said. “God, you’re still so tight. Since it’s your first time, I’ll try to be gentle, I promise.”

“No, d–don’t ... don’t be gentle,” I stammered, shivering. I listened to his hard grunts and tried to relax as he plowed into my body with his. I put my face against his, our lips touching just barely as we spoke. I could feel his warm breath against mine. “I want you to fuck me hard so I won’t be a virgin.”

“You won’t be for much longer,” he told me, triumph in his voice as he pulled out suddenly and thrust back into me, much harder while he stared into my eyes. My body was shoved roughly into the hot sand as he slammed into me again and again as he slowly gained momentum and pounded my walls with a hot, rough friction that was an intense mixture of pleasure and pain.

I sighed, realizing what was happening ... I was losing my virginity right now ... to my best friend’s brother. And as much as I wanted to tell her, I couldn’t. Ever. It would have to remain our secret. Just his and mine. Always.


It hurt a little and I screamed out; I no longer cared who heard me. I was caught up in the moment, and so was Chris. This must have been the first time he had been with a virgin because when he felt the flow of blood spill from me, he stopped fucking and asked me if I was OK.

“Don't stop, Chris, please,” I begged, my voice tight from the pain and from my wanting and needing to come. “It feels so good having you inside me, Chris, and I want you to take my virginity now!”

“You got it,” he said, sounding pleased.

As he pounded me hard, I felt the pain begin to ease away, almost like a cloud drifting across a blue sky and slowly dissipating, replaced by a slowly increasing pleasure rising from my heated pussy and spreading throughout my body. Now with the rising pleasure, I felt a powerful need to come. Wrapping my legs around his waist, I pulled him to me as he slammed into my tight little ravaged pussy. I felt the beginning of my orgasm ... my first real orgasm
 ... starting to build towards an undeniable explosion.

“That's so good Chris, fuck me harder, deeper!” I told him as he continued to pump his dick into me.

“Are you sure?” his voice seemed tight, his teeth almost clenched.

“Ah, ah, ah, yessss!” I moaned loudly as he slammed into me.

“You like that?” he asked, smiling.

I nodded as I looked up at my best friend’s big brother, having him there fucking me made me feel so good, this was the happiest day of my life. I didn't want it to end then I felt it – my first orgasm exploded inside me and my body started to shake, I felt warm all over. The only thing I wanted at that moment was for my best friend’s wonderful, caring brother to keep fucking me ...

“Oh, it feels so good, Chris,” I said, shuddering as my voice quivered. “Don’t stop. Fu–fuck me, Chris, Fuck me!”

I felt his dick start to swell, I knew he was ready to cum. ”I’m going to pull out now,” he said, and I knew he didn't want to take any chances since we weren’t using protection. But I held tight to him.

“No, don’t,” I said, looking into his eyes.

“Why?”

“I think you know.”

He smiled and gave me a quick kiss as he started to move furiously inside me. “Tell me.”

“I-I care about you,” I told him, careful not to say how I really felt. I didn’t dare say how I really felt. I couldn’t tell him that I loved him… that my crush had gone way beyond just that and I felt like I was truly in love with him. Looking back, I’m sure he wouldn’t have really believed I loved him, even if I’d said it. He would’ve just thought his sister’s little friend had the hots for him.


And there would be some truth in that too...

“I care about you too,” he said as I rocked my hips against his crotch, wanting him to just let go and fill me with the proof of how much he desired me.

“I know.” I was sure that was what he had been trying to say earlier. I knew he cared for… maybe just as his sister’s best friend or maybe because he now thought of me as a friend of his… but I was pretty sure it wasn’t because he loved me.


He looked into my eyes as if willing me to understand. “I really do like you, Riley. You mean a lot to me, and not just because you’re my sister’s best friend.”

“I know,” I told him. “That’s why I want you to come inside me… because you mean a lot to me too.”

And with that, he lost all control as what was inside him burst forth and filled me. When his first stream of cum hit my core, I felt another series of electric waves shoot through me and I clung to him as if my life depended on it. I could feel each spurt of his warm, thick cum as he pistoned into me again and again and spewed his load into me, bathing my insides with his creamy warmness. He was moaning and grunting, his face tense as he released. He kept riding me until we both stopped shuddering and his cock softened and slipped out of my overfilled, sloppy twat.

We both lay there for some time, kissing, touching, playing with each other till we eventually decided to go for a swim. We dressed and made our way down to the surf, wading into the warm, foamy blue water, washing away all the tale-tell signs of our lovemaking while we clung to each other, hugging and giggling, both of us knowing we belong together ... We kissed deeply as the waves washed over us ...

I nodded as I looked up at my lover, my best friend’s brother, having him there fucking me made me feel so good, this was the happiest day of my life. I had wanted this… wanted him
… for so long. I didn't want it to end then I felt it – my first real orgasm, my body started to shake, I felt warm all over. “Oh, it feels so good,” I said, shuddering as my voice quivered. “Fu–fuck me, Chris, Fuck me!”

So, that was how my best friend’s, Chris, became my first lover, over the next couple of years we had sex regularly, often meeting at our ‘spot’ on the beach or sneaking into the boarded area beneath the pier. All the while no one was the wiser, not even Chris’ sister, my best friend Katie. Chris had his girlfriends and I had my boyfriends, but whenever we wanted to, we would fuck!

I became more confident with myself. I started to dress more sexily, and I gradually became a different person… and that changed everything. Chris and I had confessed our feelings for each other and kept up our ‘intimate secret relationship’, but as we grew older, we drifted apart...

  
Chapter Three

When I was twenty, I met Paul, he was kind, caring, gentle guy and after six months we got married, for the first year of our marriage things were great, but one night he came home late, he had been drinking and I could smell perfume all over him – he had been with another woman. Of course, at first, he denied it, but eventually, he confessed and told me everything in detail. He said he loved me and that the woman he had sex with didn't mean anything to him – it was only sex he said.

That night when he was downstairs sleeping on the couch, I decided that two could play at that game if it was OK for him then it should be OK for me! I decided that on Friday night I would get myself looking sexy and go out and have some fun. I phoned my best friend’s brother Chris and asked if he wanted a night out on the town. He told me he had arranged to go out with a friend who was feeling a bit down and needed cheering up. He said I would be welcome to join them if I wanted.

I had a long bath, shaved my pussy smooth and got ready. I chose a black short skirt and jacket, buttoned up it looked fairly formal but unbuttoned a little it was a different story. Underneath I wore a black quarter cup bra that pushed my tits up, exposing my very hard, erect nipples. I put on a black stocking top, it fit me like a second skin, my tits could be easily seen through the sheer material. I finished the outfit off with black stockings with lacy tops, suspenders and a pair of high heeled shoes. I didn't bother with panties, just knowing I wasn't wearing any made me feel very sexy and more than a little horny!

I told Paul I was going out with a girlfriend, he wasn't very happy when he saw how I was dressed – too bad!
 I thought as I got a cab and went to meet Chris and his friend. They were already at the club when I arrived. Chris introduced me to Tony. They’d been friends for several years now, but I’d never met him.

“I didn't know Chris had such a gorgeous friend!” he told me, smiling.

I beamed. He knew just what to say, I thought, and he wasn’t bad looking, either. In fact, Tony was very good-looking, like Chris, but almost the opposite of Chris, dark-haired with lively green eyes, dark skin and a well-toned, muscular build.

For the next hour, we drank, laughed, and had a great time. I had by now unbuttoned my jacket a little so that whenever I bent forward it gaped open allowing the boys to have a good view of my tits through my see-through top. I made a point of sitting so that my skirt rode up exposing my sexy stocking tops.

Tony was trying to 'chat me up' probably thinking he had a good chance seeing the only other guy with us was just a friend. I danced with both of them, as I danced I could feel their hard dicks pressing into me.

Tony steered me into a dark corner and as we kissed he groped my tits and slid his hand under my skirt. “Not here, Tony,” I told him, whispering. “Wait till later,” I added, pushing his hand away.

  
Chapter Four

Chris suggested we all go back to his place and have a few more drinks there. “We could pick up something to drink on the way home,” he said.

Tony seemed very happy with the idea so off we went.

In the cab on the way to Chris’ place, Tony put his arm around me, seeing there were no objections from me he went that bit further, he put his other hand on my knee, stroking my stocking-clad leg. I turned to him and we kissed deeply.

When we arrived at Chris' flat I took off my jacket, knowing full well my tits and nipples could easily be seen through my top.

“You look very sexy tonight, Riley,” Chris said, giving me the once over.

Tony seemed to find that bit of small talk interesting. “You two are just good friends, aren't you?” he asked.

Both Chris and I laughed, knowing our relationship was way past that. We’d never be just friends
 again if we both lived to be a hundred!

Chris came over to me and cupping my tit he kissed me. “Yes, Tony, we are but we are lovers too. Riley is my sister’s best friend, and we’ve known each other since we were kids. Riley and I have been having sex for years now – does that shock you?”

Tony shrugged, seeming amazed. “Hell no, it's cool with me – do you want me to leave?”

I went over to him and kissed him. “No, Tony, I don't want you to leave. Tonight I want you and Chris to fuck me, would you like that? I want both of you. Do you want to fuck me?” I asked as if it were casual conversation.

He pulled me close and kissed me. Hard.
 His hand cupped my tit, squeezing it. Chris came up behind me, his hand went under my skirt. I opened my legs and he fingered my pussy. They steered me to the sofa. Tony kissed and played with my tits while Chris knelt in front of me, he unzipped my skirt and pulled it off, then opening my legs wide he started to lick and kiss my smooth snatch, darting his tongue into my wet slit. Tony pulled my top up over my head and unclipped my bra. He sucked hard on my nipples making me moan and groan with pleasure. I needed dick, all I had left on were my hose.

“Right, it’s about time you two stripped!” I told them.

Tony's dick was about the same size in length as Chris' but much fatter. They both stood out hard. I knelt on the floor with them standing on each side of me and in turn sucked on their dicks going from one to the other, they had a tit each to play with, both of them tweaked on my nipples as I sucked their dicks. I tried to take them both into my mouth at the same time but could only manage to take the heads of their cocks. It felt so good having two different dicks to suck on ... it was the first time I had ever been with two guys, my first threesome!


Chris grabbed me around my waist and placed me on the floor, then he got down between my legs and took his turn at licking out my pussy, he fingered me deeply, his fingers sliding easily into my wet hole. Tony was still getting his blow job, kneeling over me now, his dick buried in my mouth, sliding down my throat. He was a bit rougher than Chris had been when I gave him a blow job, holding me by the hair and holding me on his cock. A couple of times he made me gag, then backed off, only to do it again. I sucked until I thought he was close to cumming, then I let his cock slip from between my lips and looked up at him.

“I want you to fuck me, Tony!” I told him, surprised at hearing these words coming out of my mouth. I looked right into his eyes. And said, “Fuck. Me. Hard!”

He positioned himself and rubbed his dick over my pussy lips, smearing my wetness a bit, then he slowly entered me until he was deep inside me, he started off fucking me gently – TOO Gently. “I want you to fuck me hard, hard and deep!” I told him urgently. I’d seen that he wasn’t treating me like his best friend’s little inexperienced sister anymore; he could be rough. He’d just proven that with the way he’d been rough with me during the blow job. I needed it rough and I needed it bad – and I wanted it so friggin’ bad ... but not just bad. Hard!


He did as I asked and lunged into me as hard and as deep as he could, it felt so good, I was moaning and screaming with pleasure as he fucked me, before either of us came, we changed positions with me getting on all fours.

Chris took his turn at fucking me, and Tony had to make do with a deep throat blow job – I didn't hear him complaining! Chris reached under me as he fucked me and played with my swinging tits, he fucked me so deep and hard – after a bit of prodding, he knew what I liked!

I had never been fucked in the ass, it was something I was a little wary of, I guess. I thought it would hurt too much. I had seen girls taking dicks up their assholes in videos and had often thought about doing it, so I decided that tonight I would try it. I was open to new things ... and pushing the limits to see what I liked ... and what I could take.

“Finger my asshole, Chris,” I told him, “finger it while you fuck me!”

Chris used his saliva as lubrication, that and the juices that were dripping out of my wet pussy and gently, very gently he slid a finger into my virgin ass hole. It did hurt a little at first but I soon got used to it as my asshole began to loosen up and stretch a little. It didn't take long before he had two fingers in me and as he pumped his dick into my twat he finger-fucked my asshole.

“Chris, I want Tony inside my pussy and I want you to fuck my ass!” I told them, breathless with excitement. Wow! It was mind-blowing this was really happening. And I wanted it so damned bad.

Tony lay on the floor; I straddled him and lowered myself down onto his stiff dick. I leaned forward so he could suck on my tits as I bounced up and down on him. Chris positioned himself behind me, and then I felt his dick probing my asshole. He pushed a little and I felt it slide in, it felt so tight but so good!

He took it slowly at first, then gradually started to speed up, getting deeper, fucking me harder and harder until they were both pumping into me as hard and as deep as they could. At first, they were alternating their thrusts into me as I shoved my hips forward and then back, but at some point, they started slamming into me at the same time. I could feel their cocks nearly bumping into each other as they plowed into me, their cocks only separated only by the thin veil of flesh that lay between my two entrances. They were pounding me so hard ... so rough ... and I’d never felt so full. It felt so damned good… and I wished Paul were here so he could see it all
!

“Yessss!” I squealed. “That feels amazing!”

Tony said he was ready to come so they both pulled out. “Come here,” I told him. “I want to suck you!”

I knelt on the floor, I could feel Tony's dick start to twitch and throb, as I sucked him I squeezed and deep-throated his dick, then – “I'm cumming!” he said and his dick spurted spunk deep into my mouth and even deeper down my throat. I continued to suck and swallow until he was dry, his dick still throbbing, softening just a little.

“My turn!” said Chris who had been watching his friend spunk into my mouth. He stood beside me stroking his hard cock. “Open your mouth,” he said.

I did as he asked.

“Wider,” he told me. “OPen as wide as you can.”

I must have looked a sight, lying back against the sofa, legs spread wide open. I played with my tits while I waited with my mouth wide open for him to shoot his jism into my mouth. I saw Tony standing there, playing with his dick, watching, the first spurt hit me on my face, splattering all over my cheeks and chin, the next was on target, right into my mouth. I swallowed what I could before the next.

I ended up with my face covered with Chris's cum, it ran down, dripping off my chin onto my tits. I then took Chris's dick into my mouth and sucked out the rest that continued to ooze out. For the next two hours, Tony and Chris fucked me many times. I took their spunk in my pussy, my ass and my mouth, eventually, we were all spent...

Tony thanked me for the evening, he asked if we could repeat it – I said I would think about it. It was early morning when I got home, Paul was asleep, and so I quietly got into bed and fell asleep.

The next day Paul and I had a long talk, we both agreed that we would see other people if we wanted to, Paul suggested we find another couple or some single guys so that we could both enjoy ourselves together. I told him I thought it was a great idea – I know two guys who would love to join us for some fun, I'll get things arranged right away!

the end

My First Time Fisting

Stretching & Fisting Taboo

by

Tiffani Lusk & Abbie Grace

Megan

I have a special birthday coming up. I'm turning twenty-one in just a few days. Becoming legal is always exciting for a young person. It's like a rite of passage. But my birthday is special for me for another reason. I have one thing I want more than anything, and if I get it, my birthday will be extra special. It'll be my best birthday ever. But to get what I want I have to convince my hot stepbrother Kyle to give it to me. No one else will do. I have my heart set on my first time being with him and only him…

I've dated a few guys through the years, but none of them ever did a whole lot for me, really. Sexually, I mean. But my stepbrother Kyle is different from any of those guys. The first time my Mom and stepfather brought him to live with us, I couldn't get over how dead sexy he was... tall, nicely muscled with a chiseled body that wasn't overdone, strong, broad shoulders, a wide chest that, with his flat stomach, came down to a vee above what I couldn't help noticing was a bulging package.

Best of all, though, well, not really best of all, but certainly important was his confidence, his laid back attitude and how damned easy he was to talk to. That was what lead to me opening up to him about sex, getting his opinions and asking questions. In a way he was not just my stepbrother, but my best friend. He was a couple of years older than me, but he was infinitely more knowledgeable. These conversations about sex eventually lead to us experimenting, just little things at first like flirting and kissing, and then to having sex.

Even when he'd moved out, we still kept seeing each other whenever we could, and when I got my own place, just recently, he came over to help me move. We ended up spending the whole weekend together in my little apartment christening my first place by having sex in every position imaginable all over the place from the living room floor, to the kitchen counter, to the bathtub. Funny how we ended up, at last, in my bedroom on my bed that was barely big enough for one!

My gorgeous stepbrother certainly knows his way around my body, and by the time he left sometime before daybreak, I was completely satisfied – and more than a little bit sore!

My birthday is this Sunday, and the only present I want is my stepbrother's fist inside my pussy. I have loads of sex toys and I've tried them all, from the fattest vibrator to the thickest dildo, but none of them satisfied my craving to have my stepbrother's fist inside me. I tried dropping hints, but either he's oblivious, which I find hard to believe, or he'd intentionally pretend not to understand because he thinks it might hurt me or... whatever. Anyways, since he didn't seem to be truly listening to what I was saying, I finally just spit it out. I flat out told him what I wanted, and I told him that I wanted my first time to be with him.

But he didn't say for sure he'd do it... thing is, he didn't say no either. So I'm not sure what to expect for my birthday... or if I should expect anything. If I expected him to grant me my birthday wish with a good, hard first-time fist-fucking, I might be really disappointed to say the least. Still, a girl can't help hoping!

***

I awoke a year older: Twenty-one! I didn't feel any different at first, but I knew that, if I got my birthday wish, I'd never be the same. I had barely slept the night before because I was so excited about what was to come, at least what I hoped was to come, and the fantasies kept playing over and over in my head about how I hoped my special birthday present would play out. My Mom called before I got out of bed to wish me a happy birthday and to remind me that my birthday party was at noon sharp.

After a quick breakfast, determined to keep my mind off of what I hoped was to come, I went for a jog around my neighborhood. It was still early and no one was out yet, I only jogged past a couple of people and a few kids fooling around on their bikes, pretending to race me. The morning air was cool and felt refreshing against my skin, but it did nothing to cool the overwhelming heat I felt in my pussy.

Once I got back to my apartment, I showered and fingered myself, getting myself off in the shower for some much needed relief. Afterwards I threw on my favorite comfy bathrobe and lay on my bed, nursing a glass of white wine to get me relaxed and ready to face what lay ahead. While I sipped my wine, I started thinking of my birthday gift again... of my stepbrother being with me on my special night… my twenty-first birthday and how much I was going to enjoy him and my special birthday gift.

But with the fantasy of being fist-fucked by my stepbrother running around my head, it soon had me really worked up. I stretched out on my bed with my favorite dildo. It's about eight inches, a tan-colored fatty that fills me just right, and it has a 'real' feel, almost like a man's cock, just about perfect. Truth is I've nicknamed it “Mr. Perfect'! It certainly has been able to get the job done again and again. I like to think of it as my stepbrother's cock, but his is much bigger!

I was so damned hot my pussy was dripping wet, which made for great lubrication as I eased the dildo into me with slow, deliberate movements, feeling it stretch my pussylips tight as I worked it deeper into me until I finally have it inside my pussy.

I wondered if my stepbrother's huge fist would slide in as easily, then I sighed at my accomplishment and lay back, spreading my legs wide. As I played with my clit, I fantasized about my stepbrother with his fist fucking my pussy, and I came hard, my juices flooding and squeezing out around the shaft of the dildo, an orgasm so intense it left me gasping for breath. It was fricking intense, but I had a feeling that the orgasm I would have when my stepbrother shoved his fist into me would be the biggest orgasm of my life! And I couldn't wait….

I had almost drifted off to sleep when I suddenly jerked awake and jumped off the bed, hurrying to get ready. I did my hair and makeup and dressed for my party in a super low-cut neon pink tank-top that showed off my breasts to best effect with a ruffled pink see-through blouse over it. It was hideous, but it'd make my mom happy. She'd think I was developing a deeper fashion sense like hers. I choose a cute mini skirt with pink flowers, and heels so high that they made my well-shaped legs seem even longer. I purposely left off panties because I didn't want any more than necessary between me and my birthday surprise. I wanted my pussy fully accessible when it came time for my birthday fisting.

As I looked in my full-length mirror on my closet door, I knew I'd knock Kyle's eyes out, he wouldn't be able to resist me, and that was the whole idea! I didn't want him to be able to say no when it came time for him to give me my birthday gift.

Kyle had promised me he'd show up for my party. If he didn't, he'd live to regret it... because I'd never make him stop paying. But he knew that, I was almost sure, but if he didn't: He'd find out the hard way... and that could be a helluva lot of fun too!

I grabbed my small pink patent leather handbag that my Mom had given me for my last birthday and headed out for either the worst day of my life... or a birthday party that would give me what I wanted more than anything.

***

"Happy birthday to you!" the party guests sang at my twenty-first birthday party.

I stood flanked by my Mom and my stepfather, Brian. My gorgeous, Mr. Tall & Hunky Kyle, stepbrother stood opposite me. Mmm, he was so hot in that thin white linen shirt that almost allowed a clear view of his hard muscled chest and those tight, form-fitting jeans that left little doubt what was between his legs and that it was huge. Of course, he was holding a jacket that he shifted in front of him; I wondered why. It certainly wasn't a cold day, and he was hot as hell. He was so hot it would be tough working almost side-by-side with him nearly every day at our family-owned restaurant if it weren't for the fact that I was getting some of that action every chance I got. Of course, I wasn't thrilled about the part-time job when my Mom and stepdad offered it to me, but it was just temporary while I finished college just as Kyle's job was... He usually worked the bar while I waited tables, but I've lost count of the number of times in a day that I glance over at him and think to myself I wouldn't even bother showing up for work if he weren't here.

My stepbrother grinned at me as the birthday song came to a close. I knew what he was thinking. He knew damned well that I hated sweets because they went straight to my hips. I looked down at the white frosted birthday cake with pink piping and twenty-one flaming candles. I let out of a huge puff of air and blew the candles out.

"Did you remember to make a wish?" my stepbrother asked, his lively green eyes locked on mine.

"Of course," I told him, meeting his gaze confidently. "That's the best part!"

"Only if it's granted," he was quick to remind me.

"Touché!" I had to give him points for knowing when to get a jab in.

"I bet I know what you wished for," he said and winked. Just like it was our 'little secret' – and it was...

After I licked the icing on my cake and put it aside, I stood behind the table piled with gifts wrapped in bright pink and purple glittery papers with huge bows. But there was only one thing I wanted, and I wondered if it'd come with a big bow on it! Thinking about it, I looked up at Kyle; it was like he knew what I was thinking. It was like he always knew what I was thinking, even when I didn't want him to.

