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It’s night. The house is quiet, everyone is supposed to be asleep. Sophia is still awake. She lies in the dark room thinking naughty thoughts and exploring herself. Mom has a new boyfriend who’s been sleeping over. Sophia sees the way he looks at her, she may be young and inexperienced, but she knows what he wants. This is exciting, because she thinks she might want it to.



Suddenly she hears footsteps in the hall outside her door. She freezes, waiting with bated breath. She sees a shadow fall across the crack beneath her door. She knows who it is--it’s him. Her heart beats faster.



Slowly the door knob turns and what happens next changes Sophia forever. She learns there is more than one door you can go through and discovers just how filthy she can get.



 



 



 



 



1.



Sophia lay in bed.



Her phone said it was past eleven 0’clock. The house was quiet. Everyone was in bed; her mother, her stupid brothers, the twins, and Brad. Brad was her mom’s new boyfriend. Judging by the sounds her mom made when they were in her room it would have been more accurate to say Brad was her
 lover
 .



Sophia slid her hand down her body as she thought about Brad. He was tall, taller in his work boots. She could see him in his Motley Crue t-shirt and worn out jeans, bulge displayed for the world to see. She could only imagine the size of a cock to make a lump like that.



Both arms were fully sleeved with brilliantly covered tattoos and he wore his black hair combed back. His goatee was salt-and-pepper. He was not a boy, he was a man.



Her fingers slid between her legs and found herself already damp. Gently she traced the outline of her clitoris through her panties. She gave a soft little gasp of surprise as pleasure spread in fingers to her belly. Without thinking her hand found her breast and she squeezed her nipple. She started rubbing.



Her clit grew under her finger, swelling as she masturbated. Her dampness stained the thin cloth of her panties. She pulled at her nipple and began rubbing faster. She moaned and slipped her fingers inside her panties.



Her finger ran along the split in her pussy, picking up the moistness there to use as a lubricant. Images swirled through her mind as the tip of her finger slipped into herself.



“Oh!”



In her mind she saw Brad watching her. Sometimes it was as if he were in a trance and he didn’t realize his hand was squeezing his crotch until his cock became a distinct outline in his pants. Sometimes she wished it was her hand squeezing that fat dick.



“Yes!” she whispered.



Her hand moved faster. Grinding her clit with her palm she slipped another finger inside herself. She thought about the way her belly fluttered when their eyes met. She thought about the time she’d spied on him getting out of the shower and saw cock dangling between his muscular thighs. She wanted to see it hard.



She felt a familiar, mounting pleasure growing in her pussy. Her fingers now made wet sounds as they slid in and out of her. The burning sensation grew in her clitoris and it had become a fat little gummy worm beneath her palm.



In her mind’s eye she saw herself kneeling before Brad as he got out of the shower. She could imagine the feel of his hand on the back of head as he lifted that wonderful cock and fed it into her waiting mouth. She pinched her nipple hard. It was stiff as an eraser between her fingertips.



“Oh! Oh! Oh!”



Her orgasm flushed through her and her skin broke out in goosebumps. Her thighs clamped together around her hand, locking it into place as she shivered. She moved her fingers in a ‘come hither’ motion against the roof of her vagina.



It was too much, her hips bucked up and down twice as the last tremors gripped her body. As the wave receded she sank back into her mattress, almost exhausted from the intensity of cumming.



She heard someone in the hall.



Alarmed, she froze, ears straining. There it was again. Soft footfalls creaked the floorboards outside her room. Someone was awake! Pulling her covers to her chin she watched her door.



The hallway had a nightlight and the illumination formed a bar of yellow beneath the bottom of her door. She smelled herself on her fingers. A shadow broke the light. Whoever it was was right outside her door!



Oh, god,
 she thought, heart hammering,
 what if they heard me?



Another idea snuck into her thoughts,
 what if it was Brad? What if Brad heard me playing with myself?



Her cheeks burned with shame.



The shadow outside the door remained still. Forgetting to breath, she stared, eyes wide.



Slowly, the door knob turned.



They’re coming in!



Panicked, she squeezed her eyes tight shut to pretend she was sleeping. Stiff as a board, she lay very still under the covers. If whoever it was came in and thought she was sleeping they’d know she couldn’t have been diddling herself. Everything would be okay.



The door hinges squeaked slightly as it swung open. Sophia kept her eyes shut. Her heart beat so loudly she thought for sure whoever it was would hear it. The door
 clicked
 softly as it was closed again.



What are they doing?
 She wondered.



Footsteps crossed her room. They were heavy. Too heavy for the twins, too heavy for her mom…



The person stopped beside her bed. She wanted to peek badly but was too scared to try it. It had to be Brad. She smelled his cologne now.



