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Stepdad Exposed

“Oh my God, I love this song!”

Sasha's fingers wrapped around Chloe's arm, and Chloe let her friend drag her out into the middle of the room. The truth was, she didn't feel much like dancing. The stress of final exams was upon them all, and different people react differently to that kind of pressure. For Chloe, the solution was to study harder, to work more, to engrave what she needed to know onto the surface of her brain. Sasha's method was different. She was a great believer in blowing off steam, and when she heard of this party going down, she had persuaded her friend to come, against Chloe's better judgment. She didn't even know whose house it was. The place was huge, though. And it was packed. Clearly, plenty of the university's students had the same approach to stress that Sasha did, because the girls could barely move in the place.

Loud music reverberated through the building, and the center of the huge living room had become an impromptu dance floor. Sasha was already moving to the music as she worked her way into the heaving crowd, gyrating her body in time with the beat. Chloe followed, dancing with less enthusiasm. Sasha's teeth glowed under the colored lights as she grinned at her friend, holding her arms over her head and swaying with the crowd.

"Come on," Sasha said, yelling to make herself heard over the music, "loosen up! Have some fun!" Chloe smiled weakly back at her friend and tried to inject a little more enthusiasm into her movements. There's nothing wrong with dancing, or drinking, or any of the other things her fellow students did to have a good time. Chloe knew that. But how could these people relax, with the dark cloud of crucial exams hanging over them? Chloe had never been good at compartmentalizing. For people like Sasha, it seemed to be second nature. As though her college life and her social life were two entirely separate things that had nothing to do with each other. She stepped from one to the other without the slightest hesitation, as though she was a completely different person in different surroundings. It was a trick Chloe envied and knew she would never be able to pull off for herself. Her only consolation was that her grades were usually better than Sasha's.

Sasha’s favorite song ended, and another began to play. Over in a corner of the room, a DJ booth had been set up. Huge speakers rose on either side, making the air vibrate with the sound they produced. It was some serious equipment. Then again, Chloe thought, one out of every three guys at the college thought of himself as a DJ. You couldn’t spit on campus without hitting an aspiring musician. For a lot of people, college was just another way to prolong their adolescence and avoid having to take on adult responsibilities for a few more years while they chased ludicrous dreams. Not for her, though. Chloe’s single mother had worked her ass off in a succession of menial jobs to provide for her only daughter, and it was her mother’s most fervent dream that her daughter be a college graduate. Chloe had no intention of letting her down. And while money hadn’t been as much of an issue in the last couple of years, Chloe had never forgotten the lessons she had learned early in life. She wasn’t in college to waste time. She was there to get a degree and turn that into a good job, one that would pay her mom back for all the sacrifices she had made over the years.

After a third song, Chloe was ready for another drink. Sasha didn’t want to leave the dance floor, so Chloe pushed her way back through the jostling crowd to the edge of the room. At a table littered with plastic cups and sticky bottles of booze, she poured herself a vodka and mixed it with diet coke from the cooler on the floor. She could be fun, she told herself. It’s just that she took things a little more seriously than the rest of them. Some of these kids had advantages she didn’t. They didn’t have to worry about making their way in the world.

Chloe gulped her drink as she watched Sasha out on the dance floor. Her friend's smile was as brilliant as her immaculate white dress as she danced, her dark hair tumbling in gentle waves over her slender shoulders. The white of her dress contrasted beautifully with the deep chestnut tone of her skin. Already, Chloe could see the way men were surreptitiously trying to move into position around her. As though a single woman gave off some deep pheromonal scent that drew men in like flies to honey. Easy to be bitter, when you're recently single yourself. Chloe took another swig of her drink and furiously tried not to think about Mike. At least he wasn't here. You never knew, with these parties where anyone was invited. He could show up at any time, Chloe supposed, with another gulp of vodka from her suddenly near-empty cup. Most likely, though, he was at home with his new girlfriend, the woman he had decided he wanted more than her. The woman he had cheated on her with. Clearly, she was too stupid to see that once a cheat, always a cheat. If Mike had betrayed Chloe to be with her, what made her think that he wouldn't do the same thing again the minute he got the chance? The arrogance of some people. It never failed to amaze her.