My stepfather held up a set of keys with a glittery pink and heart keychain. I feigned surprise. Truth is I knew about the car for some time; I'm always accidentally on purpose overhearing all sorts of shit. But yay! A shiny new red convertible for me!

My Mom took the keys and held them up to me like she was doling out puppy treats to her real favorite kids, teacup poodles Bree and Mixie. "Here you go, darling," she cooed. "Enjoy!"

I grabbed the keys and held them to my chest, feeling the cool metal against my ample cleavage. "I will!" I said with all the excitement I could muster. "Thank you, Mom." I kissed on the cheek, then my stepdad. "Thank you, Brian."

I grabbed Kyle by the arm and started pulling him towards the car. I wanted the top down and the sexiest guy I knew beside me.

"Hey, don't I get a say?"

"No!" I yelled, excited by what I had planned.

He didn't put up much of a fight, though, and I knew exactly where I wanted to go for my first drive in my new car....

Kyle

I thought we were just going for a quick spin around the block, but as soon as my stepsister gunned it and shot down the street and out of the subdivision, I knew otherwise. Before I knew it, she'd gone from zero to ninety and we were pulling into the parking garage of her apartment complex. I kept expecting us to get pulled over by the cops, but with my stepsister's usual dumb luck... we made it!

Megan parked and we sat there with her grinning at me like she'd just pulled off the heist of the century. I waited for her to speak, although I pretty much knew already what she was going to say. I almost always did.

When my Dad remarried a couple of years ago after my Mom died of cancer, I got the last thing I ever wanted. A bratty little stepsister. But she grew on me over time, and became less of a brat, although she still annoyed me at times. This is Megan's twenty-first birthday, and she is hotter than ever. Tall, curvy, with sun-streaked light brown hair and gorgeous emerald green eyes, tits that are the perfect size, not too big and not too small, and just right for sucking. She has a great ass, too, and a hot, tight pussy that fits me like a snug glove.

I know all this because my stepsister and I have been getting it on for a while. There's not too much we haven't done yet. Just one thing that she really wants... and one thing that I really want. But that's going to be a surprise.

All my sexy stepsister really wants for her twenty-first birthday, I mean really wants, Is to be fisted for the first time. It's all she's talked about for weeks. Even though I've tried to put her off the idea, she just keeps bringing it up. It's like some kind of obsession with her.

Of course, it's not her only obsession. The girl loves sex more than anyone I've ever known. Damn, if she had her way, we'd never leave the bed or she'd have me tied down to it for her own personal fuck toy! She wants it hard and rough-and often. I've fucked Megan in every position you can imagine, many times in one night and she's taken it all and came back for more. Her sexual desire is unmatched by any girlfriend I've ever been with and only surpassed by her drive to please and be pleased. Her determination makes me want to please her. That and the fact that I've fallen for the girl so hard I'd do almost anything she asks. So, her twenty-first birthday is going to be one she'll never forget. I'm going to give her exactly what she wants... even if she regrets the hell out of it afterwards... Knowing her, though, she'll just want more and more...

She sighed. "How'd you like the ride? Not bad, huh?"

I looked over at her, waiting for the inevitable. "Smooth."

"Like your fist sliding in my pussy?" she joked, but I knew she was serious. She was bringing up the subject by acting as if she were making light of it.

"Maybe." A thought occurred to me. “Uh, won't your mom wonder where you've disappeared to?"

She shrugged. “Nope. I'll call her later."

“And your gifts," I reminded her. “You didn't even unwrap them."

"It's OK," she assured me, like a girl with one thing on her mind and determined to get it. “Mom'll save them for me, and we'll unwrap them together when I come over later in the week for dinner. Besides, she bought most of them!"

I sighed. “Well, sounds like you've got it all planned out," I admitted, getting the idea that it was pointless to discuss the details with her. I was pretty sure she had planned her birthday down to the last detail with everything leading up to just one thing: Her getting fisted.

She sighed too, a really exaggerated and heavy sigh, and I knew damned well she was mocking me. I didn't care, though, I planned to make her wait as long as I could before she finally got her birthday surprise... and if she really wanted to be surprised, she might just get more than one.

"Well, what are we waiting for?" she asked, climbing out of her brand new car and I followed her because I wanted to... Besides I would follow that mini skirt anywhere!

***

As soon as we were inside her small apartment, I whistled and said, “You look fantastic. I can't get enough of that skirt. It's a hot little number."

“I wore it just for you," she said, smiling.

“And don't think I don't appreciate it. I've been appreciating it all afternoon!"

“Have you?"

"Oh yeah," I groaned. “That skirt has had me hard all afternoon!" I held up the jacket I'd been carrying. “Why do you think I have this? Not because it's cold outside but because I'm trying to hide the tent in the front of my jeans caused by that damned little skirt!"

"Then it did exactly what I'd planned,” she admitted, pleased.

"Wanna drink?"

“I'd rather have a kiss first," I told her and took her into my arms. We kissed long and hard. I knew full well what effect this kiss was having on her because it was having the same effect on me. With heat like this between us, I wasn't sure how long she could last... or how long I could last for that matter.

After our kiss broke, she wasted no time asking, “Now how about my birthday present?"

I remembered something I'd picked up at the bakery as a gag. I love to tease my stepsister. One thing is for sure, she has always loved teasing me since she came into my life. I reach into the pocket of my jacket and pull a clear plastic box that contains a double chocolate cupcake with triple chocolate icing in place of a birthday cake. I knew how she felt about eating too many sweets.

"This isn't my birthday gift, is it?" she teased, holding up the cupcake.

I shrugged. "Uh, maybe," I can be a tease too! "Guess you'll have to wait and see."

"Hmm, a little bit of mystery." She grinned. "You know how I love a good mystery, as long as there's a surprise ending!"

"And it's the surprise you really want," I added.

"Exactly!" she said.

I could see that my stepsister was horny as hell and needed to be fucked in the worst way. I wondered if she had been fantasizing about her 'birthday present' all day. She was so hot, I wasn't sure how much longer she could hold out. I'd planned to keep her waiting as long as I could, it'd make the experience much more intense and exciting for her. Besides, I kind of wanted to be a jerk and tease her a little.

“So, am I getting my birthday wish or not?" she asked, not beating around the bush. "Don't keep in suspense any longer. I've been thinking about this all day and all of last night. I'm exhausted but horny as hell."

"Pick one."

"One what?" she asked, confused.

I held up my hands. "Which one do you want?" I joked.

"Hmm," she pretended to think it over. "I'll take... um... both of them!"

"I don't think you can take both of them, not at once anyways." "Don't bet on it!" she laughed.

I laughed too because she was right. While we laughed, I decided to keep her guessing. “Now how about that drink?" I asked

“After that ride, I could really use one!"

She didn't seem put off. “Great, I have a bottle of white wine chilling for us in the fridge. You get it, and I'll get a couple of glasses."

I figured the wine would take the edge off, let her calm down and unwind a little, keeping the evening nice and mellow. She needed to be relaxed and completely at ease later when I gave her her real birthday present....

Megan

When my stepbrother threw his jacket on a chair and held up his hands, I nearly came right then and there. I was going to get my birthday wish, after all, and it was the present I wanted more than anything. I looked at his strong hands, thinking about how I planned to make good use of them later. The only question in my mind now was: How long would my stepbrother make me wait?

When Kyle asked for a kiss and took me in his arms, I felt another wave of heat sweep through me so hard that I felt my pussy spasm wildly, and cunt juice bubbled out between my bare pussy lips and started to drip down my thigh. I wasn't sure how long I could wait... and I had a feeling Kyle would take full advantage, denying me as long as he could. I decided I'd play along... and savor every second of my birthday night fisting- even the anticipation. I remember my stepbrother telling me once that the anticipation could sometimes be the best part, and I never doubted it until now. I was pretty damned sure the best part was going to be having his fist buried wrist deep in my hot, juicy twat!

I refilled our glasses. The wine I'd had already had left me feeling a bit lightheaded and more than a little wanton, not that I needed a few glasses of wine for that! Even my dear stepbrother knew better than that. I was naughty by nature, the wine just brought it out more... brought it to the surface. I sat listening to Kyle talk, not really hearing what he was saying, my eyes were devouring him as I relived the last time we were together and how he had fucked me raw all over my little apartment. Mmm, I could really go for him throwing me down and fucking me senseless, but he knew what I really wanted. And so did I. While he talked, I slid closer to him on the couch and took his hand in mine, imagining it inside me... thrusting... and fucking me hard!

Finally, I couldn't take it any longer. "Listen, Kyle, this small talk is nice and all, but it's really not doing anything but putting off my birthday present. I've fucked myself twice already today, and you can help me make it three times. I want to be fist-fucked, and I want it now!" I pushed up my skirt, showing him my bare pussy. I knew he would see the juice dripping from my snatch leaving dried trails down my thighs as I opened my legs wide to give him a better view.

My stepbrother looked at me, shocked by how demanding I was being and that was saying something given that I'd never been shy around him, especially when it came to sex. He was the one who had explained to me all about the 'in and outs' about sex, after all, and I sometimes wondered if he regretted the sex-crazy nympho he had helped set into motion. But now I knew... from the look on his face... I knew he had no regrets at all... Sometimes I thought he knew me better than I knew myself, he'd known all along I couldn't outlast him... I hadn't even made it through a half bottle wine!

Kyle

My beautiful stepsister was on fire. She sat beside me on the sofa, lifting her skirt so that I could clearly see just how hot she was... showing me the juices oozing and dripping from her smoothly shaved cunt.

I sucked in my breath, not because she wasn't wearing panties; my stepsister had done this panty-less thing on more than one occasion, once when we were having dinner at a restaurant with our parents. But I was surprised at all the thought she had put into this.

"You shaved," I said unnecessarily. "You look amazing."

She sighed. Impatient. "C'mon, Kyle, you know what I want," she pleaded. "Don't make me wait."

I knew exactly what she wanted, but I wanted her to work for it... to earn it. "Oh, Megan, it's still early," I put her off. "There's plenty of time for that later," I added, knowing this would push her buttons a little more.

"But Kyle," she argued in her most innocent voice, "it's my birthday. It's not right to keep me waiting like this. I'm the birthday girl, and I'm supposed to get my wish. You promised you'd fist me, and I won't settle for less!" She stood up suddenly and acting like a spoilt brat she lifted her skirt and spread her legs wide, running her fingers over her wet, bare cunt and smearing her sweet juices suggestively.

I remained silent, knowing it was futile to argue with her but wanting to prolong the moment as long as possible. Of course, as usual, my dear stepsister had other ideas... and she was going to keep pushing me and pushing me until I could no longer stop myself from giving in and giving her exactly what she wanted... and more. She looked into my eyes, giving me her most seductive pout. "C'mon, Kyle," she urged. "Taste me. You know you want to!"

Megan

With a naughty grin, I held out my juice-covered fingers that I had just rubbed all over my cunt.

"Go ahead, Kyle," I urged him. "Don't keep me waiting." We both knew he wanted to. I could see it in his eyes, and he was going to lick my fingers. I was practically willing him to do it.

Kyle leaned forward and I put my fingers to his lips. His tongue licked my fingers as I shoved them between his lips and into his warm, wet mouth. Once he got a taste, he was like a puppy after cream, licking my fingers hungrily until they were completely cleaned. While he sucked on my fingers, he pushed two of his own into me. I felt them part of cunt lips then slide into me slowly, pushing in as my cunt opened up to allow him in....

My sweet stepbrother knows his way around my body by now, and he finds my special spot without any effort and begins stroking me like a pro. It feels so good that within a few movements of his fingers, I was cumming and writhing on his fingers, trying to get them in even deeper. He finger-fucked me hard while he sucked my fingers.

Kyle

My hot stepsister was horny as hell and getting frustrated. She was impatient and she wasn't used to being kept waiting. What she wants she usually gets. She's not exactly the stuck up princess type, but she's one hell of a brat when she wants something... something she's hellbent on having!

She puts her fingers to my mouth. I can already smell her musky sweetness before her juices touch my lips. Mmm, she's so damned sweet. She tastes so good. I have to make sure I get every last drop... While sucking and licking her fingers, I reached down and slid two fingers inside her and found her 'G' spot almost immediately. I stroked her until she came, her juices flooding my fingers and dripping down her legs to puddle on the floor. All her wetness would come in handy for what was about to happen, I thought and smiled up at her, but her face was raised and distorted in pure ecstasy.

"Wow, Megs, that was amazing," I told her, using my pet name for her. "You're ready, aren't you? You want my fist inside you."

Megan reached out and pulled me close to her. She held my head against her breasts, my face buried between two perfect tits, only separated by the thin fabric of her tank top. My tongue tried to find her nipples through the fabric as she spoke. "Yes, I'm ready. I want you inside me." Now her voice was quiet, calm and all her demands were replaced with her need to be filled.

"Good," was all I could think to say.

She pulled away and took my hand in hers, pulling me off the sofa. "C'mon," she said impatiently, leading me towards her bedroom.

"Don't keep me waiting any longer!"

I followed her, pleased that she wanted her first time to be in her room and in her bed. It was how I'd hoped it would be. But most of all, it was how she wanted it.

Her small apartment had only a few, small windows and had a darkish, cave-like feel to it, and her room was even darker. The one window in the room was covered with a heavy Roman shade in her favorite color, a deep hot pink, that filtered out the light completely. Good for sleeping, I suppose.

She had placed lavender-scented candles around the room and she let go of me and went about lighting them. Her movements were light and graceful, the opposite of what they had been when we got here. She'd been all hyped up from being horny and from wondering if she was going to get what she wanted from me. Now she was totally at ease; she was getting exactly what she wanted. I wondered if she had any idea what she was getting herself into....

"You've thought about this a lot."

"Constantly," she said, putting the last match in the oversized ashtray on the bedside table.

I shook my head. "No, I mean you've thought this through," I clarified. "You're sure this is what you want. You're sure that you really want this."

She smiled, seeming pleased with my concern. "Just like a big brother," she said, "worried about me."

That stung a little. I had long stopped thinking of her as my sister, if I ever had, that is. "No, not like that," I told her. "I'm concerned but only that you're sure what you're getting into..."

"I'm sure," she interrupted me. "I want this. I've wanted it for a long time. You know that. I've told you again and again. You should be sick of hearing it by now!"

"Just a bit," I admitted. "So you're sure about this?"

She nodded slowly. "Yes. I've never been more sure about anything." She came into my arms and looked up at me. She gave me a quick peck on the lips. "I need this, and I want you to be my first."

Megan

When we entered my bedroom, I quickly lit all the candles while Kyle watched, silent at first, then showing what I thought might be brotherly concern. I was relieved when he said it wasn't... I'd never really thought of him as a brother, not even truly as a stepbrother, and in recent months I'd thought of him more and more as my boyfriend, possibly even as the man I loved and definitely the man I wanted to share firsts with, like this.

"This is what I want," I told him, looking directly into his eyes.

"This is what I need, and I want my first time to be with you." He took a deep breath, seeming relieved and convinced now. He smiled and said, "Then let's get on with it. Just do as I tell you, OK?"

I nodded, feeling my cunt muscles spasm at the words he'd just said... especially the part where he said I was to do as he told me... Kyle gave me a mischievous look, a playful glint in his sexy eyes as he took a step towards the bed and sat, watching me. "OK, then, take your clothes off."

While he watched, not taking his eyes off of me, I took off my outer blouse, which I had worn unbuttoned, and threw it at him. He dodged and it fell on the edge of the bed.

Smiling at his quick reaction, I lifted my tank-top over my head, letting my tits bounce freely as I tossed it next to my blouse and slid my skirt down over my hips and letting it puddle around my feet. I kicked it out of the way and stood before him completely naked and shivering with excitement at what was about to happen.

I admit I was more than a little self-conscious, although he had seen me naked dozens, if not hundreds of times. I guess it was because I was nervous and excited about what was going to happen between us... and that we would be going to a level of intimacy we had never really shared...

"We'll need a word or something for you to yell in case it gets to be too much for you," he told me, being completely serious now as he looked up at me. "Any ideas?"

I gave him a sobering look."OK, like that's ever gonna happen! But OK, you mean like a 'safe' word?"

"Pretty much."

I shrugged. "I dunno." I thought fast. "What about... stop?"

"Well, OK, but it's not too creative."

I put my hands on my hips. He wanted creative, did he? "OK, how about 'arretez'?"

"What's that mean?"

I giggled. "It's French for stop as 'in stop you silly bastard you're fucking killing me!"

"Seriously?" He couldn't help laughing, too. "Clever girl. I forgot you speak French."

"Yep," she grinned. "Is it any good, then?"

"That's perfect," my stepbrother said and patted the bed beside him. "Now why don't you come and lie down?"

Kyle

My gorgeous stepsister is so hot she's about ready to spontaneously combust! I know she has about reached her limit when she's killing me with her biting humor. Yep, she's ready alright, and I ask her to take her clothes off so that she knows that what she's wanted for so long is about to happen. That and I really enjoyed watching her strip! By the time she finished undressing, I was sporting a solid piece of wood, but she was too caught up in the moment to notice.

After we discussed her safe word, she took her place on the bed as I had commanded her to do.

"Kyle, will you do something for me... I mean besides fisting me?" she asked.

I sat on the edge of the bed beside her. "Sure, if I can."

"OK, ah, will you take off your clothes too?" she asked in that kid- like voice of hers. "I don't want to feel too self-conscious... just feels weird being the only one naked."

"I know what you mean," I assured her and stood to undress while she watched. After kicking off my shoes, I took off my thin, white linen shirt and draped it over the arm of a chair. I noticed how she sucked in her breath when she saw my bare chest. She had seen my chest hundreds of times, so I knew it was because she was so damned hot.

"I'm going to leave my shorts on," I told her as I undid my belt, unfastened my jeans and dropped them in a pile on the floor. I picked them up and laid them across my shirt. I stood there in my heather gray boxer briefs and nothing else before sinking onto the bed beside her.

I looked down at her where she lay. She was a vision of beauty with her long hair spread on the pillow behind her. "Now," I started, "let's go over this again. You want me to put my whole fist inside your tight pussy. Right?"

"That's exactly what I want," she said, looking into my eyes.

I let my hand drift over her mound, my fingers massaging her smooth skin lightly while my fingertips smeared her wetness. I looked into her eyes while I did this and she leaned forward and we shared a long, deep kiss that showed just how she felt about what was about to happen. While she wrapped her head around the realization that the moment for her ‘gift' had finally arrived, I let my fingers slide down her wet slit, pressing inside just enough for her to gasp as our kiss broke...

Megan

Although I was ready, I was still a little bit apprehensive, not entirely sure what to expect. But I was determined to go through with it. I think Kyle picked up on my uneasiness, but nothing could have changed my mind about this. I wanted my stepbrother's fist buried deep in my wet cunt and right now that's all I wanted.

I was pleased when Kyle agreed to undress too. I had been afraid he would refuse. If he had, it would have added to my anxiety, but I would still have gone through with my birthday wish. I wanted it that bad. But he had agreed, and it made me feel a little more calm... more at ease about what was about to happen. I could tell from the sweet look in his eyes when I asked him to undress that he knew it would help me remain in the moment without panicking.

Once he started touching me, all my fears were washed away, like they'd never existed and all that mattered was the pleasure spreading through my body each time his hand slid across my pussy... touching me... stroking me...

I looked over at my stepbrother, my eyes pleading for him to enter me. "Mmm," I sighed. "That feels so good."

"Just getting you ready, making you relaxed so that it'll be easier for you," he explained. "It won't be long now."

"Just do it, Kyle," I pleaded. "I can take it. Give it to me. Now."

"I know you can," he assured me, his voice perfectly calm, an indication he wouldn't be rushed. He tried to sound confident that he believed I could do this, but I had a feeling he had a few nagging doubts. I still had a few of my own, since I didn't know exactly what to expect

I tried not to pout. I'd done more than enough of that today, and despite all the crap I'd slung at him to get to this point, he'd been just amazing, like always. “OK. I'm just impatient."

“I know but we need to take our time and do it so that it's the very best experience you can have," he explained, giving me a quick, reassuring kiss.

My stepbrother pulled his lips from mine and kissed his way down my neck to my aroused nipples which were aching to be sucked. While he suckled at my tits, his fingers pushed deep inside me and began moving about, stroking and exploring.

"Can you cum again, Megan?" he asked me.

"I-I think so," I said, my voice already ragged with my building orgasm.

"I want you to cum," he said, his voice steady and calm. "You can do it if you concentrate. When you cum, the juice that flows works well as a natural lube. It'll make getting my fist inside you easier and help you to take me with less discomfort. Does that make sense?"

I nodded, swallowing hard. This was getting real. But there was no turning back. I wanted this, and nothing was going to make me back out now. Nothing.

"Good. Now cum for me, sweetheart."

I had to cum. I wanted to cum. I wanted to please him. It was what was necessary to get what I wanted more than anything. So, when he said for me to cum, I did. I came with a flood of juice that drenched his fingers as my orgasm roared through me, filling me with a lingering pleasure that I wished would never end...

Kyle

Caught up in what was happening, Megan lay back, her eyes closed and her legs spread wide open with my fingers still inside her hot, spasming cunt. I watched her face for signs of pain as I moved my fingers about inside her, slowly adding a third finger. Now I stroked her inner walls, rubbing side to side and pulling downward so my fingers would spread her pussy wider and make it easier for my full hand to slide inside her.

I could feel my stepsister's cunt clutch at my fingers when I told her to cum. As if my voice had some powerful sexual control over her, she came... drenching my hand. Now I worked my three fingers back into her, straight in with just a bit of curve. I pushed them into her wet tunnel and pulled them back out again and again. As I did this, she opened wider and wider for me.

"How's that feel, Megs?" I asked, wanting to make sure she was feeling lots of pleasure and not too much pain.

"Wonderful," she said and it was almost a gasp.

I could hear the pleasure in her voice. "Do you want me to stop?"

She grabbed at my hand, trying to keep my fingers inside her, but I had no intention of pulling out. "No!" she cried out, desperate to keep me inside her. "Don't stop!"

“I'm not going to stop," I told her. "I'm ready to take you to the next level, sweetheart. Are you ready?"

As if in response to my words, Megan bucked her hips against my fingers, her eyes wide with excitement at what was to come, and she seemed to relax into the movements of my hand and then again she began to move her hips against my fingers.

My fingers continued to thrust into her, slowing only for me to push her legs apart as far as I could get them. Now I leaned in and slid my tongue across her aching clit, stroking her hard for a few seconds.