He just heard a noise and is checking on me,
 she told herself.



Brad chuckled.



The laugh was low key and deeply pitched. Something amused him, she understood, something she didn’t understand.



“Well, well, well,” he murmured in his deep bass voice. “There’s a certain perfume on the air I recognize.”



Sophia kept her eyes shut. Realizing she had clenched her hands into nervous fists she willed herself to relax them. Her hands opened.



“But I’d better make sure I know what I’m talking about,” he said, voice low.



She almost jumped when Brad took her hand. He was gentle but his hand dwarfed hers. She felt the calluses on his palm as he lifted her fingers up. They came from lifting weights and working with tools all day. There was no denying the strength he possessed.



Lifting her arm up she heard him inhale deeply. It was the hand she’d finger fucked herself with! Her fingers were still damp from her own juices.



He’ll smell me!
 She was mortified. She pretended to be fast asleep.



“Ah, I thought so,” Brad said. “Someone’s been very, very naughty,” he laughed again. “I smell sweet young pussy on these fingers.”



Humiliated she was convinced her cheeks were glowing so hotly they could be seen in the dark. She was very conscious of his presence looming above her. She was like a little girl next to him, he could likely pick her up with one hand if he wanted.



What is he doing?
 She wondered.



This was all very confusing in so many different ways!



She gasped, unable to stop herself as she felt him slide one of her fingers into his lips. His tongue caressed her, tasted her. The warm of his mouth enveloped her. Instantly her nipples were as taut as they’d been during her orgasm.



Her eyes came open.



Brad looked down at her. Her eyes met his blue ones. Her mom’s boyfriend was looking at her so intently his gaze seemed to burn. She’d never been
 seen
 so fully in her life. She couldn’t look away.



Slowly, he removed her finger from his mouth. The light sheen of his saliva made the finger seem cool. She immediately missed the feel of his tongue. She didn’t want it to stop.



“You taste so good,” Brad told her.



He turned her hand and kissed her palm. The glow of a streetlight just outside her window illuminated him. She saw the piercings in his ear. Once, before he’d started sleeping over, Sophia had overheard her mom giggling with her aunt on the phone.



“Yeah, he used to strip for a while several years ago. He still has the abs and ass for it,” her mom broke off into peels of laughter. “And, yeah, it’s definitely big enough for him to have been a pro!” More laughter.



Letting her eyes trace the breadth of his shoulders, she could believe women had willingly stuffed money into his g-string. He wore only a pair of boxers and he was chiseled as the Crossfit competitors she’d seen on tv. She wanted to touch his six-pack abs, to feel the flat plane of his hips.



Brad had other ideas.



“You’ve been driving me crazy, Soph,” he murmured. “Thinking about you in her playing with yourself, tasting you on your finger, it’s too much. Look at what you’ve done to me.”



He guided her hand to the front of his boxer shorts.



Her hand came to rest on his hose like cock through the thin material of his underwear. The meat was furnace hot in her grip. She felt it growing as he pressed her hand into him.



“Do you feel that?” he asked. “Do you see how hard you're making me?”



So many times she’d fantasized about doing just this thing. Now it was happening. Should she feel bad? She didn’t hate her mom, but it made her feel powerful and important and somehow special to have him share this with her. She felt
 chosen
 .



Her fingers curled around Brad’s hardening cock. It was heavy and warm and growing stiffer by the second.



“Ohh, goddamn,” he breathed. “You are so fucking hot.”



Emboldened, she began jerking the shaft slightly through his shorts. She wanted to see it, to feel it without the cloth of his boxers in the way. She couldn’t speak. Her mouth couldn’t seem to form words.



“This is happening,” he told her. His voice was rough with excitement. “I can’t stop now, do you understand? We’re not stopping!”



Mutely, she nodded.



It’s really going to happen!
 She thought.
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Brad ripped her covers back and threw them in a heap at the end of the bed. She gasped at sudden violence of the movement. He looked down at her, eyes hungry as they roamed her body.



On the bed Sophia made no move to cover herself. One of her hands still gripped his cock. She arched her back a little to make her figure more appealing. She knew he liked what he saw, that realization made her feel bold.



He was breathing heavily, she saw. When she squeezed his cock he groaned low down in his chest. The sound rumbled, like the growl of a wild animal. It wasn’t hard to imagine him falling on her and fucking her hard and fast.



He’s so big,
 she worried.
 Will it hurt?



Suddenly Brad was in motion again. His breathing was ragged as he reached down and ripped her panties apart. The sound of the cloth tearing made a distinctive
 rriiiippp!
 sound in the quiet room. Frightened, Sophia bit her knuckle as he spun her around so that she lay sideways on the bed.