The tin lid of the bottle rasped against the glass as Chloe unscrewed it and poured herself another drink. She could blame it on the shifting lights, the crowd, the deep bass throb of the music if she wanted to. But the vodka was hitting her hard. She’s forgotten to eat lunch that day, and dinner had been a hasty affair, a few slices of pizza wolfed down while she and Sasha got ready to go out. And Chloe, not normally a heavy drinker, was starting to feel the lure of intoxication. The threatening storm cloud of the coming exams seemed to recede as she drank, and her heart grew lighter. Maybe Sasha had a point when she argued that a little relaxation could actually improve their long-term academic performance. Chloe knew a justification when she heard one, and even through the growing fog in her brain, she didn’t really believe her friend’s rationale. But the liquor allowed her to at least humor it, to consider it as a more valid opinion than she otherwise would. A few more vodkas, Chloe knew, and she’d probably start to believe it.

But there are needs more pressing than drinking, even for a college student. Chloe glanced over to see Sasha now dancing with one of her eager suitors. Raising a hand to get her friend’s attention, she pointed upstairs, hoping that Sasha would take her meaning. Sasha nodded, still smiling that megawatt smile as she moved to the music.

The stairs were crowded with partygoers taking a break from the action. Couples made out with one another, forcing Chloe to squeeze past. Young men sat slumped with their heads on their arms, victims of overindulgence. Chloe picked her way carefully past, her head swimming now as she climbed. The upstairs hallways were lined with more people, drinking and chatting, taking advantage of the slightly lower volume of the music. Multiple bedrooms lined the hallway, most of the doors closed. Chloe tried not to think about what might be happening behind those closed doors as she made her way towards the bathroom. One of the features of these house parties. Having a bedroom right there was just irresistible to some people. Chloe fell into line at the bathroom and waited her turn.

When she finally emerged from the bathroom, she felt even more drunk than she had going in. As though the booze in her system was still working on her, spreading through her thinning blood and making her light-headed. Her steps were less sure then they had been as she stepped out into the hallway. Her balance was off. And maybe that's enough by itself to explain why, when some oblivious man nudged her with his shoulder as he heedlessly passed, Chloe stumbled against the closed door of one of the house's bedrooms.

The door sprang open under her weight, its latch improperly closed. Chloe let out a yell as she stumbled inside, only just managing to keep her feet as she tripped on the carpet. But as she raised her head, cursing under her breath, she saw a sight that made her heart contract as though squeezed my some invisible fist.

“Alan?”

“Oh my God! Chloe!”

It was a kind of physical autopilot that made her swing the door shut behind her before anyone could see inside. Chloe was stunned, unable to believe what she saw in the dim lamplight of the bedroom. There was a man lying on the bed, alone. He was wearing nothing but his boxer shorts, his pale skin exposed everywhere else. His hands were raised above his head, and Chloe could see that two pairs of handcuffs had been used to fasten his arms to the posts on either side of the bed. It was Alan.

Chloe felt as though she had stumbled into some strange dream. What was her stepfather doing at a party like this? As a lecturer at the school, he was about the last person she would have expected to see at the party in any context. But here, tied to a bed in a bedroom and half naked…A creeping sense of horror began to rise up Chloe’s spine. And the look of fear on Alan’s face did nothing to set her mind at rest. He looked exactly like what he was; a man caught in the middle of an act he knew he shouldn’t be doing. Fire blazed in Chloe’s heart as she thought of her mother at home.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

"I - I came with someone," Alan stammered. In his mid-forties, he was twice the age of most of the other people at the party. That alone would have made his presence there strange, even without the added complications of his position. And then there was the matter of the handcuffs. Alan's eyes followed Chloe as she stepped closer to the bed, frowning at the metal that was locked around her stepfather's wrists.