Then I pulled my tongue away and felt her clench up in protest. I quickly slid my thumb in place, rubbing across her clit and amping up her pleasure while keeping her juices flowing. Now I looked into her eyes as I added a fourth finger to her hole and shoved my fingers into her twat past my knuckles.

Megan

I could hardly believe it was really happening. After all my efforts to convince my stepbrother that this was truly what I wanted, he was finally giving it to me and he wasn't holding back. He pushed four fingers inside my cunt, and I knew we were so close. I knew there was no turning back. I knew it was going to happen, and, even though I didn't answer him, I was ready for it. I had waited so long.

As much as I wanted it, though, there was a part of me that was still scared, afraid I might not be able to take him... afraid it might be an unbearable pain... even afraid I might be stretched so hideously that I would be left torn and gaping afterwards. The thought kept playing in the back of my head that his fist might be too big to fit. But I kept reminding myself that I wanted this. I'd wanted it for so long. I wouldn't turn back now, no matter how afraid I was...

So when my stepbrother asked me again if I was ready, I didn't hesitate, I quickly answered him. I think I said something along the lines of, “I'm ready, Kyle. Do it. Fist me.” But I had so much going on in my head that I can't be sure of the exact words.

After that, I was too overwhelmed... too excited... and too damned scared to speak because my stepbrother stopped stroking my throbbing clit and began easing his thumb into my hole, slowly, finding just the right turn and twist until he was all the way inside me... his entire hand disappeared inside my excitedly spasming cunt!

"Oh, please go slow, Kyle,” I begged.

I felt so full and stretched so tight, I was sure my cunt was about to be ripped apart. I had never felt so full before. It was exciting and terrifying at the same time. I felt my pussy clutching at his hand, and it was like my cunt had a mind of its own and was pulling... no, sucking his fist deeper into me. It was like my stretched pussy wanted to keep the huge invasion inside me, and I wanted it too! I tried to calm myself a little and steady my breathing, I was so excited it was almost pointless to try. Now I was fully aware of what was to come. I knew when he moved his fist inside me I was about to get the fucking of my young life!

My stepbrother looked up at me and smiled. “We did it! You took my fist, my whole fist inside your pussy, baby!" I could hear the excitement in his voice as he spoke. “Can you believe it? It's so fricking amazing! How are you, Megan? Are you OK?"

I managed to nod, although I was deathly afraid to move. I had this weird feeling that if I moved any, even the slightest movement, his fist would also move inside me. I couldn't speak. All I kept thinking was: 'I have a huge fist stuck inside my pussy... and it's about to fist-fuck me into oblivion!

The second he moved his fist just the slightest bit, my orgasm exploded. My cunt was spasming wildly around his thick wrist... my hips rocking and bucking against his fist. I screamed out at how damned intense it was... it was nothing like I'd imagined. Being fisted felt like I had a giant cock shoved up my juicy, hot cunt... stroking... thrusting... and fucking me for all I was worth! I was caught up in what was happening... it was pure heaven for me... better than I'd ever imagined, and I knew I would want it again and again. I had never cum so incredibly hard and so many times before. It was like I couldn't stop cumming. There was nothing like that feeling. Nothing at all! I lost track of everything including time as he pounded my pussy with his fist, my hips rising and grinding against him.

He matched my movements with his own at first, and then he started to counter my movements... push back against the rising of my hips. This made the whole experience even more extreme... I fucked back at the force of his fist fucking into me. All the while my orgasm kept going and going... sweeping over me with an intensity I Had never felt before. And when he started to tweak and tease my clit with the fingers of his free hand, my orgasm just kept rolling through me. I wasn't sure it'd ever stop... and I sure as hell didn't want it to... I was finally getting fisted for the first time, and it was an incredible fist fucking... hard and deep... I was finally getting the one birthday present I wanted most... being fisted by my stepbrother... and I rode out my orgasm on his fist.

“You've got it, Megs. Just ride it out, baby. Don't fight it. Ride my fist!"

Even if he hadn't said the words, it was all I could do... and it felt fucking amazing.

Kyle

“You're no longer a fist virgin,” I said to my stepsister.

Unbelievably my fist was now stroking in and out of Megan's juicy, hot pussy. I could see from the look in her eyes that she was pleased with what we'd achieved and she was enjoying herself beyond belief. She was moaning like it was the most intense orgasm of her young life, and I had a damned good feeling it was...

"Can you take more, Megs?" I asked her, wondering how much more she could actually handle. “I can speed up my fist if you can take it. You want me to fuck you faster and harder?"

“I-I think so," she stuttered, almost like her teeth were chattering. “I don't know."

Her eyes were wide and filled with tears like she was about to cry at any moment. She seemed to be having a bit of trouble focusing on my face, but I guessed that it was because what was happening was just too overwhelming for her.

Never one to easily admit defeat, she was game for giving it a try. She had just done the impossible as far as I was concerned. I knew the girl was bold as hell, but somehow I never thought she'd be able to go through with it completely. I figured we'd get to a point and she'd chicken out or beg off saying it was too painful. I guess I didn't know her as well as I thought because she had more staying power and guts than I gave her credit for... I figured it'd be the first time she came up against something that would whoop her ass. I was dead wrong.

Picking up the momentum and moving my fist faster, stroking her inner core as I thrust into her hard and then pulled back out as far as I could and still keep my fist inside her pussy lips. With each thrust of my fist she gasped out loud and at one point she sat straight up then fell back against her pillows, still writhing and moving on my hand.

"Megs, I want you to do something you'd never imagine you could do. Are you OK with that?"

Megan

My stepbrother wanted me to get to my knees with his fist still inside me and sit on his balled up hand. I wasn't sure I could do it. But I didn't want to disappoint him after all he'd done for me to make my birthday special and give me the gift I wanted. Besides, I wanted to do it. I just wasn't sure I could. The thought of moving with his fist inside me was scary... the thought of actually sitting up with his fist inside me was paralyzing.

“I-I don't know if I can," I spoke through chattering teeth. I was that scared. “Please don't make me do that," I added, shaking uncontrollably. “Please... no..."

“Megan, if I didn't think you could do it, I wouldn't ask.”

I lifted my head off the pillows and started to raise my upper body slowly. Once I was on my elbows I pushed myself up and used my hands to get into a sitting position on my knees. All the while I was making whimpering sounds, but those stopped once I was completely sitting up.

"Wow, Megs!” Kyle screamed as if he were unable to believe what he was seeing. “You did it, sweetheart. You're sitting up on my first and it's freaking amazing."

I was unable to speak. I managed to look into his eyes and move my lips, but no words came out.

"Now I'll move my hand out slowly and then back into you a bit faster," he explained, looking into my eyes to make sure I fully understood. “Once I get going, you move with my fist and I'll gradually increase the pressure and my speed.”

“I don't think I can!” I gasped, surprised at what my stepbrother was asking me to do. Just the thought of it made me freeze with fear, but he wasn't giving up.

"C'mon, Megs, you can do," he coaxed me. "You've come this far. Don't turn back now. The hardest part is over."

Kyle

I started to slowly pull my hand down inside her pussy and then slowly pushed upward. I repeated this, gradually increasing my speed and the pressure. Each time I went a little deeper inside her. By the time I was on the third thrust Megan surprised me once again and started to move with me, riding my fist while she sat up.

"There you go, Megan,” I told her, pleased. “You're doing it. Do you think you can cum again?"

“I-I think so," she managed to say, her voice already shaky with excitement.

I continued to thrust into her faster and deeper while she rode my fist and in no time she was writhing like she was riding a bucking bronco, the pleasure gradually overcoming her and her orgasm building until she again exploded into wave after wave of pleasure. Her pussy was contracting like mad and soaking my hand, her juices squeezing out around my wrist and pudding on the sheet below us.

“Ah, that's damned amazing!” she burst out, breathless but now her fully confident self again. “Don't stop. That's fucking awesome!"

I kept my fist inside her, slowing my thrusts until I was just barely moving inside her, letting her ride out her orgasm until she seemed calmer and her own movements were gradually stopping. Once she was no longer moaning, I pulled my fist from her dripping cunt.

"Megs, there's something else I want to do to you," I said as she lay against me for support. “I want to put my dick inside you!"

“I want you to fuck me," she said, her cheek against mine; she let her lips brush mine, and then she kissed me hard to show me how much she wanted it too. I pulled my lips from hers and stared into her eyes as I pushed her back onto the bed against the soft pillows and lay beside her...

Megan

When my stepbrother slipped out of his boxer briefs and laid down on the bed beside me, I thought he would climb on top of me and pound my poor aching pussy, but that wasn't what happened. Instead, he put his arms around me, pushing me onto my side facing away from him and, using my own juices as lube, he fingered my tightly puckered asshole, wetting me well, even pushing his wet fingers, the same fingers that had been inside my twat, inside my tiny hole. He then used the remaining juice on his hand to oil his massive member. I felt him settle down beside me and place his mushroom head against my unstretched hole. I winced as he pushed against my opening.

“Kyle, you're too big,” I worried, wondering if this would be painful, especially given his size. “You-you'll stretch my asshole and it'll be painful!”

“It'll only hurt if you don't want it,” he said, against my ear.

I felt him pushing into my tight ass, working his way deeper into me. There was a little discomfort as he pushed past my tight ring, and then he was in... he was all the way inside me! Once he was buried in me balls deep, he started to ease back out and push back in, getting faster and deeper with each thrust. Soon he settled into a hot steady rhythm and I found myself pushing back against him... hard, wanting him inside me and wanting him to keep going until he came in a heated rush that would fill me full of his wonderful, soothing thick cream!

Kyle

I'm pretty sure Megan thought I was going to fuck her right in the battered hole I had just fisted, but I couldn't do that to her. I had other ideas. I figured if she wanted to try things she might want to try another first. So I lay beside her and took her in my arms getting her into position so that I was lying behind her with my cock pressed at her entrance.

With slow, deliberate movements I entered her tight rear passage and started to pound her with everything I had. As usual, my stepsister took it like a champ. I gotta admit the girl is not all talk. She's all about action, and I've never met a girl who loves action more than Megan. Knowing it would make it easier for her if I brought her closer to orgasm, I slipped my hand from her hip down between her thighs. I rubbed her swollen pussy lips with my fingers, dripping into her wetness, then I slid my wet fingers up to her throbbing clit and began to stroke her while I slowly thrust my cock into her ass. “Megs, I'm going to cum inside you," I said against her ear. I nibbled her earlobe.

"Are you ready for it?"

"Good ahead," she urged me on. “Give it to me."

“You don't want me to hold back, do you?"

"No," she answered, her voice tight with desire. “Give me everything you got."

As soon as the words were out of her mouth, I slammed into her fast and hard, going deep, as my orgasm hit me hard. I blasted my load deep into her ass, filling her back passage to overflow with my thick, warm cum. I rode her ass hard until the last spurt of cum was deposited into her tight ass.

Megan

I felt my stepbrother's enormous cock inside my tight hole... felt his balls beat against my ass cheeks until they tightened and he tensed... his breathing getting rougher... his breath hot against the back of my neck as he erupted, pumping into my ass and filling me with huge spurt after spurt of warm, soothing cum. When the first spurt of cum hit my ass, I felt myself building to an orgasm and before I really knew what was happening, I was cumming along with him. Riding my orgasm out while he rode me. The harder he thrust into me, slamming into my ass cheeks, the harder my orgasm wound through me. He had one of his hands on my tit, pinching my nipple while the other was between my legs trumming my hard button like a master, driving me crazy with sensations of pleasure and making my orgasm even more powerful. His strong body held me in place while he pounded me harder and harder. The more intense my orgasm became, the more I writhed and shuddered, moaning uncontrollably, while his cock was buried balls deep in my rear. It was like nothing I'd ever imagined... and I knew I would want it again just as I would want his fist buried deep in my hot cunt.

My stepbrother shot spurt after spurt of warm, creamy cum deep into my bowels, and it felt wonderful. It was a load so massive it squeezed out around his shaft and filled my ass crack.

I clenched my ass muscles around his cock, milking every drop of cum from his heavy balls. When he stopped pounding into me, he lay against my back, his hands around me, squeezing my nipples as he kissed the back of my neck. While we caught our breath, he let his cock stay inside me, still semi-hard and promising that he might be up to another fuck later.

I could hardly believe I had been fist-fucked by my stepbrother just the way I'd wanted, but more than that I had been backdoored as well. I was no longer a virgin to fist-fucking or to anal penetration. I settled back against my stepbrother's broad chest and snuggled close, feeling completely at ease and satisfied as I had never been before.

I'd lost my virginity twice in one day... it was the best birthday I could ever have imagined... and it wasn't over yet....

the end
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My name is Olivia, and, at twenty-nine, after a decade of hustle and bustle in the traffic and hectic pace of city life, I moved away from the big city to a sleepy small town with a much slower pace. My employer had worked it out so that I could work from home most of the week and commute only two days a month for meetings. I was in heaven!

Just last week I got a notice that it’s time for my annual physical. I was given a choice of either driving into the city for the exam or going to my local clinic. Being short on time, I chose the local clinic and called to set up an appointment. Imagine my surprise when the phone was answered by a deep but smooth male voice. The doctor himself was taking calls since his nurse was out of the office. He had a few appointments open that afternoon, and, since I wanted the earliest appointment available, he suggested I come over within the next hour. That was pretty damned quick, but things work differently in a small town. So I agreed.

While I showered, I thought of how sexy his voice sounded. I couldn’t shake how I felt, but it wasn’t just the sexiness in the way he sounded, it was something more. There was something about his voice that struck me as familiar, and I couldn’t understand why. This man was a total stranger to me, and, to my knowledge, I had never spoken to him. What could it be? I couldn’t quite put my finger on, and I tried not to think about it. While I dressed, I tried to concentrate on what I needed to do before my appointment, but I had to admit that his voice had gotten to me…

After I finished dressing, I stared at my reflection in the mirror. Nice!
 Just enough makeup that a guy would notice, but not too
 much. Curly brown hair with light streaks of dirty blonde fell to my shoulders, framing my face nicely and complementing my lively green eyes. A low cut lavender blouse showed off my substantial cleavage, showcasing my best assets… full, pert tits that stood to attention with no noticeable sag. I was also wearing a black skirt that hugged my curvy hips like a freaking glove and was just short enough to show off my shapely legs in a way no man could resist. With my black heels, my outfit came together in a way that was not just appealing… but downright hot! I thought I should probably wear something a bit more conservative… especially to see a doctor… but for some reason, I felt that what I was wearing was appropriate. After all, I wanted to make a good first impression...


The clinic was located in an older home, a sprawling Victorian, just off the main square “downtown”. A lush flowering garden greeted me as I walked up the brick walkway to an old-fashioned wrap around porch. I tried to keep my mind off of it, but these exams, in fact, any visit to the doctor, always made me a bit shaky. I took a deep breath of the fresh-smelling smalltown air and tried to swallow my nerves. I never like those annual physicals, but what choice do I have?

Opening the door, I walk into a comfortable, dimly lit waiting room that looks like an old-fashioned parlor with just a row of identical chairs. I take a seat, fidgeting nervously. After a short wait, the doctor comes into the room, smiling warmly.

Smiling back at him, despite how I feel inside, I get to my feet. He takes my hand in his, and I feel a little jolt of electricity between us. I smile up at him, wondering if he feels it too. From the twinkle in his pale blue eyes, I’m sure he does...

He’s even more handsome than I’d imagined, six-foot-tall, with a nicely defined athletic build, sandy blonde hair and those eyes! Mmmm. I’m instantly wet at the thought of this gorgeous doctor doing my physical.

“Hi,” he greets me in that oh so sexy voice I remember from our phone call. “I’m glad you could come in so quickly. As you can see, we’re not busy right now so I can take you right in for your exam.”

“Great,” I say, still feeling uneasy about what lies ahead of me but trying to get lost in this beautiful man standing next to me.

“I’m Dr. Bradley,” he introduces himself and takes the insurance packet I hold out to him.

Still holding my hand in his, he leads me down a cool, dark hallway to an exam room. “I hope you don’t mind my nurse not being here.”

“No, no, not at all,” I say, nerves kicking in, my voice sounding just the tiniest bit shaky. “I just want to get this over with.”

“Fine. By the way, I’m also out of gowns… the laundry service did not send my full order this week, and I hate those thin paper ones. Bad enough that we have paper on the exam table!” he jokes, chuckling softly.

I give a little laugh, then sigh softly. Did a gown really make that much of a difference? I wonder. There were no other patients around, and it always seemed to be a nuisance anyway. “Not a problem, Doctor,” I hear myself saying, hoping he will like what he sees of my nude body. Even with the gown, he still would have seen, and hopefully touched,
 my most intimate parts anyway… so no big deal, really.


“Great,” he sounds pleased. “Now we can go over your medical history while you undress if you like…”  He seems to be going over my insurance information, hardly even looking over at me. What the heck… it wasn’t like I’d never been completely naked in front of a guy before; the man is a doctor, after all, and I’m not ashamed of my body by any means. I know I’m an attractive plus-size woman, with the kind of curves men like to get lost in. I hope he’ll think so too...

“You can lay your things on that chair over there,” he tells me, still not looking at me, “and we can get started.”

While I step out of my shoes and begin unbuttoning my blouse, he starts to ask routine questions about my medical history. The chair is right in line with his sight, and he literally watches me strip for him. His questions become a bit more detailed, even a little more personal, as I stand before him in my white lacy bra and panties, his questions now focusing in on my sexual habits. How often did I have sex? Did I masturbate? If so, how often? What did I use?


I pause before answering because I know these particular questions aren’t for the insurance form.

“Those are really quite lovely garments, Olivia,” he teases, smiling up at me, “but you’ll have to remove them.”

I blush and unhook my bra. With his eyes on me, I feel my pussy quiver. I hear his sharp intake of breath as my lovely 38Cs fall out of their confinement. I sense the doctor is enjoying this, so I stretch and arch my back for him.

I swear I can see a spark of excitement in his eyes as he says, “Nice… the panties too. Then you can take a seat on the exam table.”

Dr. Bradley has a warm glow in his eyes now as he watches me, and I see a little smile curl his lips as I pull my panties down and reveal my dark bush of pubic hair. I sit on the edge of the exam table as he had instructed, dangling my legs over the side. I draw in a breath and let it out in relief that those dreaded stirrups are nowhere to be seen...

He puts down his pen and walks over, positioning his stethoscope, he begins the routine check of my heart and lungs. His hands are soft and warm — a sharp contrast to the hard, cold stethoscope. He has me put my hands on top of my head. He watches my firm tits as they rise, then he feels my lymph nodes carefully under my arms. He smiles as he watches my nipples harden after he barely touches the firm globes of my breasts.

“OK, I can hear your heart beating,” he says, “and I can hear your breathing. Now I need you to get up and go into the bathroom and leave me a urine sample. When you get back, you can lay down on the table.”

Following the doctor’s orders, I do as he asks, and I come back in a few minutes. All done, I lay down on the exam table. While I lay there waiting for the handsome doctor to return, I start thinking again about how familiar he seems… and where I may have seen him…

And then it hit me… and I knew!

It was the summer I turned eighteen…

***

I hadn’t thought of that time in my life in years… and now it was just like it’d happened yesterday...

“C’mon, Livvy! You know I have always wanted to play doctor,” my first real boyfriend Jason begged, “and my uncle said I could use his office tonight. You don’t know how much this would mean to me,” he went on, sounding on the verge of tears he wanted this so bad. He was always so good to me, and well, how could I refuse? He had called me earlier to set up a date for tonight, and I thought we were just going for a quick bite to eat and to make out at some random movie, where we’d sit in the back row and make out. That was usually his idea of a good date...

“OK,” I sighed, “but just this one time.”

“Livvy, you’re the best,” he gushed. “I will pick you up in about an hour, OK?”

“OK.”

Jason was like an overly excited puppy when I opened the door for him. His eyes danced with excitement as he looked at me, and he was smiling like he’d just won the lottery. He chattered the whole way to his uncle’s office, promising me he would be gentle, telling me how he had always dreamed of this. I just wanted him to STFU.

There were quite a few cars in the parking lot when we got there, but I just figured some of the offices in the medical building were open late. He used his uncle’s key and ushered me into the darkened waiting room.

“Hey, wait here while I get everything ready,” he whispered.

After a few minutes, he came back down the hallway from the rear of the office and said, “Livvy, I’m ready for you now. Please follow me.” He was pronouncing his words more clearly than usual, trying to sound like a real doctor.

I wanted to laugh, but it was his
 fantasy.

He led me down the darkened hallway to an exam room with glass windows on two walls. One was darkened and looked like it opened onto a storeroom.

“This used to be an old operating room, and the old observatory is behind that wall,” he told me proudly, pointing it out for me.

“You need to take everything off, and put this gown on, with the ties in the front, Livvy. I will be back in a few moments.” He turned a radio on and soft music filled the room, then he made a few adjustments to the lighting before he left the room.

I sighed softly and put my things down. I undressed completely, and I had just put on the gown when he walked back into the room.

“So, are you ready for this?”

I looked over at the exam table nervously and nodded. The foot of the table faced the glass wall about four feet away. He had me sit on the edge of the table while he took my blood pressure and temperature. Moving me to where I was sitting on the table with my legs straight out in front of me, he slid my gown off my shoulders. Letting it pool at my waist, he ran his eyes hungrily over my breasts. “Lift your arm, Livvy, and show me how you do a breast exam at home on your right tit...uh … I meant breast.”

I placed my fingers under my armpit and moved them in small circular motions like I had been taught at the free clinic. When I got to the nipple, I blushed when I realized it stayed erect. He had me change arms and repeat.

“Now lay back, Livvy,” he instructed me, still in that odd, authoritarian voice. “Can you place your hands behind your neck for me?”

I did as he asked, not even embarrassed when my gown gaped open, exposing my pussy. After all, it was just us in the room.

His touch was surprisingly light and sure. He lingered over my nipples, teasing them more than was necessary. He pinched them, pulling them from side to side as he looked for dimples. He gave them a playful slap and then moved his hands down my firm belly, parting the gown even more so that I was completely naked. He ran his fingers through my soft bush, and smiled at me as if he knew a secret. It wasn’t that I was turned on ‘cause I’d been unable to hide that from the very start. I was hot as hell and dripping wet!


“Slide down to the end of the table, Livvy, and put your legs in the stirrups for me.”

As I slid down, I thought I caught some motion behind the wall of glass. Jason had said we were all alone here.

“Just let your legs fall apart naturally,” he coaxed.