Brad knelt beside the bed and spread her legs, exposing her to him.
 Oh my god,
 she thought,
 he can’t help himself!



Suddenly Brad leaned in and started going down on her. She moaned in surprise and pleasure as his face buried itself between her legs and his tongue began licking her. Starting at the bottom he licked upward, pushing his tongue between the slit of her labia, between her pussy lips. Coming to the fat button of her aroused clit he began sucking on it.



“Yes, yes,” she whispered.



Her ass lifted off the sweat dampened sheets and ground into his face. Reaching down she ran her fingers through his hair, urging him on. Brad grabbed her hips like handles and pushed in. She felt his nose go to her pussy, felt his beard and heard him sniff like a man smelling flowers. His warm, soft tongue continued lathing her vagina. In slow strokes.



 
 “Oh!” she cried out.



Her toes curled with pleasure. Brad made sloppy sounds as she grew wetter. His nose nuzzled into her, getting in close as the wet rope of his tongue slithered inside her. The intensity of the feeling raced through her, those familiar tingling waves of nerve endings dancing with pleasure.



No wonder mom is always making so much noise when they’re together!
 She thought.



 
 Brad continued working, licking from clit down to her taint several times, then penetrating her in a series of tongue thrusts and swipes. Her fingers pressed hard against the mattress.



 
 “Oh, oh, oh,” she whimpered.



 
 Unconsciously, she began pushing into the bed with her feet, pressing up and down as she rubbed her pussy back Brad’s tongue. His mouth teased her clit, and she felt it swelling tight, pushing out from its hood of flesh. The tongue rubbed against it, teased it, lashed into it, until her limbs started wobbling.



 
 The wet tongue came up in a long stroke and brushed across her asshole. She nearly jumped out of her skin in surprise at the startling pleasure. Her eyes opened wide, and then closed again as his swirling tongue found her ass again.



 
 The tongue caressed her further, smearing down between her pussy lips and then brushing across her asshole over and over.



 
 “Oh shit, oh shit, please, please,” she moaned out.



 
 Her orgasm hit her like a bomb and she shook her head back and forth in a frenzy, eyes tightly shut as the pleasure gripped her. Vaginal secretions poured onto her inner thighs, and her mom’s lover eagerly lapped them up.



 
 “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”



 
 Her hoarse, whispered cry filled the room. Gasping, dizzy, and shuddering with the power of the orgasm, she didn’t notice at first when the tongue disappeared and Brad rose. But when he grabbed her legs and jerked her roughly to the side of the bed her eyes flew open.



It’s going to happen,
 she thought.
 It’s going to happen!



Sophia was about to lose her virginity to her mother’s boyfriend.
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The light still burned in Brad’s eyes, intensely fierce. She got a look at the big cock thrusting out from between his legs and felt her eyes grow wide. It was rigid as an iron bar. Then he took her hips and flipped her over so that she was belly down on the edge of the bed.



“It’ll be easier for you to take it this way,” he told her.



“Okay?”



She didn’t know how to process what was happening, everything was moving so fast. She knew she felt wonderful, but how was she going to fit that, that...
 thing
 between his legs inside of her. She couldn’t imagine that it
 wouldn’t
 hurt.



First times can hurt,
 she thought.
 They even say so in Seventeen Magazine.



 
 Brad growled and his hot breath blew across her back. She felt him loom up behind her. In the next moment he lay the weight of his cock down against the crack of her ass cheeks. She froze at the erection’s heft, the feel of its hardness.



 
 She made a small, frightened sound.



 
 “You’re as ready as you’re ever likely to get, Soph,” Brad told her. “I’ll go slow.”



 
 His strong hand came down on the small of her back and pinned her against the bed. She reached out in front of her with both arms and pushed her hands into the wall to brace against the coming invasion. He coaxed her hips with a gentle pulling motion. Her feet pushed into the floor as she lifted her ass. She spread her legs wide as she could in an impromptu Downward Doggy Yoga pose.



Brad’s cock still rested on her ass. Something inside her, deeply instinctual made her long for the feel of it in her. It was time to grow up. She was ready.



 
 “I’m ready,” she whispered.



 
 Brad didn’t need to be told twice. The blunt head of the rock hard cock pressed against the slit of her vaginal opening. Patiently, he rubbed it back and forth along her pussy lips, coasting it with her cunt juice.



Her thighs quivered in pleasure.



 
 Her heart fluttered with anticipation.