“And they did this to you?” The cuffs rattled as she shook them. Chloe’s experience with handcuffs was non-existent. She could see no way to release the cuffs without having the key. Whoever had done this had intended for Alan to stay put.

“It’s complicated,” Alan said. “I - It’s not easy to explain.”

"I'm sure it's not," Chloe said. She might be young, but she wasn't naive. Hard to believe that her mother's husband had been dragged there and stripped against his will then left in an unlocked bedroom. There were more likely explanations than that, Chloe knew. And Alan's chest rose and fell as he drew a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh.

“I came here with a woman,” he said at last. “But it’s not what you think. Your mother - she knows about it.”

“What?”

“It’s true. We - since the operation, you know, your mother…she and I haven’t been…intimate…for a very long time.”

“Oh my God! I don’t want to hear this!”

"This is something I do - understand, I love your mother very much. But I have needs that she can't fulfill. If I'd known you would be here, I never would have - I didn't think." It wasn't an admission Chloe had ever thought she would hear from the bookish professor. Alan was a man who seemed to think about absolutely everything. He married her mother four years ago, back when Chloe was just eighteen. Alan had dated Chloe's mom for a year before that. Chloe knew that Alan's position at the university had opened doors for her, and she was grateful for that. But she didn't feel that she knew him all that well. If he made her mother happy, that was all Chloe cared about. She knew her mother deserved happiness after all life had thrown at the poor woman. But this was just too weird

“I can’t believe this,” Chloe said, shaking her head. Some small part of her was still hoping that this was all some kind of joke. As though Alan would suddenly sit up, shake off the prop handcuffs and admit it had all been some kind of setup. But the cuffs were as real as Alan’s obvious shame at being caught like this. Which, Chloe slowly started to realize, must have been part of the thrill for him.

Alan’s head snapped upwards at the sound of a voice laughing outside the door.

"That's her!" he said. His pale blue eyes were wide with fear, and Chloe felt a visceral reaction. Afterward, when the adrenaline had subsided, Chloe had time to regret her actions. She probably should have stayed. After all, she wasn't the one in the wrong here. All she had done was accidentally stumble into an unlocked room at a party. She had nothing to fear from discovery.

But in the moment, emotion ruled. The handle of the bedroom door turned, and Alan gasped, and Chloe acted. The booze still swimming in her system made her follow her first instinct - to flee. She darted for the bedroom closet, stepping into the gloom and sliding the door closed to hide herself.

The bedroom door opened and closed again. Chloe listened to the voices from outside swell and subside. Out there, people were living simple, uncomplicated lives. Out there, people were having a good time, getting drunk and dancing without having to think about their parent's sex lives. Out there, Chloe knew, Sasha would probably be starting to wonder where she was. But Chloe couldn't leave now. Hiding made her seem guilty of something. Besides, some strange fascination kept her rooted to the spot as she listened to the slow approach of footsteps. Peering through the wooden slats of the closet door, she watched as a woman appeared at the foot of the bed.

The woman's hair cascaded down her back like a waterfall of black silk. Her shoulders and arms were bare, her skin the color of honey. She was dressed in black clothing to match her shadowy hair, with a black tank top and black leather pants tucked into tall boots with a wicked heel. Her face was hidden from Chloe as she strutted slowly towards the bed where Alan lay captive, perfectly poised in her impractical footwear. Chloe could see the way Alan's eyes lingered on the curves of the woman's body, and she could hardly blame her stepfather for that. The tight-fitting clothes showed off an exceptional figure.

“There he is,” the woman said. Her voice was a rich purr, her accent local. She sounded young, and Chloe’s heart thumped in her chest. Was Alan carrying on an affair with a college student? If so, discovery by Chloe was about the best outcome he could have hoped for. He was risking his entire career for this.