His fingers began a careful, well-rehearsed probing of my outer genitalia. He took his time running his fingers over my outer pussy lips, then my inner lips, dipping his fingertips just inside, teasing my wet slit. He held my puffy, aroused lips apart as he examined my clitoris and retracted its covering. He flicked his finger across it as he watched my eyes for a reaction. Bringing my little clit to its fully engorged state with his fingers, he smiled as he saw me blush hotly. He knew damned well I was enjoying myself.

He pulled on a pair of latex gloves, snapping them confidently as he did so. He used one hand to part my pussy lips as he slid two gloved fingers in deep. The hand parting me came to rest on my pussy lips as he brought his fingers together in a tight fist and began to work his hand inside me. I watched, unable to believe what I was seeing. He was trying to get his fist to fit inside of my tight cunt… and I was so freaking turned on that I couldn’t bring myself to stop him!

He twisted and pushed his fist until it began to make its way in slowly but steadily. I braced myself against the table, leaning back on my hands, as he pushed harder and deeper into me. I gasped, breathing hard as his entire hand disappeared… in my pussy!


With his hand now inside me, he began moving it about, exploring me deep. I could feel myself getting wetter. It made his hand move into me more easily… my juices coating the glove and making his fist slippery… allowing him to slide deeper into my pussy. He looked into my eyes as he moved his hand about, twisting his fist and rubbing against my pussy walls. He knew from my parted lips, from the way I flicked my tongue out, that I was getting more and more turned on.

He knew exactly what he was doing to me… what he had planned to do all along. I wondered how long he’d been thinking about doing this, but at the moment I only really cared about the pleasure he was bringing me. More specifically, I was focused on one thing: Getting off!


He began to push his tight fist in and out of my wet cunt while he stared into my eyes, apparently not wanting to miss a minute of my reaction. I began breathing harder and harder as he thrust his fist inside of me. I was close to cumming. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold on. He settled into a steady rhythm, fist fucking my pussy like a pro.

After a while, it was just too much, I let go of the table, grabbed his wrist and kept him pumping into my pussy like a mad man while I exploded in a heated orgasm, riding his fist, determined to keep his hand inside of me while he fist-fucked me through my orgasm.

When my orgasm eased off, I fell back on the table, eyes closed, enjoying the hardest cum of my young life.

It was my first experience with fisting, and I’d always wondered what it’d be like to do it again… to have a fully grown man fist me. I always had a feeling it could be even better, even more stimulating. But the opportunity never presented itself. The men I’d dated in later years just weren’t interested in that sort of thing… or they were afraid they’d hurt me.

The hand that was deep in my pussy was pulled out now and regloved. He adjusted the stirrups so that my legs were now being pushed towards my chest and my anus was completely exposed. He let a finger swirl playfully across my puckered little hole. Then I watched as he traced his finger up and lubed it in my pussy juices. I cringed, knowing this would be slid into my ass. Jason knew I hated it too since I always slapped his hand away when he tried to play with my asshole. This time, though, he knew that I had no choice  — it was part of the ‘exam’, and I had promised to cooperate.

“Just push back on my finger, Livvy, there you go, just like that,” he coaxed.

His finger was slid in all the way now, and on its mission to fully explore my deepest recesses. The other hand slid back into my pussy easily now, and the two met at the thin membrane separating the two openings. He slid his finger in my ass and back out, waiting for me to relax. When I did, he slid a second finger in, spreading my tender little hole wider than ever before.

I wanted to cry out, but just then, it started feeling really good.

He slid his fingers in and out before exploring further. I almost wanted to beg him for more but stopped short this time.

Now both hands were removed and he removed his gloves. He reached under my ass and took out a cold speculum from the drawer under the exam table. He stepped away from the table for a moment to warm the instrument in warm water.

I must have been a sight… completely naked… spread wide open with my gaping pussy and ass totally exposed, hands behind my neck forcing my pert young tits to stand to rigid attention. But I was enjoying the hell out of it, so just I smiled back at him.

The bills of the speculum were poised at my inner cunt lips, then confidently slid in deep. With an expert hand, he turned the entire instrument and opened the jaws wide. He locked them in place, adjusted the light and began to do a visual exam, moving the speculum as he needed to see. The light felt warm on my pussy as he examined most of my intimate place. Finally, he loosened the thumbscrew and removed the cold hard steel.

“I need you on your hands and elbows,” he instructed, “with your legs apart as far as you can get them.”

I looked at him questioningly and then saw that he was serious. I adjusted myself, and he told me I could rest my head on the pillow. As he did so, he inserted a rectal thermometer. Sliding it in and out, he caressed my cheeks and then slid it in deeper. While he waited for the temperature to be recorded, he mindlessly played with my inner pussy lips and clit — both fully exposed in this position.

“Just one more test, Livvy, and we are done with your exam,” he announced proudly as he removed the thermometer. He reached into the drawer and pulled out an anoscope. With it poised at my anus, he gently slid in and pulled out the stopper. Adjusting the light, he stopped when he heard the phone ring.

“I have to answer that one,” he said as he got up. “That should be my uncle.”

He came back into the exam room several minutes later, leaving the door open. As he was busy examining my ass with an anoscope, several of his friends came into the room.

I screamed and tried to grab the useless robe.

“Um, Livvy, this is Drew, Jack, and Randy.”

“Yeah, I know. Wh-what are they doing here? Give me something to wear, dammit!”

Jason turned on me with a knowing smile. “Why, Livvy?” he asked, a smugness in his voice. “It’s not like they haven’t already seen… well… ALL of you. They watched the whole exam!”

I stared him in the eyes and gave him my most pissed off look.

The guys behind him nodded.

“They want to know if they can touch and see you up close and personal. Their girls won’t let them.”

I wanted to be pissed at Jason. I really did. After all, the little shit had begged me to fulfill his fantasy of giving a female a medical exam… and all the while he’d tricked me and exposed me to his buds. Nice one, dude!
 Yep, I should’ve been livid, but it was kind of a fantasy for me too, I mean, having all these guys watching me and wanting to touch me. Mmm.
 Besides, knowing they had been watching me… their eyes on my most intimate, private parts had made me so hot again that being angry was the last thing I wanted...

I blushed as I looked at their eager faces. They had already seen everything I had. I might as well let them touch. Besides, I’d get a little thrill out of it and maybe a little pleasure too. I closed my eyes and let them indulge their fantasies while I secretly indulged in one of mine: Having three cute guys with their hands all over me!


I remembered that day like it just happened. It was one of the hottest things I’d ever done, letting those guys feel me up. They weren’t that experienced when it came to the female body… they’d had precious little experience, but they had made it fun for me in a deeply pleasurable way… I’d even orgasmed… more than once!


Damn, I was a naughty girl!

And I haven’t changed much…

***

The doctor strode back in a few minutes later and came to the head of the exam table. I shook the thoughts of the past from my head and got ready to deal with the present...

A part of me wondered why he hadn’t recognized my name. I guess time had passed and he had forgotten, and I was a little disappointed that he didn’t remember. I wanted to believe I was unforgettable… really I did…
 Then it occurred to me that he might not have recognized the name Olivia Davis. When I was younger, everyone called me by my nickname Livvy.


Whether he remembered me or not, I knew who he was now, and it seemed he had no idea who I was or what we had done in the past. Hmmm. I thought about not
 telling him.


But what’s the fun in that?
 I couldn’t stop the words from falling from my mouth, and I couldn’t wait to see his reaction.

So I told him.

At first, he seemed dumbfounded as if he didn’t want to remember… or didn’t want to admit it?
 I wasn’t sure which. Maybe he thought it’d get him in some kind of trouble with the medical board or something. But he needn’t have given it a second thought. I wasn’t telling anyone. Our secret was safe.

Finally, to my relief, he admitted he remembered when he, a couple of friends and my boyfriend Jason had played doctors and I had been the patient they examined by feeling me up. I was glad he admitted that he remembered. It made me feel better about him and about the exam. Mostly, though, it made me feel better that I’d bumped into someone from the past, who shared in such an unforgettable fantasy come true.

I look at him now, really look
 at him. He doesn’t look anything like that geeky blond kid who felt me up all those years ago. Now he’s fully grown, undeniably handsome, with a muscular build... and standing right in front of me. I can’t believe how attracted I am to him...

“Livvy? You were called Livvy then, right?” he seemed uncertain.

“Yes, everyone called me Livvy when I was a kid.”

“Are you sorry it happened?” he asks.

I shook my head. “No,” I say, and it was true. I’d never had any real regrets. “I enjoyed it too!”

“You’re Drew,” I say.

He nods. “I go by my full name Andrew now. It sounds more grown-up and professional.”

“And you’re a real doctor now,” I say, as if there should be some doubt.

“Yep. I got the certificate and everything!” he teases, grinning.

A thought occurs to me. “Do you ever see Jason?”

He shakes his head. “Not since we finished med school,” he answers.

“He’s a doctor too?” I ask, stunned. But then he was good with his hands, much better than the other guys… even Drew…  he was a natural.


“Sure is,” he tells me. “Looks like you inspired at least a couple of guys to go into the medical field. Me being one of them.”

“Well, I guess that’s something to be proud of,” I say because I’m not sure what else to say.

“I’d say it is,” he agrees. “By the way, thank you. You were such a good sport.”

I grin. “Just doing my part for medical advancement!” I joke self-consciously.

After we share a little laugh, he asks: “Are you sure about this? The exam, I mean?”

“Yes, just because we know each other that doesn’t change anything,” I tell him. “I still need to get this exam. My boss insists on it.” I smile just to let him know I was really OK with it.

“Good,” he says, returning my smile and seeming a bit relieved that I didn’t just back out right then. “Now reach up and you will find a handhold at the top of the exam table. Please hold on to that with both hands.”

As I do what he asks, I’m surprised when he wraps a soft restraint around them that fastens with velcro.

“For your safety, Olivia, this table is very narrow,” he reassures me, his voice deep and soothing.

He starts his work, checking my breasts carefully, making casual small talk as he takes his time feeling around each of my firm mounds. He takes me by surprise after several minutes of gentle palpating when he takes one of my nipples between his fingers and grasping it firmly, pulls it straight up while pinching it. He did the same with the other one, then he pinches and twists my nipples at the same time. I cannot suppress a soft moan as I arch my back in pleasured delight.

“Very good, no discharge, your breasts are magnificent, and respond very well to touch,” he comments as he reaches into a drawer beneath the table. “Now, tell me which one you prefer? This one?” A light pleasing pinch on my right nipple follows. “Or this one?” A firmer, but even more pleasing pinch surrounds my left nipple. He leaves them alone for a moment, then he flicks his fingers over the slightly exposed tip of each nipple. “Right, huh, or left?”

“Mmm, left.”

I feel the cold pinch of a metal clip as he places it on my right nipple. “Now?’

I feel his fingers pinching my left nipple, his fingernails digging in. “Ah, still the left.”

He pulls the clamp off my right nipple, places it on my left nipple, and places a different clamp on my right nipple… this one firmer even than the one on the left. I arch my back at this one, feeling the warmth radiate out from my imprisoned nipple.

“How’s it feel?” he asks, close to my ear, in that deep voice that makes my pussy ache. “Is it too much?”

I shake my head, unable to find my voice at that exact moment. It feels sooo
 damned good. But how do you tell that to a doctor?


“Great. Now back to the exam.” His big, warm hands go back to doing their work, poking gently at my belly, feeling carefully all the way down my torso. “Hmmm. I see just one problem here.”

“Uh, wh-what’s that, Dr. Drew?” I ask, alarmed. I’m not even aware at first that I’d called him by his first name. “I mean, Dr. Bradley.”

“Drew, please, call me Drew. Your pubic hair is so thick and curly that I cannot check for any possible skin lesions. I am afraid there’s only one thing we can do about that,” he says, straightening up and looking me directly in the eyes.

“Wh-what?” I ask, still somewhat alarmed.

“I’m afraid that you will have to be shaved down there first.”

I gulp silently. I have never been shaved before, much less had a doctor make that kind of announcement. “If you feel it’s necessary, Drew, by all means, go ahead,” I murmur in response.

“OK, let’s get you prepped then,” he says, sounding enthused that I’d agree. With one swift movement, he undoes my restraint, releasing my hands. “I need you to stand up for a moment.”

I stand by the side of the exam table as he pushes the extension in and raises the foot of the table and brings the dreaded stirrups into view. “OK, hop back up here, and put your feet in these, then slide all the way down until I tell you to stop.”

The awkward angle pushes my knees towards my chest, opening my legs wide to his appreciative gaze. He keeps having me move down until my ass is half off the table and I am now spread very wide to him.

“Hands back over your head… and then find the handle again!” he commands, a bit louder than I would have liked, sounding almost as if he were a drill sergeant and I am lowly private in boot camp. It wasn’t exactly what I’d expected from him… or from a physical exam, even… but it was dead sexy!

I know he is going to restrain me, which he did… again tying my hands to the pull bar. He then brushes his fingers across my nipples while watching my face intently. He busies himself running his fingers through my curly pubes, pulling on them gently, clipping them off with sharp shears as close to the skin as he dares. He takes several hairs and places them in an envelope. When he has me all trimmed close, he rinses a towel under hot water, wrings it out, and lays it on my cropped mound.

He looks at me and gives me a soft, reassuring smile. “That needs to stay in place for a few minutes to soften the hairs.”

While we wait, he goes back to reading over my records. He is sitting close enough that he can absently reach out and play with my nipples. After about five minutes, he pulls back the warm towel and covers me with a warm, scented oil, working it in well. Then, picking up a sharp razor, he begins shaving me smooth, pulling my skin tight to shave me very very
 close. Gently wiping my shorn mound with the moist towel, he carefully feels my skin. Frowning slightly, he puts the razor down and begins to gently work in the cool shaving gel.

“Sometimes when you’ve never shaved before, it will take a second shaving to make you totally smooth,” he explains as he resumes shaving with a different, sharper razor. This time he pays special attention to my puffy-aroused pussy lips, and he makes sure he continues down and shaves me clean between my slit and virginal asshole. He is done in a matter of moments, wiping my freshly shaven mound clean of any leftover shaving cream. He then works a silky lotion into my mound, teasing me all the while with his fingers. It feels cool and tingly.

Next, he rolls the enema cart over. The enema bag is filled with about four pints of warm, soapy water, and hanging on an IV pole. Although I am a bit unnerved by the whole idea, I don’t speak up and soon I am powerless to resist him as he lubricates the rubber tube and works a well-lubed finger into my ass, following it with the tube. He keeps pushing it in until about six inches are buried deep within me, then he turns the valve on the bag, allowing the warm fluid to flow into me. He caresses my belly all the time, occasionally bearing down a bit harder.

I feel my tummy distending as the bag empties. When the fluid has all drained from the bag, he turns off the valve, pulls the rubber tube from my asshole slowly, and then quickly inserts a well-lubricated butt plug.

“You need to hold onto that a few minutes now… let that clean you out well,” he says as he gets ready for the next exam.

I moan softly from the pressure. It is quite a bit uncomfortable, but there is also something pleasuring about it… the warmth of the liquid… knowing he is the one doing this to me… it all makes what should have been a nearly impersonal medical procedure seem more than a little erotic.

“Hmmm, OK, now we will let that enema out.”

He takes a basin from under the table and positions it right under my ass.

“Ready?” he asks.

I nod.

“Now, when I pull this plug out, just relax and let the liquid flow out of you…”

The plug comes out of me with a pop, and I feel the warm liquid dribble down my crack into the basin. Drew presses on my abdomen to help me expel the soapy fluid. When most of it has drained, he switches basins and goes to dump the first one in the bathroom. “All nice and clean now,” he says, returning with the empty basin. “I bet that feels much better.”

I nod in agreement as he gently wipes my ass clean with a warm cloth.

“Very good,” he sounds pleased. “Now I can get on with the external exam while you drain,” he adds as he sits down on a stool and trains a very bright light on my shaved cunt, pulling on a pair of latex gloves with a snap. 

He gently traces a gloved finger down my slit, then he pulls my outer pussy lips apart. He carefully inspects every inch of my pussy lips, pulling them to one side, and then the other, spreading them wide apart. He then turns his attention to my visibly aroused clit, blowing on it, then catching it between his fingers and pushing down on it. I wince slightly as he does, and he stops.

He removes the basin from beneath my ass now and hands me a small, clean white towel just in case there’s a little drippage.

“OK, now… it’s time to check the insides.”

Mmmm, just hearing those words made my pussy quiver like crazy. I hope he won’t notice, not that it matters, he is a doctor after all. I just don’t want him to know just how attracted I am to him while he is examining me.

Dr. Drew removes his fingers from my clit and lubricates two of them well. These invaders are inserted deep in my pussy, carefully probing and inspecting every single fold within me. They wiggle and move about inside of me, making me more and more aroused. It is such a delicious feeling; I just wanted them deeper!


Hard to believe the awkward teenager who felt me up so clumsily all those years ago is now a medical doctor and so self-assured, especially with his hands
.

He continues pushing and fingering, doing a very thorough examination of my inner organs. Without a word, he lubricates two fingers on his free hand, and then lubes my asshole. I know it was time for the rectal part of the exam. I try to relax as he inserts first one finger slowly into my ass, then a second after I’ve relaxed a little. I now have both holes filled with probing, wiggling fingers, and it is obvious that my juices are beginning to flow and that now I am even more turned on.

Dr. Drew just looks at me and smiles. 

He stands back after a minute and pulls his fingers from my holes. As he removes his gloves, he flicks my clamped nipples. He reaches down and pulls out two different speculums from under the table. He lubricates the larger one well, then positions it at the entrance to my pussy.

“Just relax,” he says.

I feel myself tense up as soon as the words are out of his mouth.

He slides the cold speculum in and spreads it open as wide as he can. The light is again concentrated on my gaping gash as he takes a sample for the PAP smear and looks around. While I am spread open, he takes the second, smaller, speculum and lubricates it well. I now understand this one is for my ass.

My nether opening is now spread wide, ready for its visual inspection.

Dr. Drew stands back, opens a drawer, and takes something out. Then he goes back to his exam, checking both orifices for any lesions. I try to relax and think of other places and things while he looks. He then catches me off guard by inserting something on a string in my ass. The anoscope is then removed and I can feel a string sticking out. Hmmm...


While the speculum is in my pussy, a warm, soothing lotion is inserted by a hard object. This, too, has some sort of string on it. Once it is in place, the speculum is closed and removed.

“You did extremely well on that portion of the exam,” he tells me. “Now for the performance portion...”


Performance portion?
 Since when? I am restrained and cannot really move. I start to protest, but really I just want to be able to cum. I need the relief desperately. The lotion in my pussy is sending out the warmest vibrations. I am so damned horny, and I want to see what he has in mind for me. I want him to take me right there. I want him to fuck me hard and ravish me thoroughly. I need him to use me as his own personal slut!

He starts by coming back up to the head of the exam table and removing my nipple clamps. Placing some more of this soothing lotion on his ungloved hands he begins to massage my tortured nipples, working the lotion in deep. He teases each nipple into full erection, then pinches it lightly. Waves flow out from my tits, and I begin to get very very
 wet. I arch my back the best I can and moan softly.

“That’s very nice,” he compliments me. “You do seem to like stage one. Now for stage two…”

I feel my pussy gasp wildly as he finishes saying those words.

I had a feeling the best was yet to come...

He takes his hands from my breasts, and goes to work on my clit and pussy. I realize the hard object deep within my cunt is a small vibrator, which he now switches on. The string I’d felt earlier is the control. The little vibrator is pulsing through my cunt with a nice hum, bringing me closer to orgasm. Damn it, I’m not sure how much longer I can hold on before I just lose it and orgasm right here in front of my doctor!

Pulling my pussy lips wide, he places the nipple clamps on them, fully exposing my clit to the cool air in the exam room. A drop of lotion is applied and rubbed in. My wetness increases as he rubs and strokes my clit in all different ways. When he sees I cannot really take anymore because I need to cum so badly, he stops and goes to work inserting his fingers just barely into my pussy, keeping a thumb on my clit.

By now I am ready to explode. I need to cum so bad that I had to force myself to keep from placing my hands on his and bringing myself off.

In the position I’m sitting and with my hands still bound to the support bar over my head, I can’t get comfortable… and I’m tensed up… my neck aches with tension the way my pussy aches with anticipation. I need to cum so badly...


He suddenly pulls his thumb from my clit, and I want to beg him to put it back. But he has other ideas. Without a word, he removes the clamps and takes away the vibrator. I realize something is different; he has been telling me what he’s doing every step of the way…

Until now.

He tucks his thumb into his fist, then smears it in my juices to get well lubricated. This seems so familiar, and it should. This was exactly the way Jason started years ago when he gave me my first fisting. I wonder if that’s where he got the idea… if he had thought about it as much as I had. I doubted that. But I knew he was going to try to pick up where Jason left off, and I felt my breath catching in my throat at just the thought…

Even though I was pretty damned sure I knew exactly what he had in mind, I can’t believe what is actually happening.

But… it is...

He is working his hand inside
 my pussy!

He places his slippery fist against my slit and rubs it up and down, gently at first and then harder and harder… as if he were trying to force my pussy to open up and eat his fist. My pussy lips do push apart, and his fist starts to slip just inside as he works it first one way and then the other.

I lean my head against my left arm, trying to get comfortable, and I close my eyes. As his hand slips deeper in, I pretend his fist was a giant cock ready to fuck my pussy and bring me to the the hardest, most explosive orgasm I’ve ever had...

He seems to sense my discomfort, and he removes the restraints from my hands, allowing me to lie back on the exam table and place my head on a pillow. I relax a bit now, feeling more at ease, but still the excitement at what is about to happen is just beneath the surface… ready to explode.


Drew’s hand is HUGE, and balled into a fist, it’s even BIGGER. Jason’s hand was much smaller the first time I was fisted, but from what I’d read about fisting since then, if the hand is big enough when it’s balled up in a fist, the pussy cannot contract during orgasm, which will throw the female, in this case ME, into an orgasmic loop. I wouldn’t be able to stop cumming… It’s all I’ve wanted since my first taste of fisting… and I can hardly wait!

His fist moves about inside of me… rubbing and creating a heat with all the friction. My pussy suddenly seems looser and opens up a bit as if to allow this massive invader to enter. He pushes in deeper, the sensation of being so full is overwhelming, and I gasp, coming up off the exam table.

“Are you OK, Liv?” he asks, concerned.

I nod, unable to speak.

I lay back as he again pushes in… just a little deeper… slowly… almost gently. Suddenly he catches me by surprise when he pulls out slightly and thrusts back in… hard
… I come up off the table again, this time sitting straight up with his big fist buried in my snatch.

I look down. His fist has disappeared inside my cunt, my pussy lips are stretched wide and he’s inside me up to his thick wrist. I have never felt so damned full, and with that feeling comes a little nagging fear about the dangers of fisting. I’d read the horror stories, but he is a doctor. What could go wrong?