 
 Slowly, Brad began pushing himself into her. Her head came up like a Jack in the Box, and her eyes widened in surprise. There was no way to take this experience in stride, it was all consuming. In that moment every worry, fear, concern, and uncertainty she felt or struggled with disappeared.



 
 Everything came down to now, to the moment, to the feeling of that shaft of hot flesh penetrating her.



 
 “Oh,” she breathed out as it slid in.



Then she winced as it pushed deep, stretching her more and more.



“Oh, oh, oh,” she gasped.



“You’re so tight,” Brad groaned. “So fucking tight.”



 
 He pushed more inside her. She whimpered, but he did not stop. There was pain, pain mixing with the pleasure, and that indescribable feeling of being filled all the way up to the very limits of her body.



 
 Moaning, she slapped the bed. She flexed hard and pushed back into the cock to keep from being shoved bodily right across the mattress. Finally, the tip of the column inside her butted up against her cervix. She had no more room left inside her.



 
 She panted, having trouble catching her breath against the avalanche of sensation rocking her body. Brad’s big hands clamped down hard on her waist and he made a snarling sound of angry lust.



 
 Now it really starts,
 she had time to think.



 
 The fucking began in earnest.



 
 Brad pulled back, shoved forward, pulled back and shoved forward again, stabbing his cock in and out of her like a piston driven pylon. Unable to help herself, she let loose with a high pitched squawk as he picked up speed.



She immediately bit her lip, stifling the noise. She wanted to scream but she had to stay quiet!



 
 The concussive force of Brad’s pummeling cock traveled through her body in shuddering waves and she rocked back and forth like a plaything in his hands. Her head snapped back and forth with each penetration and she pushed her hands harder into the wall to brace herself.



 
 Behind her Brad panted and she felt hot flecks of spittle spray her naked ass checks. The two of them fell into a natural rhythm, her moaning out and him growling. She began sweating, skin running wet with it from the strain of the encounter.



 
 There was pain and the pain fed her adrenaline. The adrenaline swirled in her body, acting as a powerful stimulant, and she felt euphoric. Sophia grunted loudly as she stretched to the point of splitting, fighting to accept the cock jacking into her like a drill.



 
 Grabbing her pillow, she screamed into it and tears spilled from her eyes as her second orgasm convulsed through her, twice as powerful as the ones before. Then her natural secretions greased the groove inside her enough to allow her to get hold of the moment.



 
 Behind her, inside her, Brad suddenly lost its driving rhythm and began a disjointed bucking.



“No!” he whispered fiercely. “I can’t cum inside you.”



 
 The cock slid out and he was grabbing her body again, spinning her, controlling her easily with his superior size and strength.



“I can’t cum inside you,” he repeated. “You’ve got to suck me off!”



 



4.



 



His cock sprang forward, sticking out above a softball-sized bunching of his balls. Still in a daze, she looked at them and thought,
 I bet he cums a lot.



 
 “Put it in your mouth,” he told her. She detected the tremor in his voice. “Please, Sophia, please.”



She felt a thrill of power wash through her. She was making a grown man beg her.



 
 Leaning forward, her breath blew across the hard on and it seemed to spring at her face. She reached up and tentatively took hold. It was thick and hot in her hand.



 
 She stroked the cock. It was lumpy with thick veins and stiff as a billy club, but the skin was surprisingly soft. She looked at it and a drop of pre-cum oozed out of his piss slit. Slowly, she leaned in, lifting the big organ slightly, and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.



 
 The dick jumped in her hand and above her Brad grunted. Surrendering herself more fully to the moment, Sophia traced the edges of his cockhead with her tongue and then opened her lips wide. Her mouth engulfed the head and closed around it in a warm envelope. She sucked gently on just the head, swirling with her tongue as she tightened her grip on his cock and began jacking him slowly.



 
 “Ah, Jesus,” he whispered.



 
 Letting her mouth fill with spit, she began pushing her head forward, taking more of him into her mouth. In a moment her head started bobbing in time with her hand strokes. She’d read articles on
 VICE
 , she knew, if only theoretically, how to give head.



 
 She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her ministrations. Adrenaline amplified her senses as hormones dumped into her bloodstream. She heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, the motion of her arm as she stroked him off, Brad’s fast, heavy breathing.



 
 “Goddamn,” he cursed. “Oh, goddamn baby. That’s so fucking good.”



 
 In the next moment he took hold of her head in his hands, fingers curling in her hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of him slipped further and further into her mouth, he began moving faster.



 
 His hands tightened almost painful on her head, pinning her in place, and he bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth.



I’m driving him crazy!
 she thought.



Part of her wondered if she gave head as well as her mom. She made gagging sounds as Brad’s dick pushed into the back of her mouth. Eyes watering, still gagging, she opened her throat. She wasn’t sure she was doing it right, she’d never done it before.