“My little slave,” the woman went on, and Chloe tried not to gasp. “Did you miss me?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Alan’s eyes shone as he gazed up at the woman looming above him, making her leisurely way along the side of the bed. Her fingernails grazed his bare skin as she passed, and Alan trembled with obvious lust. Chloe bit her lip in an attempt to stay quiet and not give herself away. Clearly, her mild-mannered, collegiate stepfather was far kinkier than she had ever imagined. And he claimed her mother knew about this?

“Well, I hope you’ve been a good boy in here while I was gone,” the woman went on. “not that you have a choice.” Alan gave a kind of fluttering groan as his mistress reached out and took one of the sets of handcuffs in her hand, shaking it so that it rattled. Her leather pants shone in the faint light as she sat on the edge of the bed beside him.

“Just imagine if one of your students came in right now,” she taunted. “You’d be in trouble then, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Just imagine how humiliated you’d be if it got out. The kinky professor. You love it when I take control of you like this, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Alan was panting frantically as she spoke. Chloe could see the bulge of his erection in his shorts. Far from being repelled, she was fascinated. Alan had always seemed to have such a quiet confidence. He was a smart man, of course, an intellectual. But his deep knowledge of his field seemed to make him so secure in his own skin. Chloe had to admit that her stepfather wasn’t the worst looking guy in the world. Grey hairs had started to silver his head, but the few lines that showed on his face lent him a certain gravitas. He ran to stay in shape, and had the lean build of a runner, with abdominal muscles showing clearly on his stomach. Chloe knew her mother had married well. But then, Chloe’s mother had been a great beauty, before years of hard work and stress had tarnished her looks. She was still more than capable of turning heads when she tried. They made a good-looking couple, Chloe had to admit. But she had never in her wildest dreams expected to see anything like this. Still, there was a certain fascination in the whole strange scene that made her unable to turn her eyes away. Peering through the gap in the slats of the closet door, she was, in her own way, as powerless to leave as Alan was.

Leather creaked as Mistress climbed on to the bed. Chloe watched as the woman straddled Alan, sitting on top of his stomach as she peered down at him. Her hands were on his chest possessively, rising and falling in time with his breath as she sat above him.

“Of course you do,” the woman chuckled, and the sound sent a ripple of excitement through Chloe’s listening body. “Men like you are born to serve woman like me. That’s just the way it is.” Lifting one hand from Alan’s chest, she raked it through her hair and let it trail down her body, teasing him as she caressed herself. She seemed so perfectly poised, so assured of herself and her total control over the older man. Chloe couldn’t put a name to what she felt as she watched this unknown woman dominate her stepfather. What was the word Alan had used? Complicated.

The woman inched further up the bed. Alan sighed with uncontrollable desire as she moved closer to his head. Chloe guessed that her free hand was between her legs now, although the angle made her unsure. Her cheeks flushed with shame. The woman didn’t know that she was being watched, and Chloe didn’t feel good about being a voyeur. But it was too late to announce her presence now anyway.

The quiet moan of a zipper being pulled down was as loud as a gunshot in the room.

“You want this pussy badly, don’t you?” Mistress’s voice was little more than a whisper at this point, but Chloe was still able to hear her words over the constant deep throb of the music from downstairs.

It felt as though all the air had been sucked out of the room they shared. Chloe found it hard to breathe as she continued to watch, and a faint damp sound rose from the head of the bed. Alan's chest rose and fell, and the cuffs on his wrists rattled as he vainly tried to free himself. A fresh bloom of shame and guilt crept over Chloe's flushed face as she realized Mistress was touching herself, right in front of Alan's captive face.

“Yes, Mistress,” Alan groaned.

“Beg for it,” Mistress snarled.

“Please, Mistress,” Alan gasped. “Please let me taste your divine pussy, please! I know I’m not worthy, but please let me worship you!”

Chloe couldn’t help herself any longer. At Alan’s words, a gasp escaped from her open mouth. Fear swelled inside her like music as she saw Mistress’s body stiffen.

“What was that?”

“What, Mistress?”

“I thought I heard something.”

“I didn’t hear anything, Mistress.”