“Lay back,” he says in a soothing voice, “and try to relax and enjoy all the sensations your body is experiencing. I know it’s a bit overwhelming, but you’ll get used to being so full and it’ll be like you’re being fucked by a giant penis.” He looks into my eyes, and it was like he was reading my mind. “You want this… you need
 this.”

I try to mouth the word ‘yes’, but nothing comes out. Taking his advice, I lay back again and wait for his next move.

I don’t have to wait long…

He begins slowly fucking me with his fist. It feels fucking amazing. I try to prepare myself for what I know is coming. I clear all thoughts. Except the one where I’m being fucked by a giant cock. My head is all buzzy with the endorphin rush. My breathing is slow but tight as I wait for the inevitable.

Then it happens.

He starts moving his fist inside me… in and out… deeper and deeper… faster and faster… harder and harder. Fisting. Thrusting. In and out. Harder. Rougher.
 I am so caught up in all that is going on that any pains are instantly transformed into pleasure… a pleasure so deep and enveloping that I begin suddenly orgasming… exploding against his fist… my juices flowing… then squirting and squirting out around his wrist and dribbling down onto the exam table before puddling onto the clean tile floor.

The pressure is freaking incredible, and my pussy clutches at his fist, even trying to push the monster from my twat. But he wouldn’t let it push him out, he keeps pushing back in. All the while, I feel like I am the ocean, waves cresting and roaring towards the shore but not making it because his huge fist stops me. When I peak, I expect to crash down completely like usual, but I don’t. I’m stuck in that seemingly endless loop I’d heard of… I’m trapped… but it’s sheer ecstasy!


My pussy clutches at his fist, spasming wildly, but I cannot fully clench. I grit my teeth and buck my hips against his fist, riding it, my knees coming up, my legs gripping at his arm. Losing control and unashamed, I am in the primal zone, grunting and moaning as he keeps thrusting into my juicy twat while I power through the longest, hottest orgasm of my life. I come so damned hard, I’ve bitten into my tongue and can taste the blood.

Finally he slowly pulls his fist from my battered pussy… and I feel the waves of my orgasm begin to recede.

Out of the blue, He hands me a glass of water.

I hold it, looking from it to him, unsure if I’m supposed to drink it or douse my smoldering cunt with it!

“Drink it,” he tells me, “and get ready for it.”

I do as I’m told, gulping the water down. I barely hand the glass back to him when it hits me. Another orgasm… a room shaking earthquake hits me and I tremble and cling to him for support as I ride it out.

When it’s over, I fall back onto the exam table, exhausted and fucked out.

When I’m able to breathe again, I look over at him. “How’d I do?” I ask, as if it were a part of my exam.

He smiles down at me. “You took it like a pro,” he says and winks. “I had no doubt you would.”

Still breathing hard, I close my eyes and rest. I thought I’d had a helluva orgasm the first time I was fisted by Jason all those years ago, but that now seemed like a pale comparison to this. This was everything I’d always imagined fisting would be. And now that I knew. I wonder if I could ever let it go… again...


I lift my head slightly to look at him. “Are we done?” I ask, not sure how much more I can endure.

“Just a couple more tests,” he tells me, as he cleans me up and wipes the table and floor. “You’re really going to enjoy these.”

I smile at him and lay back.

Then he says the last thing I expected to hear...

“Would you like to cum again, Livvy?” he asks all of a sudden.

After that, I wasn’t sure I could. “OK, if you think I can,” I say uncertainly.

I look up into the growing excitement in his eyes. “Sure you can,” he assures me, again flashing me that damned smile I could never say no to even if I wanted… and I didn’t...


He again inserts the vibrator in my pussy and turns it on full blast while he rubs my clit until I come again in another huge orgasm, this time screaming out at the intensity, my pussy still sensitive and a bit raw after the fisting. As I finish orgasming, he reaches down and pulled the string out of my ass, pulling several large beads out. Turning off the vibrator in my cunt, he allows it to stay for several moments as he gently caresses my clit and watches me quiver from the intensity of the orgasm.

“Ah, very nice,” he says, glancing up briefly at the clock on the wall. “Eight minutes. You

did very well. You only have one more test to go.”

I’m still feeling the afterglow of all those orgasms. I don’t know when I’d ever come so much. I don’t think I had ever come so much at one time in my life. It feels amazing. Sooo incredibly good.


And we weren’t done yet? Well, what can I say? I wasn’t one to argue with my doctor; he is a professional, after all. Wink.


“Now, I need you to lay flat on your belly for this one,” he instructs me, “with your legs over the side of the table. You can use the stirrups for support if you want to.”

I position myself at the end of the table with the pillow under my belly and my pussy and ass at the edge of the table.

“That’s it,” he tells me. “Now spread your legs. Hook your feet in the stirrups and find those handholds again, if you need to…” He adjusts the height of the table so that my ass is now high in the air, and I am again spread wide open for him.

He reaches up and rubs my clit for a moment, then pushes his hard, throbbing cock deep in my wet pussy. Stroking hard and fast, he uses my hips to pull me into him. Pausing for a moment, he inserts the vibrator into my ass, stroking it in and out several times. When he is satisfied I am ready for him, he pulls his cock out of my pussy, thrusting it rough and hard into my waiting ass. He inserts a large, vibrating dildo in my pussy and goes back to fucking me deep and hard in the ass. It feels so good that before long  I feel an orgasm building, one that promises to explode very soon.

Wrapping his arms around my hips, he uses his hands to rub and play with my clit as he grinds his cock deep in my ass and fills my bowels with his creamy cum. It is just too much for me and I come again just as he finishes shooting his load into me. He plays with the vibrating dildo, twisting it around and sliding it out just a little and plunging it back deep inside me as I ride my orgasm out. I am in heaven!


A warmth fills my body even after he has stopped fingering my clit and eases the dildo from my cunt.

“Wonderful,” he says, sounding pleased. “Now you can get dressed. You had three huge orgasms in under twenty minutes. You should be proud of yourself,” he adds, as he pulls himself out of me and turns off the vibrator. “I do think that with regular therapy we could get that time down. You could enjoy many more orgasms!”


More orgasms?!
 I sighed contentedly. “I’d like nothing more,” I tell him. I’d already been thinking that I’d need to see him again. In a week. If I can wait that long, but something else has occurred to me too, and the words just come pouring out...

“You knew all along, right?” I ask out of the blue.

He smiled mischievously. “I’m afraid so,” he admits, almost reluctantly. “I knew when you called to make the appointment. I recognized your name. I was pretty sure it was the Olivia Davis I remembered.” He paused, looking at my reaction, then continued, “So I gave my receptionist the rest of the day off and sent my nurse on a long errand.”

“Why?” I ask, puzzled.

He looked into my eyes and gave me a killer smile that could melt steel. “Oh, so we could be alone,” he answers, “just a little nod to the past.”

“And that’s why the exam was a bit more involved and exaggerated than usual?” I ask, surprised by his admission but at the same time glad that he remembered me. “You wanted us to relive that time when we were teens to some extent?”

“Kind of, but mostly I just wanted to see if you’d remember me.”

It is now that I realize he had felt the same as I had, wanting desperately to be remembered
.

“I had a terrible crush on you in high school,” he admits.

I am truly surprised as I look up at him. “Why didn’t you tell me?” I ask. “Why didn’t you act on it?”

“Well, a few reasons, but mostly because you were dating my best friend.”

I smile. “Oh, yeah.”

“I hope I see you again, Livvy,” he says, smiling back at me.

“Well, why don’t I make an appointment for next week,” I suggest, “and we’ll take it from there.”

“If you go with me to dinner afterward,” he grins, sounding pleased, “it’s a deal!”

“Then it’s a deal,” I tell him.

I never dreamed I’d be looking forward to seeing a doctor… any doctor
… and for an exam at that…

But I have a feeling in a certain
 place… and it’s already getting wet!


the end
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Fisted By My Doctor!



Book 1


Going Deep My First Time

Quickie With My Professor

by

Lakelyn Wilder

Honestly, I can’t tell you the first time it happened, but I admit it.

Every day for weeks I’d stare at it.

I had a damned good feeling he had caught me a few times, but hey, what was I supposed to do? I couldn’t help myself. Besides, it was right there.


He sat right in front of me on the edge of the table. Every damned day
. It was like he wanted me to look! Who knows? Maybe he did….


Anyways, Mr. Gearhart, my English Lit professor, was almost forty. At least, that's what he told us. I suspected he was a bit older, not that I gave a fuck. It was kind of interesting that he was older. Besides, all I really gave a flip about was that he was hot
. He stood over 6 feet tall, with a nice build. He had a bit of muscle, but not enough to make him buff
. Just enough to make him look lean, virile, and so
 damned sexy, especially with his olive-colored skin and unkempt dark hair that always looked like someone had just run their fingers through it. I always wished it had been me as I looked into his dark, mysterious eyes. Mmmm, he was my idea of a dream guy from the first day I walked into his class and laid eyes on him.


Like I said, every day he’d sit at that table. It would be right there, almost eye level, staring me in the face. See, Professor Gearhart never wore underwear. Well, it seemed he didn’t because his package was out front and nearly visible, outlined perfectly by his thin slacks. So nice
. For weeks I had sexual fantasies about him, every night in bed I’d get myself off while thinking of him taking me right there on that table!

If only….

He made me breathless sometimes when he spoke in front of the class, he was so handsome and well dressed. The thought crossed my mind that he might be gay, but when he told us about his girlfriend, I knew he wasn’t. Still, in a way that dashed my hopes just a bit: He had a freaking girlfriend!


Well, back to my story. Like I said, every day his package was bulging out and hard to miss.

And I knew one day, I would touch it.

Accidentally on purpose, of course.

Maybe just a light graze of my fingertips across it or maybe even a slight stumble so that I landed on it, my body pressing against it. Hard.
 Like I said, he sat in the same spot every day and went through his lecture for the day. The way I stared at him he must have thought I was his most dedicated student, hanging on his every word, but most days I barely heard a word he said. Unless he was talking about himself and his life, of course, then I was all in and paying full attention. One day he was making a point while pacing back and forth in front of the class, and I saw it. Semi-erect. A long thick shaft against his leg.

I knew at that point, I wanted him.

More than that, though. I wanted him to be my first.

I’m a virgin. I’m not ashamed to admit it. I am. Twenty-two and never been fucked.
 It isn’t because I’m butt ugly or anything. Guys have told me I’m hot. Hell, even other girls have told me when I caught them checking me out. So, I could have lost my virginity long ago, but I wanted to wait. I knew there would be the right time and the right guy.

And I think this is the right time.

And the right guy… er… cock… is just staring me in the face.

“Stacy, please come to my desk,” Mr. Gearhart called from the back of the room.

I smiled slightly, stood up and straightened my blue skirt and began to walk to the back of the class. I’d dressed extra sexy today. To get his attention, and everyone else’s, I guess. But I only really cared about his reaction.


As I made my way back to his desk, I saw his eyes looking up at my legs and inching up towards my skirt. I ran my hands down my sides just to touch myself and see if he noticed. He shifted in his seat a little, and that was good enough for me. I lifted my hands and brushed my wavy blonde hair out of my face. After I reached his desk, I plopped my juicy butt down on one corner. His eyes again made their way up my legs and to my skirt. He licked his lips quickly, making my nipples harden behind the white cloth of my blouse.

“You know, Stacy, your grades have been kind of low lately,” he said slowly in the low, lusty voice he used only when portraying evil characters in the stories he told us, “and I just wanted to bring that to your attention.”

“I know, Mr. Gearhart,” I whined, but you have to pass me. My father will kill me if I flunk out. I just have to graduate.” I sucked in my breath, trying to tell if my pity-ploy was working on him. “Daddy already has the party planned out and paid for,” I added in an almost innocent voice.

I wasn’t sure he was buying it. I was even less sure when he finally spoke.

“Another thing,” he began.


Fuck!
 I swallowed the thought I was having and looked at him. Lusting towards his sexiness. Knowing exactly what he had hidden in his pants. Mmm
. I wanted him so bad I could taste it.

What he said next wasn’t at all what I’d expected. I felt a stab of relief… right in my untouched private spot. Nice
. I’d expected him to go off on me, that I had to work harder, apply myself, etc. I was sure he was going to say I if I didn’t do all these things, I’d get a big fat ‘F’ and have to repeat the class before graduating.

But he didn’t….

What he actually said was, “I will talk to you about it after classes this afternoon when you come in for tutoring.” Everyone who got less than a ‘D’ in the class had to go to tutoring.

I can’t be sure because I was caught up in what he’d just said, but I know I must have smiled. I was going to get to spend time with this gorgeous older man. Hopefully… alone
. “Okay, Mr. Gearhart, is that all for now?” I asked, leaning over so he could get a good view of my cleavage. His face twitched a little when his eyes looked down my shirt at the creamy tops of my magnificent boobs.

“Uh, yeah, sure,” he stuttered with his beautiful eyes still locked on my tits.

Mr. Gearhart got up out of his chair and stood in front of me and gestured for me to go back to my seat. I took the initiative and slid off his desk. I turned back to him and acted like I’d lost my footing. I leaned back slightly and pressed my ass into his crotch.

And there it was….

Nice and hard. His long shaft. I wanted it deep inside me. I whimpered a little as I pushed back further, feeling it on my ass crack. His strong arms wrapped around me, almost embracing me. Trying to hold me up, my hard nipples pressing against his strong arms.

Thanking him for catching me before I fell down, I walked back to my desk, fixing my skirt, tugging at it and smoothing the fabric against my skin.

The rest of the class went by swiftly with glances and brief stares towards each other. Mmm, I was already looking forward to my tutoring session with him.


After class, I met up with my friends and explained my situation, and told them I would meet up with them in an hour or so.

***

I slowly made my way back to Mr. Gearhart’s room, stopping at the bathroom to freshen up a little. I looked in the mirror, tossed my hair, and sighed. Hoping I‘d lose my virginity to him, I headed out.

When I got to the door of his class, I saw the doors were closed and the windows were shut. There was a note on the door. It read:

“Sorry students, I am not in for tutoring today. I have a few things to take care of after class. Be back tomorrow. 

Signed,

Mr. Gearhart”

Damn! I was so freaking upset, I could have hurt someone. I was so set on having sex with him, of having him take my virginity. Deflated, I was about to turn away when I heard a creaking sound. I swiveled around on a heel to see Mr. Gearhart standing in the doorway, smiling at me, a wicked look in his dark, sparkling eyes.

“Ah, Stacy, so glad you could make it.” He smiled slyly and held the door for me. “Come on in.”

As I slid past him to enter the room, I brushed my tits against his solid chest. But I don’t think he minded one bit. He even seemed to lean into me a little.

“Have a seat.” He said pointing to the couch behind his desk. It was an old ratty thing, but it was super comfortable. I’d sat on it before while I waited for an assignment, but never with him. Maybe I’d get to soon.


I dropped my backpack to the floor and seated myself on the couch. To my disappointment, he pulled up a chair and sat backwards on it. It gave me a good view of his crotch. Hmm, some things never change.
 But I hoped today would prove that old saying wrong. Anyway, there it was, as if it was on display for my eyes only, bulging and ready for ravaging.

I hoped….

“Stacy,” he began in that sexy, deep voice of his, a voice that made my pussy gasp even when I held my legs tightly together. Maybe especially when I held them tight. I could already feel my wetness gathering along my untouched slit.


He looked me dead in the eyes before he even spoke.


Ut-oh. It’s been my experience that this is never a good sign.
 My heart began to race. I hoped this was not one of those
 times.

“I called you in after class today so I wouldn’t embarrass you when I brought this up.” He took a deep breath and began to speak again. “It seems that lately every time I look at you, you’re… well... you’re staring at my… er… crotch. I don’t appreciate it. I am not one of your peers, and I don’t think it’s appropriate for you to carry on like that.”


Fuck, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, that he was saying this.
 I wanted to crawl into the stuffing of that old sofa and die of embarrassment. I tried to open my mouth, but nothing came out when I did. For the first time in my life, I was literally speechless.

“Bu-but, Mr. Gearhart, ah –” I stumbled over thoughts and words.

“That’s all, Stacy,” he said dismissively. “I just want you to know that if I catch you again, I’m going to the Dean’s office to file a complaint.”

Wow. I never expected this. I never expected him to say those things or sound so cold. What I’d imagined had been so different. I felt so low. It was like my whole world collapsed in on me. I began to cry. Slowly at first. Then body wracking sobs that made my tits shimmy with each uncontrollable shake.

“Oh shit,” I heard him say under his breath. He came, sitting beside me on the couch, and wrapping his arms around me as I buried my face in my hands. His arms were so warm and comforting.

“Don’t cry, Stacy,” he pleaded. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

He was so sexy when he felt bad. Hell, he was sexy even when he wasn’t trying to be!

I stood up from the couch and turned to look at him. He was sitting on the couch, slumped forward, looking very sorry… and yes, very
 sexy. Shit, I regretted getting up, but not for long….

Putting my hands on his broad shoulders, I pushed him back and straddled his lap. I moved forward to feel his long, already semi-erect cock press against me. I looked him in the eye, and he looked completely surprised.

“No, I-I…” his words trailed off.

I put a finger to his lips so he wouldn’t try to speak again. “I know you want this,” I told him. “I have watched you watch me. And unless you want to be brought up before the Dean, you’re going to agree with whatever I say. Got it?”

He only nodded. He was completely stunned that I would turn his words against him and say the same thing back. He never expected it, but I could see in his eyes that he liked it. He liked me being the bad girl, making demands. He liked having me on his lap. I knew it, and he knew I knew it. I could feel his cock hardening against my panties.

Now was his turn to prove me right, but he wasn’t going to do it without getting in a few jabs. But I’d waited so long. I could take it. “You want it, don’t you, Stacy?” He stared into my eyes as he spoke. “You want this long hard shaft buried deep in your needy little pussy, don’t you? Yes, you DO!” He finished on a high note and started moving his hips slowly.

I couldn’t believe this was really happening….

I grabbed the back of the couch for support, my body weakening as I felt what I had been craving for so long. A sigh slipped past my lips, and after that, not a word was spoken.

His hands slipped around my ass as he began grabbing and stroking my bottom. We leaned towards each other and began to kiss. His mouth was so hot and full of lust. I reached down and started unbuttoning his shirt, eager to reveal that nice body underneath what he wore all the time. Baggy shirts. I had no clue that he was totally, undeniably buff
.

I drank him in with my eyes, then I ran my hands over his hard-muscled chest.

He held onto my hips and started grinding himself against me. I was so aroused I could have orgasmed in a second. He lifted his hands from my ass to my blouse, he grabbed the bottom and lifted it over my head and discovered what I thought would have been obvious. I wasn’t wearing a bra
. He seemed surprised, but not at all disappointed. Because in a few seconds, his mouth was all over my tits. His tongue flicked over my nipples, making me feel so good I could feel it all the way down to my unfucked snatch.

His big hands moved roughly all over my breasts, grabbing them and pinching them. I ran my fingers through his soft hair just as I’d fantasized about. I slipped my tongue into his mouth, tasting him for the first time. My hands moved down to his slacks and began unbuckling his belt. Then I found his zipper and tugged at his fly. I got his pants open, revealing his boxers. Not what I wanted to see, but good enough. After all, what really mattered was what I really
 wanted.

I stood up and he followed. He came to me and kissed down my body, pausing at my tits, suckling a nipple, then trailing kisses down my stomach until he reached the top of my skirt. Before he could go lower, I grabbed his face and pulled him back up to me.

I yanked at his boxers, tearing the snap and sending them falling swiftly down to the floor, around his ankles.

I finally saw what I had been wanting to see….

His big hard cock. It was the biggest I’d ever seen. And I have seen plenty. I go online and look at naked guys and stuff. But his cock was truly amazing. So thick. So long. He must have been a good ten inches, and so fat I wasn’t sure I could get my fingers around it if I tried.

He reached up under my skirt and grabbed hold of my panties, peeling them off with a good, hard yank. All I heard was a rip. He held my underwear up in front of my face like a trophy. Grinning at the accomplishment, he placed my torn panties on his desk.

I backed up against the wall and he came at me. Butt naked. His long hard cock standing straight up. The veins in it pulsing and sticking out like it was ready for action. I let my hand reach down and give it a quick squeeze.

He took my hands in his, raised my arms and pinned me to the wall. We were both breathing hard. He kissed me roughly, his tongue seeking to conquer mine with hard movements inside my mouth. I fought back, wanting to give as good as I get.

When he finally pulled his lips from mine, my lips felt bruised and slightly swollen. Oh shit. I’d never been kissed like that. I was breathless as he pressed his hard body against mine and let go of my hands. He lifted one of my legs up to his side. He hooked his hand beneath my knee and lifted my leg onto his hip. He grabbed my other leg and lifted my body up so that I was leaning against the wall. He put the big purple mushroom head of his cock at my entrance. His cockhead was just inside my slit. He shoved into my hole. Hard. But he stopped when he hit a barrier.


His eyes widened as he looked at me.

“Damn, you’re a virgin!” he sounded confused.

The look on his face said he couldn’t wrap his head around it. Here I was acting like a total slut. But I was still a virgin. I only nodded in response.

“You sure you want me to do this?”

I bit my lip and nodded again.

He pushed harder against my hymen, and with one powerful thrust, he broke through. His huge cock filled me up. It stretched my pussy wide and left me feeling the soreness. He began to rock in and out of me.

I closed my eyes against the pain. I reminded myself how much I wanted this. I tried to think only of the pleasure. Soon the overwhelming pleasure overtook the pain, and all I could feel was the pleasure of having his thick, hard meat sliding in and out of my tight little cunt. The veins of his enormous penis stroked my clit with every thrust. Inch by inch, I could feel him enter me and pull back, but not all the way out.

I looked up and saw us reflected in the window of the adjoining room, a storage and observation area. The room was dark and the blind closed, making our image all the clearer. It was like heaven. Seeing the man I have wanted for the longest time fucking me. Seeing his butt cheeks tighten with every hard, deep thrust. His muscles flexed, but none working harder than his biggest one. With all his might, he was pumping into me, pounding my little ass just the way I’d dreamed about… It was everything I had hoped for….


All of a sudden, my body exploded around his thick meat. His cock was touching a place in me that just made me paralyzed with absolute pleasure.