 
 Instantly Brad shoved his cock in, pushing it in to the base with a single thrust. He almost snarled with passion as her body tried coughing the obstruction clear of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened further until he pulled hard enough to hurt.



 
 “Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah.”



 
 Her nose pressed into the kinky bush of his pubic hair, and his balls brushed her chin. Saliva leaked out her mouth and dripped down the nutsack. He pulled out, she gasped for breath, he pushed forward, throat-fucking her. Her gagging grew louder, and her eyes spread wide, watering as she struggled to draw breath in around the fat shaft.



 
 Her hands found his legs and she gripped them for balance. His whole body swung with the motion, ass pushing in on each deep stroke into her face. She continued to cough and sputter, spittle flying wildly.



 
 She curled her tongue around the underside of his dick, giving it a slick, soft, ramp to plunge into her throat. Suddenly, something in her clicked over and she no longer felt like she was suffocating, she’d learned how to breath with a dick down her throat.



 
 As it became easier to breath, her panic response quieted down and she relaxed her throat even more. She stopped coughing. She still gagged as he made it down the wet tunnel of her throat, but it was the natural, organically wet sound of a cock slamming into something wet and yielding.



 
 She felt flushed, there was something satisfying about the taste of his cock in her mouth, her ability to take all of him on each thrust. Persistent sensations radiated up from between her legs. Unconsciously, she reached down and spread her knees. Her searching fingers found the slick, damp hole of her cunt.



 
 She moaned against his cock, vibrating the shaft in her throat, as she found the tender, swollen bud of her clitoris and began stroking it. Electric currents shot through her body, curling her toes, and making the hair on the back of her neck stand up in tingling waves.



 
 She rubbed harder, matching her movements with each stroke sliding in and out of her mouth. She was so primed for the experience that in only a few motions she teetered on the edge of orgasm.



She took the cock plunging in and out of her mouth, sensed Brad’s on rushing orgasm, and redoubled her efforts. The slurping sounds of their oral copulation seemed to fill her bedroom.



 
 “Fuck, fuck” Brad swore. “Fuck, I’m cumming, fuck. Fuck!”



 
 She felt his load roll up through his cock, followed hard by squirting jets of warm liquid in her throat. He plunged his cock into her mouth, to the balls, and froze in that position, quivering to the point of convulsion. His grip in her hair trapped her head up against his body as he pushed every last millimeter of cock he could manage down her throat.



 
 Her fingers worked and in the next moment, even as she choked on his meat, her orgasm rippled through her. She felt light headed and it was as if someone had turned on a faucet below her belly. Her legs quivered and her toes curled up as her body locked up in a spasm of pleasure.



 
 Slowly, the waves of pleasure receded like surf running off a beach. Her body relaxed and she melted into the bed. Brad’s grip in her hair loosened and he stepped back, pulling his cock from her throat. It slid out of her mouth and a long line of spit came out with it, one head anchored to the head of his prick, the other to her lip.



 
 He tugged his underwear up and the strand broke, coming to rest in a loose question mark on one side of her breast. Self-conscious, she wiped her face with the back of her hand. She tasted his cock on her tongue, her body still warm and aroused from her orgasm.



Leaning down, Brad cupped the back of her head and pulled her to him. They kissed passionately. His tongue roamed her mouth and she felt his cum swirl between them. Her body glowed as if it were on fire.



Brad broke the kiss and they stared into each other’s eyes. He looked at her intently but the crazed fire from earlier was gone.



“You were amazing, Soph,” he whispered.



She smiled but looked down, feeling shy at the compliment. He tucked a finger under her chin and lifted her face so they were looking directly into one another’s eyes.



“We have to keep this secret,” he said, voice low. “You know that right? You can never breathe a word of this to anyone. It has to stay just between us.”



“I know that,” she said, voice earnest. “I’ll never tell anyone,” she promised.



Brad kissed her forehead. “Good. You’re a good girl, Soph.” He smiled. “I’d better get back before your mom notices I’m gone.”



She felt a surge of anger and jealousy that she had to share Brad, share his cock, with her mom. But he had to go back, she knew. Maybe it wouldn’t always be this way, but for now he had.



She nodded to show she understood and Brad crept from her room, closing the door quietly behind him.



Sophia lay back in bed. She still tasted his cum in her mouth. Her pussy throbbed from where that big dick had pounded her. She pulled her covers up. She felt relaxed, at peace, safe in the knowledge that a man like Brad wanted her.



Sticky, she fell asleep with a small smile on her face.



 



THE END?
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