"Ssshhh." The woman pressed her hand over Alan's mouth as she cocked her head, listening. Chloe froze. If she could have stopped her heart beating, she would have. The pulse of her blood was so loud in her ears that it was hard to believe that no one else could hear it. But she held still, and finally, Mistress seemed to relax.

“OK then,” she said, and Chloe could hear that the grin had returned to her voice as she addressed Alan again. Since you begged so nicely, you pathetic little pervert.” The bed groaned under the combined weight of the two of them as Mistress straddled Alan’s face and lowered her bare pussy down onto his eager mouth. The wet sounds of cunnilingus filed the air as Chloe bit her trembling lip and watched. Mistress shifted on top of Alan’s face, her hair shining as it streamed down her back and she turned her face to the ceiling. The small gasps of pleasure she gave gradually grew in strength, and her hands gripped the headboard to steady herself as she arched her back and pushed her pussy against Alan’s face.

Chloe wasn't much enamored of pornography. And she had certainly never seen anyone commit a sex act right in front of her. But as she watched this sexy, powerful, mysterious woman use her stepfather's mouth for her own selfish pleasure, Chloe could feel strange and nameless urges rising inside her. There was something hypnotic about the whole scene, something darkly thrilling. And knowing just how fucked up it all was only made the thrill greater.

Mistress cried out as pleasure overwhelmed her. Her tight pants creaked as she contorted her body, basking in the bright glow of orgasm that threatened to engulf her. Lost to the world, she howled her bliss at the walls, heedless of who heard her now. And Alan lay trapped beneath her, kissing and licking her pussy in an ecstasy of passion, desperate to taste every drop of her pleasure as she screamed above him. In the closet, Chloe squeezed her thighs together, and the joints in her hands cracked as she wrung them together. There was no longer any way to avoid the truth. What she had just witnessed was the hottest thing she had ever seen.

With a loud sigh, the woman lifted herself off Alan's face and flopped down onto the mattress beside him. Rolling over onto her back, she refastened the zipper of her tight leather pants. Chloe finally got a look at her face, albeit briefly. She was beautiful, with the slanted eyes and porcelain skin of Asian heritage enhanced by the artful makeup that darkened her eyelids and lashes and lent a rich color to her lips. Dressed again, the woman sat up. Chloe watched in trembling silence as she reached for the obvious bulge of Alan's erect cock.

“Look at this pathetic worm,” she sneered. “I bet you dream of me fucking you, don’t you?”

"yes Mistress," Alan cringed. He was all but floating now, his hips rising off the bed at his young mistress's touch. She laughed cruelly at his obvious desire.

“You know I don’t fuck old losers like you,” she said. “I’m just going to leave you here with your mouth full of my cum while I have fun with my friends. Maybe I’ll even find some young stud to fuck me the way that you can only dream about.” Alan gave another shuddering gasp as Mistress laughed again. Then, she released his cock and stood. Without another word, she walked briskly towards the door, her hips swinging with every step of her high-heeled boots. Chloe heard the door open and close again. They were alone.

Alan’s head turned toward the closet as Chloe pushed the door open. She was unable to keep the sly smile from her face as she approached the bed where her stepfather lay. She could feel her cheeks burning with excitement as she stood above him. His cheeks shone wetly in the light, and the smell of sex permeated the room.

“Wow,” she said. “I had no idea you were so…naughty.”

“Listen, Chloe,” Alan began. “This is delicate. Your mother and I have an arrangement, but if the college as to find out…”

“Well then, you’d better make sure that doesn’t happen, hadn’t you?” Chloe grinned. Her heart vibrated in her chest as she reached out and touched Alan’s chest, running her fingers over his hot skin. He looked up at her with an unreadable expression on his face as her hand dipped slowly lower, over the ridged muscles of his indrawn stomach. He gasped, just the way he had for his mistress, as Chloe took hold of his swollen cock through his boxer shorts.

“You’re going to have to tell me all about what’s been going on,” Chloe said, and Alan panted with desire as she slid her hand up and down his throbbing cock. “And then, I’m going to decide what I should do with you.”
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