I started screaming as the mushroom-shaped head of his cock rubbed against my G spot. He covered my mouth with one of his hands as if afraid someone might hear and catch us hot in the act. For me, that made it all the more exciting, and from the look in his eyes, he felt the same way. He began humping me wildly, pistoning into me like a mad man. My body shook as my pussy quivered in pleasure. It was my first real orgasm, the first one brought about by a man’s cock. The waves of pleasure swept me up and seemed to go on and on while he kept fucking me through it. I rode the pleasure his cock brought me. I knew it would be good... but I never imagined it could be this good.

I looked at his face, and I just knew he was about to come. His face was all squishy, his muscles tense, and he was biting his lower lip as if holding back. I leaned forward and whispered in his ear.

“Don’t hold back, baby. Just cum! Cum, baby!”

With that, he let out a low, deep grunt that sounded like a soft roar. Loud enough to let me know he liked it and soft enough so we wouldn’t get caught. A huge amount of cum filled my little cunt. There was so much that it started to squirt out the openings he left when he thrust in and pulled back out. Soon after he shot his load, his breathing calmed and came back to normal. He was covered in sweat, and we were both shuddering. Soon his cock went soft and slowly slipped out of my freshly fucked pussy. Our juices combined and ran into little puddles all over the cold, tile floor. We looked down and laughed a little at the mess we’d made. I had a feeling we’d both agree it was worth it.

I know I would….

He lifted me and carried me over to his desk, sitting me on the edge. “I didn’t know you were a virgin,” he said softly as he held me, his body between my widely spread thighs. “If you’d wanted it that bad, you should have told me from the beginning. I suppose you haven’t gotten a tongue whipping, huh?”

I shook my head slowly, not knowing what the hell he was talking about.

He chuckled a little and pushed me back roughly onto his desk so that I laid down with my legs dangling lewdly over the edge. I must have looked like a ragdoll, sexually broken. He pulled my legs to the edge of the cold metal frame, held my feet wide apart, and knelt down in front of me. At that point, I pretty much figured out what a tongue whipping was. In an instant, I felt his warm mouth all over my pussy, licking and sucking. I felt the frantic probing of his tongue and fingers. I started to squeal, then to scream. The feelings he brought about in me were so intense, I couldn’t take it. He tried to hush my screams by putting his hand over my mouth. I began to grind my hips against his face and suck his ring finger, which he started to move around inside my mouth.


Mmm, it was freaking amazing
.

I sucked his finger like the girls do on the porn stations my brother watches on his TV. This must have excited him because when I started giving his finger mock fellatio, he started eating me harder and faster.

Another orgasm began to boil inside me. Within seconds, I was writing against him, screaming on his finger, and splurging cream all over his face. He tried licking it up, but he had to finally grab my torn panties to wipe it up.

“Don’t move,” I told him as I slowly slipped off his desk and to my feet. Standing close to him, I pulled his face down to mine. As thanks for what he had just given me, I kissed him, tasting myself on his lips. Mmm. Girl juice. Interesting.
 I slid down between him and the desk and picked up his limp cock. I gently massaged it. He let out deep groans of pleasure. He placed one of his hands on the back of my head and nudged it towards his crotch. I knew what he wanted, and I was happy to give it to him.

When his penis got to considerable length, I leaned in and kissed his cockhead, then I tongued it, slathering my saliva all over it as I stroked my tongue over the opening, tasting a bit of pre-cum. Delicious salty-sweet. He gasped out loud as I took about four inches of his shaft into my mouth, massaging the underside of his cock with my tongue. I sucked it a few times, sliding my head up and down the shaft as far as I could, and then I brought my mouth up off of it and looked up at him. He met my eyes, a weak look in his eyes. With that I knew I had control over him. He wanted me to keep going. I took the same four inches in my mouth again and swirled my tongue around his cockhead while looking into his eyes.

Then all of a sudden he let out a weird sound, almost like a deep yelp. Very primal.
 Pinning my head to the side of his desk, he began to mouth-fuck me with a vegeance, as if he had lost all control. He thrust his hips and shoved his cock into my mouth, making me gag slightly and banging my head against his desk. He rammed his cock down my throat and did not let up. It all felt a little scary. I shuddered, but from excitement. Not fear. He wasn’t hurting me, not doing it so hard that I would be injured or have a concussion or anything. But it was animalistic, rough.

A whole new meaning to a little bump and grind! LOL

It was wildly erotic. He couldn’t restrain himself. But he had to. I started gagging harder. The gagging must have tightened my throat round his cock because suddenly he was coming, shooting another hot load. This time down my throat. Deep in my throat. His hips bucked, pistoning his cock into my mouth as he shot and shot spurt after spurt of warm, thick gooey cum. So much I could barely take it all, and I had to swallow in big gulps to get it all down and keep it from spilling out the corners of my mouth and onto the floor.

When he was done, he pulled out and helped me to my feet.

“I was a bit rough on you,” he said, but he didn’t apologize. I’m glad. That would have made it less somehow. “Your throat just felt so damned good.”

“It’s okay,” I said back to him. “I know.”

“Holy crap, you’re a helluva fuck!” he said, grinning, pleased. “I hope you continue showing up for after class tutoring. Maybe next time we can find a place to meet that’s a little more… private.”

“Like the storage room,” I suggested and pointed to the window on the adjoining wall.

“Yeah,” he said huskily. “That
.” He thought for a second. “As soon as I straighten it up a bit, though.”

We both kind of laughed as I cleaned myself up with some napkins he’d found. After wiping as best I could, I put my clothes back on. I was sort of sad to be leaving. It was my first time, and it was so beautiful to share it with him.

Just the way I’d wanted.

“Oh, Stacy,” he said, catching my hand as I was leaving the classroom. He looked deeply into my eyes and I melted. “Thank you. Your virginity is such a special thing. Thank you for giving it to me.”

We kissed but only briefly. We couldn’t get caught.

Things went on like this for the rest of the semester. And when my mom looked at my grades, she asked why I got such a high score in English Literature. I smiled and said, “I guess those after class tutoring sessions with my professor really paid off!”

the end
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Chapter One

I lost my virginity about one month ago today. It was a HUGE first for me.  I'll never forget it for as long as I live. I want to tell you all about it in vivid detail. So here's my story:

It was a Saturday morning and I had gotten up early. Truth is I was horny and couldn’t sleep so I came downstairs and made myself a little breakfast. I had the TV on, but I wasn’t really watching it. I was thinking of my rugged stepdad....

My name is Julie. I’m eighteen and I live alone with my stepdad, Randy; he's my stepfather but I call him Dad since he did adopt me when I was younger, and besides, he's the only Dad I've ever known. My biological father was a loser who killed a guy in a robbery and wound up in prison. I haven't seen my real dad since I was a baby; I don't even remember his face except from some old faded photos Mom had of the two of them together when they were really young, probably about eighteen, the age I am now.

I am an only child and my Mom died about five years ago. From that point on it was Dad and me against the whole world. We always loved each other very much. I guess that the physical part of our relationship was just an. extension of the affection that was already there.

I always felt sorry for my Dad after Mom died. He was so lonely. Up until that fateful Saturday morning, my stepdad had not been with another woman since her death.

It wasn't that he couldn't get women. No, no, no. Nothing like that. I suppose that he could have had any of the single women in town if he had wanted them. But I think that Dad still felt like he was cheating on Mom when he felt desires for other women. Thankfully, I put an end to all of that.

I was lying in my stepdad's huge chair eating a bowl of cereal when Dad stumbled down the stairs in his pajamas. I smiled happily at him and gave him a cheerful greeting. I was feeling very horny that morning and I found myself looking at him as a man. I usually try to push thoughts like that into the back of my consciousness but they make their way back up to the front anyway.

He must weigh more than twice as much as me. I stand only a fraction of an inch over five-feet tall and I have never weighed more than ninety-five pounds in my entire life, even soaking wet I barely tip one hundred pounds! My stepdad stands well over six feet and must weigh close to two hundred. He is very handsome. I'll never forget how he looked that morning, all sleepy and cute. His hair was down in his eyes. Dad his brown hair that is starting to gray at the temples. But I don't mind the salt and pepper effect in his hair at all. I think that it makes him look distinguished. His eyes are dark brown and his nose is straight and slim. His lips are always a little puffy, which gives him an aura of intrinsic sensuality. The jaw is firm and his chin is strong. There is a dimple right smack in the center of Dad's chin. He had not shaved and his whiskers made his smooth cheeks look rough. He was starting to get some gray in his beard as well, but I kind of liked the way that looked too. My stepdad has very broad shoulders. His chest and back are covered with thick slabs of muscle. He has a hairy chest, which I could see because the top two buttons of his pajama tops were unbuttoned. In spite of the girth of his upper torso, Dad's waist and hips are very slim. His stomach is still flat and hard, in spite of the fact that he is approaching forty. He is built like a triangle with its point down. I can remember thinking, with shame, that my stepdad was built especially for fucking!

His thighs are thick and his hands and feet are very large. I was to learn that the same was true of other parts of his anatomy as well. I should mention that I was a virgin. I knew what orgasms felt like from playing with myself, but my cherry was intact. I had never known the womanly joy of vaginal penetration.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” Dad said. He scratched his belly and yawned as he got to the bottom of the stairs. He walked as if he were an over-worked cowboy toward the edge of the sofa, where he plopped. My stepdad was a cowboy in a way. He had worked as a ranch hand when he was a young man (I'd heard the stories; he must've told them a million times). Now he was a building contractor. But he still had that easy-going cowboy way about him, and I found it so damned sexy, all rugged and raw sexuality. What a turn on!

"Would you like me to make you some breakfast?" I asked. I strained my neck to look at my handsome father back over my shoulder. I could feel myself beginning to flush. I was having naughty thoughts. As fate would have it, Dad's thought-waves were headed in the exact same direction. It's difficult to say how we realized our urges were mutual. It was never really verbalized.

"No, thank you," my stepdad said. "You finish eating and come over and sit here with me on the couch." I set my unfinished bowl of Raisin Bran on the end table between us so I could join him immediately.

We sat next to each other on the green overstuffed sofa with our eyes glued to the boob tube, some show about gardening or some such shit that neither of us was really interested in. I was still thinking about him... just little naughty thoughts. I had no idea at the time that he was thinking the same thing…

Chapter Two

"I was having the strangest dream when I woke up," Dad said. His voice sounded far away for a second as if he had drifted back into that dream.

My stepdad's eyes were still on the television but I could tell that he was seeing his dream rather than how to plant radishes or whatever those plants were....

"What was it about, Dad?" I asked. I moved closer to him on the couch. I pressed the side of my leg against him. I had my robe on over a flannel pajamas. I guess I wasn't exactly in my sexiest outfit that morning. But I knew that Dad wouldn't care. After all, our toothbrushes had been hanging next to one another for almost nineteen years.

"It's all kind of vague. I was on a desert island with a woman, naked, and we were..." His voice cut off. He was editing himself, having decided that the subject matter was inappropriate for his teenage daughter to hear.

"You had a wet dream?" I decided to try to make it easier for him to say.

"Well, no. I woke up," he said. He spoke quickly and winced when he heard his own confession.

"You poor man."

"Why do you say that?"

"You must be very horny. Imagine having a fling on an island and having your gas shut off even before you got a chance to, “ you know."

"I guess I am," he admitted.

Then came the non-verbal part. My stepdad and I no longer paid any attention to the television set. We were looking at each other... deep into each other's eyes. Our faces moved closer as if we were in slow motion. I could feel my lips tingling when I realized that he was going to kiss me. It was incredible. I could feel my nipples getting hard and erect and I could feel my pussy start to ache. The blood was beginning to pump downward in my body toward the delta between my thighs. I could tell that both my inner and outer cunt lips were swelling with the blood of my arousal. I knew that it wouldn't be long before all of my pussy flesh was fully engorged from my youthful horniness. I saw Dad's lips part and he quickly licked them with the tip of his wet pink tongue to moisten them. I could feel his hot moist breath on my lower lip a fraction of a second before the intimate contact was made. I shivered and I could feel the little hairs at the back of my neck standing on end. Every square inch of my body was covered with a thick layer of gooseflesh. We pressed our lips together softly and smacked, releasing right away. My stepdad then sipped and sucked at my lower lip a little before we became uncontrollably passionate. Suddenly Dad's mouth was on mine hungrily and I could feel my lips being pushed against my white teeth.

The kiss lasted for a long time.

A wonderfully wet kiss.

We touched tongues.

There was a crackle of sexual electricity in the room.

We rolled our tongues together in a hot entangling of our bodies.

Daddy plunged his tongue deep in my mouth and I sucked it.

I could feel my nipples burning with a desire to be stroked.

I could feel my pussy getting wet with natural lubrication.

My vulva was beginning to secrete those cervical juices.

The honey was starting to pool between my inner labia.

I could feel my pussy turn to a flaming slit of desire.

My clitoris began to grow and become increasingly bard.

My love button pushed out from under its foreskin.

I was familiar with my pussy by this time in my life.

I had been touching myself down there nightly for years…

Chapter Three

It had been a long time since I had gone to sleep at night without first giving myself an orgasm. But I could tell by the way the ache was growing in my lower belly that the orgasm my stepdad was going to give me was going to make all of the others I had known seem like really small stuff. I could tell right away that being touched by a man was a thousand times better than touching myself. Dad was kissing me in a way that I had never been kissed before. The kiss lasted for a very long tune and we were both breathless with passion by the time it was through.

I could tell that it wouldn't be long before my cunt juices dripped from my pink slit and made a wet spot in the crotch of the white panties I was wearing.

White.

How symbolic.

I hated when my panties got wet that way because it made the material crawl up between my outer labia. My pussy would feel as if it were suffocating in a cloth prison. When that happened I would get a maddening urge to get naked. I guess it didn't make a difference I knew by that time that I was going to be nude with Dad eventually.

Daddy kissed my neck. He flicked his pink tongue in and out of his mouth. Dad licked up and down my jugular vein blissfully. I stretched my neck so he would have easy access to it. He kissed behind my ear and flicked his tongue across my ear-lobe. My stepdad explored the inside of my shell-like ear with his hot tongue and once again I could feel the goosebumps forming all over my tiny body.

Dad pulled his face away from mine. I could see that he was breathing very hard. His fingers shook a little with his nervousness. I was nervous too. It had been a long time for him. It had been never for me.

My stepdad began to unbutton my pajama tops and I helped him when he fumbled. His fingers are long and thick. He had trouble with the small feminine buttons. I opened my shirt so that he could see my tits. I feel I have very nice breasts, Dad seems to like them anyway. They are round and firm and they rest high on my chest. Dad finds that they are perfect handsful. My nipples are large, about the size of silver dollars, and when they become erect with my sexual arousal they can protrude almost a full inch from the tips of my healthy boobs. My tits are perky. They are so perky with their youthfulness, in fact, that the nipples point slightly upward when I am horny. The tops of my breasts are sloped, sort of like a ski-slope for jumping, if you know where I am coming from.

I pulled my top all the way off and stood for a moment.

I hooked my thumbs under my pajamas and my panty elastic.

The crotch of my white panties was starting to creep upward.

I wiggled my round butt from side to side as I hitched them down.

My stepdad gasped aloud as he got his first glimpse of my ass.

The cheeks of my fanny are milky white. I have a perfect peaches and cream complexion, Dad says.

I turned and he looked at my red muff. My pubes grow in a perfect inverted triangle on my mound, with the point just above the top of my pink slit. The hair grows thickly along my outer cunt lips and lightly in between the cheeks of my ass.

I stepped out of my panties.

I stood naked.

"What do you think?"

Chapter Four

"You are beautiful, Julie. I want to smell you. I want to taste you," he said. He was panting very hard. All of the civilized behavior was being sucked from his soul by the acuteness of his long-term horniness. I could see his cock stretching at the crotch of his own pajamas and I couldn't wait for him to get undressed. I had never seen an erect penis before. I had never even seen a picture of one. I, of course, had spent a lot of time imagining what one looked like. My first impression when I looked at Dad's crotch was that I had grossly underestimated how big the aroused male genitalia was supposed to be. I could feel the natural lubrication drooling thickly from my wanton virgin slit down the insides of my thighs. The cunt cream was like hot nectar dripping from a slit in an over-ripe peach. I could smell the scent of my womanhood wafting upward toward my flaring nostrils. My nostrils are oval-shaped and flare wide open whenever I am excited about something. I liked the smell of my pussy. I had often sniffed and even licked at my fingers after hot sessions of climactic masturbation.

"Daddy, you can do to me whatever you like," I said.

I had a throatiness to my voice that I had never heard.

It sounded to me like someone else was speaking the words.

"Get on your back on the rug," Dad said. He did not undress.

I did as he said. I stretched my legs out straight in front of me.

I kept my knees and my ankles close together for a moment.

Then I spread my thighs open to a perfect ninety-degree angle.

Daddy stood so he could get his first look at my slit.

It was the first pussy he had seen in three years. He licked his lips.

I could hear my stepfather making gurgling noises in his throat.

As Dad stood his dick looked ready to tear out the cloth of his pajamas. I could actually see the thick head bobbing and throbbing, and drooling, a large wet stain forming on the front of his pajama bottom.

My stepdad got on his hands and knees at my side so he could play with my tits. He placed both of his hands over my breasts and spread his fingers. He clutched the boobs completely and puckered the milky white flesh with his strong fingertips. He massaged with his hands, positioning his palms so that the pebble-like nipples were pulsating precisely against their centers.

He began to move both of my tits at the same time in slow sensuous circles. First, he pulled them apart and then he pushed them together so that they were flattened at the sides. My handsome, loving stepdad pressed my tits together so firmly that the cleavage between the globes was almost humorously long and deep.

He then released his grip on my breasts so he could give exclusive attention to my nipples for a moment. He rolled his fingertips over my feminine erections and I could feel those rosebuds growing larger and harder.

"Feels so good, Daddy," I said in my throaty voice.

"It will soon feel better," he promised with a smile.

He got each of my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. He began to roll the erections back and forth slowly. My loving stepfather then pinched at the rosebuds lightly.

"Pinch, harder, Daddy, it makes me so hot," I said.

I found it increasingly difficult to keep my ass still.

The lower half of my body was moving involuntarily. I was gyrating my hips in a slow sensuous circle and moaning. I could feel my cunt juice dripping from the base of my cunt. The natural lubrication was rolling down into my ass crack. It wouldn't be long before I made a wet spot on the rug.

I moved the balls of my feet flat to the carpet and raised my knees. I kept my thighs strained apart as far as I could get them. I had my knees pointed at opposite walls of the living room. I could feel my inner and outer cunt lips separating in the process.

He pinched harder at my nipples and then tugged at them. He did it so hard that it hurt a little but I didn't mind. I found that I liked a little pain mixed in with my pleasure. My aroused brain was translating the pain into ripples of joy.

I could feel my cunt flesh crawling as if it had a mind of its own. I could feel my clit growing so large thought it would burst.

My stepdad tugged my rosebuds until the around them was taut. He lifted my firm tits away from their resting places high on my chest. He made my boobs look pointier than usual with his pinching and tugging. He released his grip and lowered his head to my breasts.

I felt my face getting hot and as red as a beet as my stepdad buried his face in my bosom and kissed repeatedly. He showered my tits with tiny peck kisses. Each kiss was a little closer to the nipple than the one before. I could feel his hot moist breath on my right nipple. He parted his lips and stuck out his tongue as far as he could. He placed the tip of his pointy tongue directly on that nipple and began to roll it in a slow circle. He licked across the rosebud with the flat part of his tongue until the entire thing was wet and slippery from the hot saliva he spilled. He then pulled his head back a couple of inches and puckered his lips. He blew cool air onto wet nipples and I shivered so hard that I thought for a second I was trying to wriggle right out of my goosebump-covered skin.

"Suck," I said softly.

He flicked the tip of his tongue over my nipple lightly and quickly, occasionally smacking at the erection with the flat part of his taster.

"Please s-s-suck," I stammered, all breathless and wanton. My horniness was reaching the point of desperation. I had never suspected that such intense sensations were possible. And I knew, as the song goes, that the best was yet to come.

My stepdad wrapped his Lips around my nipple and sucked with a smooth steady draw. He hollowed his cheeks with the vacuum he created in his oral cavity.

Daddy sucked and flicked his tongue across the nipple at the same time. He rubbed his teeth against it and even gave it a couple of love bites before he released and repeated the entire process with the other nipple.

Daddy kissed his way down the flat plain of my belly, which was heaving up and down a bit as I writhed and panted like a savage jungle beast in heat.

I purred.

My throat vibrated.

Daddy moved to his belly on the rug.

He got his head between my thighs.

He kissed from my knees to the sides of my pussy.

He licked and nipped at my hypersensitive inner thigh flesh.

I really thought my clit would explode of come popping right out of its nest at the top of my slit at any second.

I whimpered.

I whined.

My lips pulled back tightly over my pearly white teeth.

"Ahhhh, I'm gonna die!" I screamed. "I'm gonna die!"

I began to toss my head wildly from side to side.

"Yes, baby," he said. "But it will only be a small death."

He moved his hands to the backs of my thighs and opened his fingers. He pushed upward so that my buttocks rolled up off the rug. I could feel pressure on my shoulders and the back of my head. The weight of my body was on the center of my back. My feet were high in the air with the toes curled under gripping at the balls. I had to swallow more frequently than normal to keep from drooling. I could feel Daddy's hot lips on the smooth milky white cheeks of my ass.

My stepdad moved his hands to my buttocks and I clutched myself by the shins to keep my legs up in the air. Dad bit and licked at my buttocks. He kneaded my butt flesh with his strong fingers as if he were a chef preparing unrisen dough for baking.

Dad turned his wrists.

He pointed his fingers inward toward my ass crack.

He pressed his fingertips deeply into the supple flesh.

He then pulled the cheeks of my ass apart very slowly.

He didn't stop until they were as far apart as they could go. The skin in the crack was pulled taut. He opened me as if he were parting the sections of a ripe fruit. Daddy got his head very low. The crack of my ass was well lubricated from the natural lubrication that had drooled from the bottom of my pink swollen pussy.

My stepdad placed the tip of his tongue on the top of my ass track winch was closest to the carpet. He flicked back and forth and lifted his head so that his tongue was ever-closer to my asshole. At that point, I could feel a tingling start in my rectum. In a couple of seconds, my anus was on fire. I had never given much thought to anal intercourse, but I was starting to think that I might be the kind of woman who would enjoy her man's cock inside all three of her holes. Of course, I gave little consideration to the pain involved in such buggery, and was reacting solely to the desire my asshole felt at that moment for my stepdad's curious and bold tongue. He finally got the tip of his hot taster on my asshole and I could feel the muscles in my thighs tensing involuntarily. I began to open and close my knees very rapidly as if I were fanning the fire in my crotch. Dad made a low humming noise as he rimmed my asshole, letting me know how much he enjoyed my taste and smell. He traced a circle around my sphincter muscle, which was no doubt throbbing visibly, with the tip of his tongue and then licked across the anus with the flat part of his tongue until all of the delicious anal flavor had been licked away. He made his tongue stiff and pointy. He placed the tip snug to my tight asshole and began to push. I could hear myself making a series of sharp coughing, grunting noises as he began to push his tongue up my asshole. The sounds completely emptied my lungs of air. I stretched my arms out to my sides and turned my wrists so that my palms were flat on the carpet. I bent at the knuckles and clutched the pile. I gripped the thick shag rug so hard as he ass-fucked me orally that all of my knuckles turned white. I was clenching my back teeth together so hard that my jaw ached a little and the muscles at the sides of my face were protruding. My eyes were closed tightly. My long eyelashes were pinned against my high cheekbones and the lids were wrinkled. My nose was moving up and down like a bunny's. I had never been so damned excited, or unsure of what was to come next. The anticipation was undeniably delicious!

Chapter Four

Daddy pushed his tongue so deep in my asshole that he cleared the tight tube of muscle at the mouth of my rectum and began to lick at the softer tissues of my bowels.

He wiggled his tongue.

He worked it in and out.

He fucked me with it.

Then he pulled it out.

I could tell that the tongue was neither long enough nor thick enough to satisfy the anal cravings I was experiencing deep in my bowels.

That was a job for my Daddy's humongous tool of manhood.

Maybe later.

Daddy allowed me to lower my feet back to the rug.

I settled on my ass. My anus was buzzing like I could never have dreamed. I had never even messed with myself there when I was masturbating. Daddy had a magic tongue, there was no doubt about that.

My stepdad decided to spend the rest of his eating time working exclusively on my pussy. He placed the tip of his tongue on the inch-long patch membrane in between my asshole and the bottom of my pussy. The natural lubrication was gathered there thickly. He licked happily and again let out a humming sound of appreciation, to let me know how much he loved his daughter's vaginal taste!

He ran his tongue up to the base of my cunt and moved his fingers to my thoroughly engorged outer lips.

He pressed against those lips snugly and tugged them apart very slowly, not stopping until he made my seething honey pot look like a slab of raw meat.

Then he flicked his tongue up and down the outer cunt lips. He licked at the sides of my clit but never touched it. He was going to save the love button for last, I could tell. I knew that Dad was going to be patient in his oral manners. He was going to bring me to orgasm as slowly as possible. He knew the intensity of my climax would be enhanced by his teasing.

Daddy flicked his tongue across my pussy.

He licked all around the mouth of my fuck hole and then worked the tip of his curious taster in between those lips. I could feel him massaging my urethra. He was an expert. He knew just what to do to maximize my pleasure. It was clear that he knew his way around a pussy. I imagined the pleasure that Mom must have had before she died being eaten by this extraordinary man.

He made his tongue stiff and pointy and tried to plunge his tongue deep into my juicy cunt, but he didn't get very far. He quickly found my cherry and withdrew.

I was on the brink.

I was sitting at the edge of the cliff, ready to tip over. I was ready to be launched into a new dimension of pleasure.

Daddy's tongue was taking the first steps in turning me into a woman.

The handsome man placed his fingertip at the very top of my slit, a fraction of an inch above my clit. He pressed against my love button's foreskin, the semi-circle of flesh that usually all but covered the center of my womanly pleasure. He pushed upward and peeled the flesh away so the entire clit was exposed and vulnerable to my stepdad's oral caress.

My clit felt as hard as a marble as it quivered in front of his face. I could feel the sticks of TNT getting ready to go off in that ball of fiery flesh.

He could tell that I was not in the mood to be teased. He could tell that I needed this. That I had been longing for this. Wanting this. For so damned long.

All of the muscles in my body were tensed and trembling. My senses of time and space were beginning to distort.

Everything seemed to take a lot longer than it probably did.

Dad placed the tip of his tongue directly on my clit, but pulled it away before my come could start. A lightning bolt of physical pleasure shot up the length of my suddenly arched backbone to my brain.

I couldn't help but buck.

I thrust upward with my loins.

I almost smacked my stepdad's nose with my hard pubic bone.

Daddy wrapped his strong arms around my slim upper thighs.

He placed his hands on my lower belly and pinned my ass to the rug.

He wasn't about to have his nose busted while giving me head.

Dad dabbed at my clit again.

Again I jerked.

His clitoral caresses were as short and light as he could make them, yet the sensation was amplified about a zillion times from the acuteness of my virginal arousal.

I begged.

"Please, Daddy."

He blew cool air on my love button.

"Make me come, Daddy."

My stepdad smiled, paused, and then put his tongue on the center of my womanly pleasure for keeps. He began to roll my love button around in a slow sexy circle like he was rolling a glass marble around in a sea of boiling oil. It didn't take long for the explosions to start, and just as I had anticipated, they were a thousand times more spectacular than anything I had ever felt before. And that was saying something, because I have had more than my share of hot masturbatory sessions in my day, both before and after I began having sex with my stepdad.

"CUH-CYH-COMING!" I screamed.

My voice was high-pitched. The tenseness in my throat muscles was squeezing at my vocal cords. The pleasure was incredible.

"CCCOOOMMMIIINNNGGG!" I hollered at the top of my lungs. I let out a wail that was so high in pitch that only wandering dogs in the neighborhood might have been able to hear it.

I could feel the ultimate physical pleasure spreading slowly outward from my convulsing clit.

The joy soon filled my vulva, and I could feel the natural lubrication practically gushing from the slit. I could tell that I was squirting some fluid from my urethra onto Dad's lower lip, which rolled onto his chin. I knew that my stepdad's face was going to be all wet and shiny with my pussy juices by the time he finished eating me.

He began by licking at my clit very slowly and gently, but he could soon tell I needed greater stimulation.

He had to hold onto my lower body very tightly to keep me from flopping right over with my muscle jerking.

I could feel the pleasure spreading in ever-growing concentric circles, like ripples on a smooth pond. I knew that those ripples weren't going to stop spreading until the joy of my climax had filled me completely. I could feel a ball of fire forming at the base of my skull, like a comet, and I let out another shriek.

The orgasm burst into my already reeling brain and I felt as if I were spiraling upward toward the ceiling.

I actually felt as if I were adrift in mid-air there for a couple of seconds as my orgasmic bliss peaked.

I lost all perception of time and space. I felt as if I were journeying into a land where there was no time nor space. To a zone where there was only sensation. I could see brilliant balls of fiery light flashing in many colors on the insides of my tightly clenched eyelids. My back teeth came unclenched and my mouth fell gaping open. Tears of joy welled in my eyes. All of my skin became red with my orgasmic flush and I was slick from the hot perspiration of exertion that had oozed from all of my pores. The orgasm seemed as if it were going to go on forever... and ever....

Just when I thought the power of the spasms was bound to die down, Daddy did something I hadn't expected…

Chapter Five

The handsome man wrapped his full sensuous lips around my love button and the surrounding flesh. He began to suck at the center of my womanly pleasure, hollowing his whiskered cheeks a bit in the process.

I wondered at that moment if it were possible for a virgin like me to pass out from pure pleasure.

The room was spinning wildly and I felt more as if I were in a dream than in the real physical world.

The pleasure was so physical that it was spiritual.

That may seem hard to believe, I don't know.

Maybe everybody in the world thinks that was about sex.

How the hell should I know? I'm just an inexperienced virgin.

I have no idea how long the climax actually lasted.

I suppose that it must have been a matter of seconds.

It seemed like almost an hour in my warped mind.

But all good things have to come to an end, I suppose.

And the same is true of even the best of orgasms, right?

The come ended inevitably as rapidly as it had begun.

All of my muscles relaxed at the same time and I collapsed.

The spasms stopped and I could feel the ecstasy of my sexual release being replaced by the beautiful warmth of my post-orgasmic afterglow.

I lay still.

I struggled to catch my breath.

My breasts heaved up and down as I sucked fresh air.

My stepdad pulled his face away from my pussy immediately once my climax ended, knowing that my clit was too sensitive to be touched just then. The condition was temporary of course.

My body was soaked with sweat. My heart was still racing.

My nipples were still straining toward the ceiling of the living room.

Dad pulled his face out from between my thighs and rested his strong whiskered chin in the center of my pubic patch. He looked at me between my breasts and smiled cheerfully. I could tell by his facial expression that he was pleased with himself for giving me such superb enjoyment.

"How was that?"

"Wonderful, Dad."

"Tell me."

"Better than anything I could have imagined." I giggled at him.

"What's so funny, huh? What about it?"

"It's all wet and shiny."

"And whose fault is that?"

"I take full responsibility."

Dad began to wipe his face on the back of his huge hand. But I stopped him with gentle fingertips on his inner wrist. "Let me lick you clean," I said. "Get on your back."

I rolled my stepdad over on his back. It seemed only fair to return the favor. I wanted to make him come in my mouth.

I licked his face clean.

I lapped eagerly with the flat part of my uncoated tongue.

This turned naturally into a soulful kiss that lasted a long time.

I opened up my stepdad's pajama top and pulled it off. He helped. I ran my fingertips through the thick rug of salt and pepper fur that covered his chest and belly. I rolled my fingertips over his nipples and loved the moaning sound that Daddy made in the back of his throat. I kissed and licked and bit at his strong neck for a while. I realized that Dad's tiny male nipples were just as sensitive as my own. I had always wondered why males had nipples in the first place. They didn't seem to have any purpose. I figured if they were an erogenous zone that was reason enough for their existence. I had to get a look at his cock. I had waited long enough. I got on my knees down by his hips and worked my fingers under the tops of his pajama bottoms. He obediently lifted his hips by pressing down with the balls of his huge feet. I tugged down his boxers and I thought my eyeballs were going to come popping right out of my sockets. I couldn't breathe for a second. I think my heart skipped a beat.

He was huge.

Humongous.

My stepfather's prick had to be eight or nine inches long! Unbelievable. I don't know if that is normal or not, but it seemed big to me. It was certainly a hell of a lot bigger than anything I had envisioned in my sexual fantasies while touching myself in an impure manner.

I could see that his cock was thickest at the head. I tried to imagine my pussy opening far enough to take that rod and I failed. I figured that Daddy would tear me apart and make me bleed of internal injuries if he tried to plow into my virgin slit with that pole. The head was shaped like a mushroom. It was a deep purple color. The head was obviously thoroughly engorged with the blood of Dad's acute hominess. The skin that covered the head of his dick was stretched smooth and tight as a drum-skin. His swollen cockhead looked as if it would explode if another drop of blood tried to pump its way inside. I found myself looking at the little piss hole in the center of his spear. I was surprised that his urethra had little lips on either side of it making it look like a nether mouth. At that moment the hole was opening and closing with the tiny spasms Dad was experiencing there so the hole looked as if it were trying in vain to speak.

The shaft of his cock was not quite as thick as the head.

The stem of the prick was a slightly lighter shade of purple.

But it was just as hard, as hard as pure granite.

His cock flopped flat on his belly and bounced up and down.

The tip of his lance rested several inches above his navel.

Although his hair was too thick to actually see his bellybutton.

The cock had dilated blue veins running up and down the underside.

Those veins protruded from the surface making the stem look gnarled.

His cock looked craggy, as if it were a manifestation of ire.

It looked more like an angry weapon than a tool of love-making. I looked at the sack below his cock that held his balls.

The sack was obviously filled to the brim with his come.

I wondered how long it had been since he had shot his wad.

I couldn't picture him masturbating, but I knew he must have.

I could see that his testicles were badly swollen.

They rested heavy like golf balls at the base of his scrotum.

His scrotal sack, like his cock, was bigger than I figured.

I could see that it was too big to be held in my palm.

And that was no matter how far apart I spread my fingers.

I guess that Dad could sense that I was frightened by my first vision of his pulsating lance. He sat up and began to stroke my temples lightly.

"It's okay," he said.

"But it is so big," I said. "And I am so tight!"

"You are a lot more elastic than you think," he exclaimed.

"But won't it hurt when you stick it in me?" I asked, concerned.

"Yes, Julie, it will, it will hurt some," my stepfather told me. "I'm not going to lie."

"It scares me when I think about it," I admitted, wondering how much of my fear was just because it was my first time, or because I was a virgin.

I could feel a cold sweat, a fear sweat, forming under my arms.

"The pain will only last for a little while," he said.

"And what happens when the pain goes away, Dad?" I wanted to know.

"Then begins a lifetime of womanly pleasure," he replied.

I took a deep breath, beginning to relax. "Oh Dad, you always know the right thing to say," I said, somewhat relieved.

"Are you going to give your old man's cock some kisses?"

"Uh huh. I want you to come in my mouth," I told him.

"That's a good idea," my stepdad said stroking my cheeks.

"How come, other than it will feel good?" I wanted to know.

"Because then I will be able to fuck longer when I get hard again."

"Oh good," I said excitedly.

"You want your first fuck to last for hours, don't you, darling?"

"Forever." I looked at his handsome face. "I know that it will be even better than when you licked me."

"I hope you are right, sweetheart. I hope you are right."

There was a note of worry in my stepfather's voice, I heard.

Chapter Six

Daddy opened his legs and propped myself up on my elbows between his thighs so I could pleasure him with my mouth. His thighs are very muscular. I think one of his thighs is bigger around than my waist. I swear.

I kissed my way to his balls and began to lick at the base of the sack. He began to gyrate his hips. I pushed my fingers in between the carpet and the base of his balls delicately and lifted his nuts slowly. I bobbed his swollen testicles up and down on my slightly bent fingers for a moment or two and he groaned.

I must have looked as if I were trying to determine the weight of his glands of masculinity as I fondled.

I lifted the scrotum far enough to get my tongue underneath it so I could lick at the hypersensitive patch of skin between his nuts and his asshole. I thought about rimming him, but I would have had to pry away all the hair with my tongue first. I licked at his scrotum with the flat part of my tongue until the entire thing was drenched with my drooling saliva. My saliva gland was still going berserk. It would have been an understatement to say that my mouth was watering with the taste of my stepfather's balls. My taste buds were actually tingling and felt as erect as either my nipples or my clit.

"Suck my balls," Daddy said.

His voice was desperate.

Wanton.

Breathless.

He spit out the words like three watermelon seeds.

His hips moved in a fast circle as I parted my lips.

I concentrated on making my mouth cottony soft.

I knew how easily I could hurt those glands if I weren't careful.

The last thing I wanted to do was cause my stepfather pain after how wonderful he had just been with me.

I wrapped my curled lips around his right nut and began to suck. I could hear Daddy's breaths getting shorter and closer together. He was letting out a quick moan of pleasure with each of his rapid exhales. I sucked his balls for a long time and then placed the pointy tip of my tongue on the underside of his cock near the base. I began to flick back and forth very lightly and very quickly. I looked at the longest of the dilated blue veins that lined the craggy underside of his penis and decided to use it, like a line on a road map, to determine my tongue's route. I began to move my head and shoulders and my flicking tongue got ever closer to the head of his rod. I paused at a fleshy patch just below the head of his cock because Dad jerked when I first licked there and I could tell it was especially sensitive. You know the spot. Below where the head splits to make it look like a ripe plum. I ran the tip of my tongue right up that split until I was using the sides of my tongue to caress the swollen lips on either side of his opening and closing urethra. I worked my fingers in between the shaft of his cock and his hairy belly with my palm turned upward toward the ceiling of the living room. I bent my fingers slightly and formed a cradle for his shaft. I could see that my dainty fingers would have to strain to make it all the way around the shaft of his awesome spear, which will give you an idea of the kind of girth that log has!

I lifted his cock tip until it was pointing at twelve o'clock. I made an open fist around the base of his prick. I used my left hand to clutch as much of his full scrotal sack as I could with my fingers parted as far as I could get them. I playfully flicked my tongue tip across his piss hole and he began to bounce up and down on the tight cheeks of his ass as the muscles in his thighs tensed with the extent of his arousal. I could tell that I wasn't going to have to suck Dad's cock for very long before he would serve me with a hot meal. He was very close to blowing his top. I wasn't afraid of swallowing his come at all. I figured that anything that came out of Daddy's log would have to be as sweet as honey. Besides, I had read that a man's cum was almost one hundred percent protein, and was actually very good for a person to drink. The problem was going to be getting the huge head of his cock far enough inside my mouth to suck. It was going to be a tight fit. As you can see, my mouth is not very large. I knew that I was going to have to keep my lips curled over my teeth as I sucked so I wouldn't bite him by mistake and break the mood.

I concentrated on relaxing the muscles at the sides of my face and breathing exclusively through my nose.

I moved so that my head was directly above the tip of his cock.

I dropped my jaw.

My mouth fell open.

Gaping.

The skin at the corners of my mouth was pulled very tight.

My jaw felt like it was going to lock in the open position.

My nostrils flared wildly and I made snorting noises.

I plunged down with my head.

I took his cockhead.

The corners of my mouth were stretched even more.

I managed to wrap my lips around the ring of scar tissue at the base of his cockhead and I kept my tongue as busy as I could. I immediately began to suck hard, drawing in my cheeks and making wet sloppy sounds.

He moaned his loudest moan so far.

I realized that my stepdad wasn't going to be satisfied with having just the head of his cock sucked by his stepdaughter.

Oh no.

Daddy was used to the best.

He wanted me to offer my throat as well as my mouth. He wanted me to take all of his cock into my oral cavity.

I was compulsive.

I tried to relax the muscles in my gullet as much as I could.

I straightened my neck so the complete violation of my throat would be more comfortable for both of us.

I pushed down with my head.

His huge cock head worked into my throat.

I gagged painfully and my eyes filled with tears. But I kept pushing. My lips crept down the shaft of his throbbing cock toward the base.

"You don't have to do that..." my stepdad started to say, but his pleasure overtook him as he felt the gagging of my throat blissfully squeeze at his cock head.

I couldn't believe how filled with cock meat my throat was. I had taken him all. My nose was buried in the thick patch of pubic hair at the base of his stalk, making it even more difficult to breathe. I pulled back up very slowly, using my throat muscles to maximize Dad's pleasure.

I worked his cock in and out of his throat smoothly and steadily.

I pulled up so that only his cock head was in my mouth.

Then I pushed back down until once again I gripped him at the hilt.

This wasn't just a blow job.

Daddy was fucking my face!

All of his muscles stiffened.

His cock got even thicker and harder, although I wouldn't have thought that possible if I hadn't felt it for myself. He bucked wildly. I knew that I didn't have long to wait before he spewed his load. I pulled up so that my lips were clutching very hard at the ring of scar tissue at the base of his cockhead.

I didn't want him to come with his cock down my throat. That way the semen would miss my tongue and I wouldn't be able to savor the masculine flavor of that slippery seed, which was one of the parts of the oral sex act I had been looking forward to the most.

He began to grunt like a wild animal.

"CC-C-COOOOMMMIINNGG!" Daddy called out.

I guess I could have figured that part out for myself.

Suddenly the piss hole dilated and his cock spewed.

My mouth was filled completely with his sperm and I puffed out my cheeks. I began to swallow as hard as I could in a vain attempt to keep all of my stepdad's silver seed inside my mouth. There was a lot more cum than I thought there was going to be. The fuck juice was also hotter than I had anticipated and for a moment I thought that my cheeks and my tongue were being scalded by the thick spunk. Of course, it was only warm, but my inexperience had made me believe otherwise. I could feel the rich goo rolling out from the stretched corners of my mouth heading for my chin to cool.

The come was thick and salty-sweet, I noticed, as it rolled down my working gullet toward a warm spot that was forming in the pit of my stomach.

I wasn't going to stop sucking until all of his cum was sucked out.

I pumped his balls.

I pumped once for every beat of his racing heart.

I simulated my stepdad's natural throbbing in this manner.

I also pumped up and down on the shaft of his dick with my fist.

I milked him.

I wanted to suck his scrotum dry. I wanted him to be able to fuck me forever before getting the urge to shoot his load again.

His come was over.

Most of the fuck juice was on my belly, though some was on my face, my hand and Daddy's dick. His cock immediately lost its urgent rigidity.

I pulled my mouth off of his deflating cockhead and closed my mouth.

My jaw felt as if it were badly in need of oil. Rusty. Almost sore from being stretched open for so long. It felt like years since I had last closed my mouth.

I pumped his cock a couple of times and saw a bead of post-orgasmic fluid form at his piss hole.

I licked this away with a single swipe of my slightly curled tongue tip and my stepdad sighed with his glow.

He was flat on the floor and his chest was still heaving up and down as he struggled to catch his breath. He was wet from sweat just as I had been after I came. My throat wasn't sore at all, in spite of the way I had ravaged myself.

I licked the head of his cock clean and then the shaft.

I released my grip on the shaft of his cock and his balls.

His dick slouched onto the inside of his thick thigh.

"Are you sure you never did that before?" my stepdad asked me.

I laughed, pleased. "Honest," I said.

"You do it like an expert."

"It must be beginner's luck," I exclaimed modestly.

"I think you are just a natural lover, Julie." My stepfather was sincere. He was always honest, genuine. It was just his way.

"That's the nicest thing anyone ever said to me," I said, surprised at how grown up I sounded. Had I really changed that much in such a short time? Last night I was just a naive, eighteen-year-old virgin itching to lose her virginity, and this morning I was getting my wish and becoming a woman.

"It's true."

"Thank you very much, Dad," I said. I crawled up on top of him so we could kiss on the lips. Once again we rolled our tongues together and enjoyed a lingering wet kiss…

Chapter Seven

"I'll be hard again soon," Daddy said.

"Uh huh," I said, feeling him begin to press against me. I cleared my throat. "I hope it won't be too long."

"Sweetheart," my stepdad said, "you're so damned sexy I'm about ready to go again right now!"

I grinned, just what I wanted to hear.

We stood up and kissed again. I had to get up on my tiptoes and my stepdad had to stoop over. I intertwined my fingers at the back of his strong neck and he put the palms of his hands on the small of my back.

"Let's go up to the bedroom," Dad said when the kiss was over.

I was surprised at what he'd just said, but I liked the sound of it. I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted him to fuck me long... and hard... and deep... in his bed.

I could feel my erect nipples throbbing against his hairy chest. I pushed forward a little harder so that my tits were flat against him.

He ground forward with his loins and I could feel his prick on my abdomen, still a bit flaccid but not entirely; he was becoming semi-erect. Daddy slid his hands downward until he was clutching securely at my milky white ass cheeks.

He kneaded my ass flesh.

Dad took my hand in his big, powerful grip and gave it a little squeeze.

He led me to the foot of the staircase. I remembered watching him come down those same stairs earlier in the morning. It hadn't been that long, but it seemed to me as if a lifetime had passed.

He took me up to the master bedroom and we got on the bed together. My stepdad shut the door securely behind us even though there was no one else in the house. I guess it made him feel more secure.

Dad rolled over on his back and I began to stroke his thighs. I moved the tips of my fingers to the base of his huge wrinkled scrotal sack so I could tickle him lightly there. I cupped his balls in my palm with my fingers spread apart and I heard him moan. I could actually feel his testicles beginning to swell, and I could tell that the ache was returning there. Daddy's cock began to grow. I could see that the head of his prick was becoming engorged before the rest of the shaft; I clutched his balls securely and pumped them regularly, imitating his natural throbbing. I released my grip on his balls and moved my hand to his cock, which was visibly larger and harder by this time. I lifted the head of his dick from the inside of his muscular thigh with my right thumb and forefinger and moved his penis to the flat, hard plain of his belly so that it could grow to be a full-fledged boner with increased comfort. I arched my fingers and ran the tips up and down the underside of his cock, all the way from the base to the tip. I could see that the blue veins along the underside of his shaft were once again swelling and becoming dilated so that his dick was regaining its craggy appearance. I stroked him gently until he was as hard as a rock.

"Now, Dad?"

"Yes, sweetheart."

"What position should I get in?"

"Get on your hands and knees so I can take you from behind."

Daddy wanted to fuck me doggy-style. That was okay by me.

I didn't really give a shit what position we did it in.

As long as his cock got inside my pussy it would be just fine.

I sprawled on my belly and folded my hands beneath my cheek.

I pressed my loins against Dad's bedspread for a moment and gyrated my hips, making a gurgling noise in the back of my throat from my growing lust. My stepdad straddled my ass.

He massaged my shoulders and the back of my neck firmly.

I could feel all of my anxieties vaporizing with his touch.

I no longer feared the pain of having my precious cherry popped.

Daddy rubbed his way down my spine toward my sweet ass cheeks.

He pressed on each of the little bumps in my slightly arched backbone.

I propped myself up on my elbows with my forearms and palms flat on the bed.

I lifted my head and groaned deeply as he touched my buttocks.

Daddy pulled the cheeks of my ass as far apart as he could with his left hand as he ran the middle finger of his right up and down the sensitive skin in the crack of my tender butt. He massaged my asshole for a second and moved his finger down to the base of my pussy. I squirmed a little more beneath his caress. I pulled my knees up under my body. I kept my head low. My chin was only a fraction of an inch from the bedspread. I crossed my wrists just below my chin, still supporting the weight of my upper body on my elbows. I arched my back as sharply as I could and raised my ass up in the air. I had my knees so far apart on the bed that the cheeks of my ass and the lips of my pussy parted a bit in the process. As I lifted my ass a little higher I knew that a deliciously feminine curve was forming at the small of my back. Daddy knelt behind me. His cock was sticking straight out in front of his loins, standing at attention, and I could feel the tip throbbing against my right ass cheek for a moment. Once again I found myself thinking of anal intercourse, and I wondered if Dad would have enough spunk to fuck me there after my cherry popping was through. I hoped so. Of course, I knew that it would be no tragedy if Dad were too pooped to pop after he fucked me. I figured that he and I had a lifetime together. I knew that I would never have to worry about finding a boyfriend. I would always have my stepdad to give me all of the hot sex action I could possibly need. I wondered if I would always feel this way, after all, I was eighteen, an adult now, and a whole new world was opening up to me. I couldn't imagine feeling any other way than I did right now, but still... I wasn't sure... I kept thinking how differently I already in such a short time....

Dad used his hand to guide his cock head to my pussy slit.

For a moment I could feel his piss hole rubbing my love button.

This felt very good, but there was no way he could make me come in this way.

My clit's role as center of my womanly pleasure had been usurped.

I could feel a new magic spot forming, deep inside my cunt. It was a delicious sensation that was slowly increasing... becoming more intense... and the anticipation of feeling it intensify was part of the pleasure.

Soon there was a ball of craving fire near my dimpled cervix.

I could tell that something wonderful was going to happen when Dad rammed the rock-hard head of his cock against that new focal point of yearning close to the mouth of my womb. I could tell that he was going to make me come with that first violation of my virgin vagina in a way I had never come before.

Dad slid the tip of his cock up and down my pussy slit slowly. I found it damn near impossible to keep my ass still. I was wagging as if I were a happy puppy with a long tail. Daddy lubricated the head of his cock with the plethora of cunt juice that was flowing from my cunt. My pussy was so wet with my natural lubrication that it was saturated and overflowing. I could feel my pussy juices rolling hotly and thickly down my grossly parted inner thighs, making the milky white skin there all wet and shiny.

My stepdad moved the head of his cock to the base of my slit, which was on top when I was on my hands and knees.

The force of gravity was in favor of my breasts in that position.

My boobs looked even larger than they do usually.

My nipples were burning and hard, protruding from the tips.

My nipples were brushing against the bedspread as I rocked.

Daddy adjusted his hips so the shaft of his cock would be at the appropriate angle for deep penetration.

"Are you ready, baby?" Daddy asked me in a tight voice.

"I don't want your cock," I told him, my words almost inaudible moans. "I need your cock!"

Chapter Eight

He tensed and began to push forward with his hips. I know that his ass gets very tight when he is fucking. He tenses the muscles in his ass cheeks and presses his buttocks together so firmly that the world's strongest man would not be able to pry them apart with a crowbar.

I could feel the pressure increasing on my inner cunt lips, but for a long time, nothing seemed to happen. I wasn't opening up for him. I thought that we had both bitten off a little more than we could chew. Once the penetration began it all happened rather suddenly.

The head of his cock moved in me before I was mentally prepared.

My inner labia were stretched further open than they had ever been.

The flesh was taut, stretched.

I swear I would have torn had he been a millimeter thicker.

I could feel the tip of his cock pressing against my maidenhead.

My stepdad didn't stop pushing forward at any second. His exertion was smooth and steady. Then he stabbed very hard and I could hear a tearing sound between my legs. I heard myself let out a sharp cry of pain and I felt as if I had just been stabbed in the cunt with a red hot poker. The pain rifled up to my brain and my mouth fell open. My lips quivered and I drooled a little on the back of my wrist. I could feel something warm and sticky mixing with my natural lubrication inside my saturated pussy, and in a moment of raw horror, I realized that this was my own blood I was feeling.

I was no longer a virgin, that much was for sure.

Daddy had used the head of his cock to make me a woman.

He had popped my cherry like a cork out of a champagne bottle.

Even though the major obstacle between Dad and complete penetration had been torn away brutally, it would still be no easy task to get the entire length of his cock inside me.

Being a virgin, my pussy was all tight and closed and my stepdad had to pry it gaping open using only the tip of his awesome tool of manhood.

I was extremely pleased to find that the sharpest pain from my cherry-popping only lasted a matter of seconds. I found that the ache blended perfectly with the ache of desire I was feeling. I could tell that Dad had been right about the elasticity of my cunt flesh.

I could feel the tip of his cock moving deeper into my pussy a fraction of an inch at a time, getting ever closer to the magic spot deep inside.

I could tell that the worst was over. Just as my stepdad had said, I had nothing but a lifetime of womanly pleasure to look forward to at that point.

Daddy pulled his lips back tightly over his teeth. His face was half in a smile and half in a grimace as he shoved downward with his loins.

His eyes were opened only into slits, and his face had turned as red as a beet. I could see beads of sweat forming a straight line across his brow.

Daddy let out a loud grunt that completely emptied his lungs of air and drove the tip of his spear into me hard. He hit the magic spot at the mouth of my womb.

Just as I had figured, I immediately burst into an orgasm that was different from anything I had ever known before. My very first deep-vaginal climax.

I found that it was shorter and sharper than the clitoral comes I had known, but it was just as fulfilling, as the ripples of joy spread to fill me completely.

I screamed bloody murder as I came. I could feel muscles at the sides of my vulva relaxing so the rapidity of the violation was increased.

Daddy was beginning to touch me in places that I didn't even know I had, places I would have sworn up and down couldn't be touched from the outside. The tip of his massive dick was pressing against the back wall of my pussy and I knew instinctively that there were several inches left to enter. I could tell that Daddy was going to stretch the moist, pink, swollen walls of my seething vagina to full capacity, both length-wise and width-wise. I was going to be filled to the brim with his cock meat.

I would be impaled.

He was going to drive to my core. He found the center of my womanly being with his urgent penis. He made me feel like a colorful butterfly on a pin on display under glass. He managed to get the entire length of his dick inside my belly, but it seemed to take forever.

I could feel my stepdad's pubic patch tickling at my ass crack, and I could feel his masculine loins pressed snugly against my quivering buttocks.

I thought that Daddy would start his fuck motion right away, but instead, he kept pushing forward with his lower torso, giving the illusion of sinking even deeper into my pussy. He gyrated his hips.

Daddy stretched the inner walls of my cunt in every possible direction with that circular motion. I could tell that the blood from my recently opened wound was trickling over my clit and into the red patch of pubic hair above my damp slit.

"FUCK ME, DADDY! I CAN'T STAND IT ANYMORE! PLEASE FUCK ME!" I screamed at the top of my lungs in a high-pitched voice.

My stepdad was teasing me. He bent forward at the waist and kissed the nape of my neck lightly with puckered lips. The kiss rang loud in my ears with its smacking noise. Then Dad once again straightened his back. He threw back his shoulders. I strained my neck so that I could look back at him. Our eyes met for a moment. He could see the urgency in my face. He began to fuck. Daddy pulled his dick out of my cunt just as slowly as he had pushed it in. He didn't stop withdrawing until only the tip of his dick was inside me, keeping the inner labia parted. He took a deep breath that completely filled his lungs and paused. Then he made a grunting sound that let all of the air out in a burst and stabbed forward with the lower half of his body as hard as he could, driving the entire length of his humongous dick into my pussy in one fell swoop. I let out a grunt and felt great pressure behind my eyes. For a moment I thought my eyeballs were going to come popping right out of their bone sockets. I had no idea that my pussy could go from empty to full so quickly, and I have to admit that I was more astonished than hurt by the suddenly stabbing of my inner cunt. Daddy began to fuck me with a smooth steady motion. He continued to move his hips from side to side a little as he plowed, which gracefully enhanced the superb pleasure I was experiencing. His cock was thick enough so that the underside of the shaft was rubbing directly against my clit. As he fucked the love button was battered blissfully. I could tell that he wasn't going to have to fuck me for long before I would have my second sexual release of the stepfather/stepdaughter coupling.

"FUCK ME HARDER! OH GOD! DADDY!" I screamed. "FUCK ME HARDER!"

My stepdad steadily picked up the pace of his hip movements as he went along.

I could feel my inner lips being pulled and pushed by his motion.

I decided that the vaginal come was superior to the clitoral come.

This was because the fuck was going to make me come repeatedly. Not once or twice, but more times than I could possibly could, or would ever want to.

Daddy had his hands at the sides of my hips and he was gripping me so hard that his fingertips dug into my flesh, and I imagined his knuckles turning white. I could hear his panting getting worse by the second. My breaths were very short and close together as well. I was once again drenched with the steamy perspiration of my sexual exertion.

"MAKE IT HURT! PUH-LEASE MAKE IT HURT!" I begged. "MAKE ME FEEL PLEASURE AND PAIN! NOW!"

I don't think I even knew what I was saying. But, then again, I must have, or else I wouldn't remember what my words were. I remember thinking that it didn't sound like me at all screaming those sexy words. I had changed into another person. A new me was emerging... just as I'd imagined... as Daddy rammed his cock into my dripping cunt harder and harder.

I came again.

Then again.

I snapped orgasms off in quick succession for him.

It was incredible.

I could feel the muscles on the inside of my pussy working. I squeezed and tugged him each time he withdrew with his cock. I sucked his cock with my cunt. I wanted to suck him dry again. I wanted to make sure that he enjoyed fucking my pussy just as much as he had fucking my face earlier.

He released his grip from the sides of my hips.

Daddy slid his palms flat across my soft loins underbelly. Without missing a beat, Daddy cupped my huge breasts. My tits felt like they were swollen to twice normal size. I felt like I was ninety percent cunt and ten percent tits.

I could feel Daddy's balls slapping the cheeks of my ass.

That contact made beat out our rhythm.

I let out a deep groan of pleasure each time he rammed deep in my pussy.

My twat felt used.

Filled.

Wonderful!

My deep groans turned into squeals of pleasure when I came.

And I came often.

It got to the point where I was having difficulty telling, my orgasms apart. They were running together so that they felt like one gigantic come.

"I CAN'T STOP COMING, DADDY!" I wailed. My face was contorting. I realized at that moment that my lust was insatiable. There was no limit to the number of orgasms I could have. I wasn't going to stop coming until Daddy ended the act with the spilling of his slippery seed.

I could tell that my stepdad was approaching his climax. He picked up the pace of the fuck rapidly until he was plowing my pussy as hard and fast as he could. I guess it was a good thing that the inside of my cunt was so plentifully lubricated, or else he would have surely blistered my inner pussy with the friction he was creating.

His moans and groans were coming with each of his rapid exhales, and each moan was a little louder and higher in pitch than the one before it. I knew that Dad was right on the edge so I worked the muscles inside my cunt to tug and squeeze at his dick stem even harder than before.

Daddy was to later tell me that the inside of my cunt felt as if it were filled with a million magic fingers that had all been there especially to enhance his orgasmic pleasure. Daddy also informed later me that I had the most talented cunt he had ever fucked, and you had better believe that that filled me with a deep pride. I was so satisfied with the knowledge of my full-fledged womanhood that I could taste it.

I swear.

No shit.

Then Daddy rammed his cock all the way into my cunt.

I could feel the shaft getting thicker and harder.

Daddy had his palms cupped over my tits. I could feel my nipples throbbing against the centers of his palms. He had his fingers wide apart so he could clutch and fondle my breast flesh completely during his savage release. I could feel his cock spasming.

Convulsing.

All of his muscles tensed.

He arched his back sharply so that his loins were out in front of the rest of his body and flung his head back so that he was facing the ceiling of the bedroom.

But he couldn't see the ceiling.

His eyes were clenched so tight that his lids were wrinkled and deep lines had formed at their corners, stretching toward the throbbing veins in his temples.

He filled me with his semen.

At that moment I snapped off my last come of the fuck.

My best come.

My most intense climax by far. That was because we were coming simultaneously, and that is a sign of good love-making no matter who's scorecard you are looking at.

Being a romantic at heart I suppose, I thought that there was only one orgasm, and that my handsome stepfather and I were sharing it for a few seconds.

We screamed together.

We sang a duet in homage of the ecstasy we shared.

I could feel Daddy's cock losing its rigidity quickly. He softened inside me, giving me a chance to relax. His cock throbbed hard as the blood pumped out of the shaft.

He loosened his grip on my tits but kept his hands there.

I could feel my bliss being replaced by my glow. Superb.

Heavenly!

Finally, Daddy pulled his cock out of my cunt and I collapsed on my belly. It never occurred to me that I was making a bloodstain on the bed.

I kept my milky white thighs parted to a right angle. I felt like I would never cross my legs again. After a moment catching my breath I rolled onto my back.

I looked up at my loving Daddy with an expression of adoration.

Daddy returned my gaze of sincere affection warmly.

I looked at his cock.

The force of gravity was beginning to have an effect on the tip, which was drooping between his thick muscular thighs. I could see that his cock was covered with crimson blood.

My blood!

Blood from the wound that opened when my cherry popped. The blood was gathered thickest in a ring around the base. It was already starting to harden and get crusty.

It was only then that I sat up and looked between my own legs. I winced when I saw my splattered thighs and ravaged cunt. The flow of blood had already stopped so I wasn't worried. But I hadn't anticipated making such a mess if you know what I mean.

"Let me get a sponge to clean us off," my stepdad said.

"I want to do something before that," I said mischievously.

"What's that?" Dad asked, tilting his head to one side.

"I want to lick the blood off of your dick," I told him.

"Oh, Julie, you don't have to do that," my stepdad said.

But I could tell by the tone of voice that he wanted me to. "Dad, I'm not in the mood to take no for an answer," I said.

"I get the picture."

"Get on your back."

He obeyed.

I found that I wasn't disgusted at all by the taste of my blood and I licked his cock enthusiastically until it was as clean as a whistle.

"Let's take a shower," Daddy said when I was done.

That sounded like a wonderful idea to me, I was starting to feel crusty down between my legs and I could tell that Daddy wasn't into cleansing me the same way I had cleansed him.

We got off the bed.

I was very sore.

Daddy had to help me to the john.

I was walking almost bow-legged!

I sat on the toilet and made a tinkle. I winced. It hurt a little to urinate.

Daddy stood over me and watched with his thick arms crossed securely on his strong hairy chest. He smiled. It had been many years since Dad had watched me go to the bathroom. Since I was very little. But I still remembered how nice it used to be when I was my stepdad in the john with me. I felt just as secure at now with him as I had when I had before....

"Let me wipe you," Daddy offered.

He tore off a handful of toilet paper.

I leaned back against the white porcelain tank behind me.

I parted my knees and pressed my toes against the tiled floor.

My stepdad wiped the excess pee from my pussy slit carefully. Then he dropped the paper to the water below and I flushed without getting up. I could feel a spray of cool water on my hot ass cheeks.

"How do you like your shower?" Dad asked me sweetly.

"Steamy hot!" I said with a smile.

"Good, me too!" Dad said. He pulled back the shower curtain.

"I want you to soap me up all over my body," I said to him.

"Ummmm, sounds good," he said. He turned on the water.

The water pressure is always good at our house. The water comes out of the shower nozzle in needles of hot spray. I could see the steam rising toward the ceiling of the bathroom. The bathroom needed a paint job I noticed. The paint above the tub was starting to crack and peel. I could tell that it wouldn't be long before both the mirror on the medicine cabinet and the full-length mirror mounted on the inside of the bathroom door would both be steamed over completely. The room would be soon as foggy as a London night. My stepdad adjusted the temperature until it was perfect and helped me into the tub. We washed each other thoroughly. We paid special attention to each other's genitalia. I, personally, wanted all of my nooks and crannies to be squeaky clean, because I sensed that our sex session for the day was not through. There was still that annoying craving in my bowels that needed to be satisfied.

I was getting very hot again.

Daddy lathered my tits and fondled them. He pinched lightly at my nipples.

"Dad?"

"Yes, baby?"

"I want you to fuck me again," I told him.

"I can feel the ache already," he said.

"But not in my cunt."

He tilted his head a little to one side and raised an eyebrow. "Where?"

I pulled my ass cheeks open and pointed in between.

"That will hurt," he warned.

"But I need it so very badly," I said quietly. There was no doubt a note of desperation in my voice.

He nodded. I dropped to my knees in front of him. I kissed his balls. I flicked the tip of my tongue across his scrotum. I lapped at his nuts and sucked them gently. His cock was growing hard. I pinned the head of his cock to his flat belly with the tips of my fingers so that the tip was pointing toward the cracked ceiling of the bathroom. I placed the tip of my tongue on the base of his cock and flicked back and forth. I moved upward until I was playfully flicking at the swollen lips alongside his urethra. I sucked him for a couple of seconds until I could tell that his erection was complete. I then stood and turned my back to him. I placed the palms of my hands flat on the tiled wall in front of me with my fingers apart and moved my feet as far apart in the white porcelain tub as I could get them. I pressed my ankle bones against the sides of the tub and bent forward at the waist so that my boobs dangled low beneath my chest above my rib-cage. Dad soaped up the crack of my ass and then his cock.

I knew that my sphincter muscle, that cute pink asterisk, was going to have to stretch further than it had ever stretched before.

The pole that my stepfather was about to thrust into my nether eye was a hell of a lot thicker than anything I had ever forced out of that back-door passageway if you know what I mean.

He held my ass cheeks apart and slid the slippery tip of his dick up and down the crack of my ass. Then he held my buttocks separated with his left hand exclusively, so he could use his right hand to guide the head of his throbbing phallus to its super-tight target.

He moved his cock shaft to the appropriate angle.

"Stick it in," I urged.

Daddy tensed the muscles in his ass cheeks.

"FUCK MY ASS HARD! OH YES, FUCK ME HARD!" I hollered. My voice echoed against the tiled walls of the medium-sized bathroom. I could feel the shower water beating down on my back in between my rather sharp shoulder blades.

Daddy pushed forward with his hips.

My asshole stretched open slowly. Oh yes, there was pain. But it was wonderful pain. Intrinsically sexual pain. I realized that the line between pleasure and pain was very thin. My sphincter was gaping. All of the puckers in my rectum were smoothed by the girth of his pulsating purple cockhead.

Dad managed to get the head of his cock past the tight tube of muscle at my anus and into the softer, more elastic, flesh of my inner bowels.

I could tell that he wasn't going to stop thrusting until all eight inches of his dick were inside my ass, filling in me more than I could have dreamed.

I felt sharp pains in my belly, and then cramps. I could that my stepfather had opened a wound and drawn blood with his cockhead for the second time that day, and I don't think it was noon yet!

He pushed his dick all the way into my cunt and fucked my ass gloriously. He made my asshole feel like it was going to pop right out of my fanny.

He fucked for a long time.

I have no idea how long.

He pinched my nipples as he fucked me from the rear, slamming into my tight, virgin asshole. Just before he came he ran his fingertips down the front of my body, over my soft underbelly.

His right forefinger worked its way through the center of my pubic patch straight toward my clit. There was no time to be subtle, he knew. He pressed the tip of his curious digit against my love button very hard, pressing the ball of fiery flesh against the base of my bucking pubic bone. He worked his fingertip back and forth across my clit as hard and fast as he could and I began to come in a matter of seconds.

I came.

He came.

We came together once again. I could feel my bowels convulsing around his cock as he spasmed, and even my third hole wanted to suck the spunk from his sack.

He plowed all the way into me. My asshole gripped the base of his tremendous tool of masculinity and once again I could feel the tip of his dick pressing against a spot that I would have sworn couldn't have been reached from the outside.

And then it was over. That was our first morning together.

"Are you okay?" he asked, concerned as he turned me to face him and held me tightly in his strong arms as the water pelted us both.

I nodded. I wanted to say ‘thank you', but that didn't seem appropriate at the moment. I simply pressed my wet nude body to his and sighed as he pushed the wet hair from my cheeks and his lips sought mine....

We have been making love it ever since. Often and very hot. But I have to admit that I feel envy when I see other girls dating. Still, I wouldn't trade what I have with my loving stepdad for anything, not even a boyfriend. As I get older, I not only enjoy but value my time with him. There's a reason, I guess. You see, I feel I have fallen in love with my stepfather, and a part of me is sure he has fallen in love with me too!

The End
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