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Melody was always a wild child. From a very young age, she would come home with scratched up knees, her dress in

tatters and her hair clumped in pockets of thick, dry mud.

Unfortunately, things only got worse as she got older. By the time she turned fourteen she had been in trouble for shoplifting

three times, and was suspended from school for smoking.

To say she was rebellious would be the understatement of the century. She deliberately looked for ways to upset her

Mother.

So at age eighteen when the local cops picked her up for underage drinking, we finally gave the okay to transport her to

juvenile detention. Tough love. 

As expected, Melody refused to cooperate, screaming at the gate, as she was drug into the compound by two hefty guys that

looked like a cross between sumo wrestlers and outright thugs. Her mother, as always, buckled under the pressure. The sight of her little girl being forcibly carted off by this brute force had her in tears.

I had to remind her that unless something was done now, Melody would likely spend a life locked up behind bars. The idea was enough for her mother to let her go and we drove home from the compound feeling like maybe this would

finally be the kick in the ass that she needed to get her head on straight. I was just happy that she was gone, and I wouldn’t have to deal with her torment, as she fluttered around the house half dressed, desperately trying to catch my attention so she could call me out.

My wife and I arrived home to a answering machine stuffed with messages from Melody. "So much for allowing her just one phone call," I muttered as I hustled into the kitchen for a cold beer. Her mother raced to the machine, clicking the Play button with fury, and listened to the teary apologies from a girl who

knew how to play on her Mother's emotions better than anyone. She was a pro at it, drawing her Mother in like a skilled predator ready to pounce on her prey.

"We have go back and get her!" my wife shrieked from the living room. "Bill, we have to go get her now!" I sighed, knowing it would be another round of battle between her misfit daughter and my desperate plea for logic and

common sense. I knew I'd always be on the losing side.

"We're not getting her," I replied sucking down another gulp of my cold beer. "She needs to learn boundaries, and if you

keep playing her games, she'll never learn to respect you."

I knew my argument was pointless, but I gave it a shot anyway. I refused to leave with my wife as she frantically grabbed

the keys from the countertop.

"I have to go get her," she replied, barely looking at me. "She's my only child, Bill, and she needs me." “She’s hardly a child,” I replied catching myself before I said too much. Melody was certainly far from being a little girl,

with breasts that were larger than any other eighteen year old I’d ever seen, and curves that would make any grown man take a second look.

I shook my head, partially in disgust and in mock agreement. I knew that there was nothing that I could say to stop her

anyway, and so I kicked my feet up on the coffee table in resignation. She could go chase after her daughter. I was going to relax with my beer and watch a bit of football.

My peacefulness didn't last long, and within an hour I heard the front door swing open as my wife and her daughter

scrambled into the house, clutching each other tightly.

"I'm so sorry, Mommy," my stepdaughter whispered, hugging her Mother tightly. "I'll be better, I promise." My wife closed her eyes, her hands wrapped tightly into my daughter's hair. "I love you, Melody," she sighed, unwilling to

let go.

Melody faced me, her arms wrapped tightly around her Mother. She slowly opened her eyes and looked at me dead square

in the face. The coldness in her eyes was lethal.

She lifted her head from her Mother’s shoulder, nose turned up to the top of my brow, and grinned -- or perhaps, snarled is a

better description. Whatever it was, it told me that as much as I'd try to persuade my wife that she needed to get tough on her daughter, I would never win the war against this 5-foot vixen.

Melody turned her head slightly to the side and analyzed me, as I sat there unflinching, my head resting comfortably on the

back of the sofa. Her pink tongue slid out of her mouth and flickered across her pouty lips. I watched, with a sudden flood of heat finding its way to the crotch of my jeans. She caught me, and she knew it.

Bitch. She stared back at me intently, watching me shift nervously on the sofa anxious for the swell in my pants to subside

before my wife turned around and caught me, dead locked with her daughter - eye to eye as we dared one another to make the first move.

She had me. Her golden hair glistening in the light, her long polished fingernails now making their way to her open mouth.

Her sharp blue eyes impaled me, cutting through the thick wall I had so carefully put up between us. She knew how to play her mother for sympathy and me, for much more. How far she was willing to go was yet to be seen, but she had me. Check fucking mate.

 

Here I was, sitting half naked in nothing but my dark blue boxers, trying to greet the morning with a hot cup of black coffee

and a smile on my face.

With one finger, I flicked over the page of the daily newspaper that lay spread out on the table before me hoping to see

something positive in the headlines but of course, it was murder, rape and a B&E into a local shop, just a few miles away.

Same old shit.

I pushed the paper away and drank the rest of my coffee, anxious to head out to work before Melody decided to make her

way downstairs.

My peaceful morning was quickly interrupted as I heard her bare feet prancing down the stairs just a few feet away. Damn

her, she was up before I could leave. I was hoping to avoid her again.

"Hey you," she grinned, peeking around the corner. "Up early, huh?"

"Yeah," I muttered, annoyed at myself for not having skipped the coffee so I could make an early exit. "I have a full day at work, so wanted to get in early."

I was lying and she knew it. The sly grin that peeled the corner of her face said as much. "Ahh, I see," she replied, fumbling her way into the kitchen. As usual, she had on a tight t-shirt, one size too small and shorts

that hugged her ass and squeezed around her thighs. I tried hard to resist the urge to thoroughly check her out. God knows, it was getting harder each day.

Melody came closer, almost taunting me. She bent over the table, laying her chest on the smooth oak and grabbed an orange

from the bamboo basket that lay on the middle of the table.

Her firm, puffy breasts pushed against the wood, and I did my best to look away quickly, but I was a second too late. She

caught me as I took her in, eyeing her small firm body as it lay draping the table in front of me.

Melody grinned at me like a player in a chess match, knowing she could dominate me at her desire. "Well, I have no plans for the day but to take a bubble bath and read a book," she announced in a voice barely above a

whisper.

I shook my head in agreement, although I wasn't sure what I was agreeing to. "Sounds like a good day," was about all I could manage to muster. My dick felt heavy in my shorts, as I watched my daughter slide off the table, deliberately letting her v-cut t-shirt hang

against the table, so her breasts were clearly exposed.

I sucked in my breath as I watched my stepdaughter’s creamy tits jiggle right in front of my face. I could see the roundness of

her light pink nipples, as they hugged against her t-shirt, poking against the thin cloth.

Melody looked at me, her mouth forming a small pout.

“I wish you could stay home and play with me,” she whispered, sliding her curvy ass over to the side of my chair, so she

was standing just inches away.

Here we go again, I thought, as I watched my young stepdaughter do her best seduction act. I wasn’t going to fall for it. I

knew her game. Seduce Daddy and then tell Mommy all about it so I’d be kicked to the curb and she’d be the Queen of her domain. Wasn’t going to happen.

“Yeah, sorry, maybe we can spend some time together another day,” I replied nonchalantly, as if I didn’t care one way or

another. The truth was, I did. Her body was so damn hot and curvy, that I could barely stop thinking of how must I’d love to fuck her. I can’t even begin to tell you how many nights I’d masturbate to the fantasy of sliding my hard cock into her tight pussy, or having her kneel down before me, as I jammed my dick into her throat.

She knew she was sexy, there was no doubt about that, but what she didn’t know was that I was onto her. I knew she’d never

let me get anywhere, but that it was all just a game of cat and mouse, where she’d set me up to be the prey so she could later threaten me to get her way anytime she wanted.

Melody ran her fingers across my neck and I involuntarily shivered. Her hand felt like silk, as her dainty fingers curled

around my hair, tugging gently at the base of my neck. I felt her fingernails run over the top of my shoulders, and before I could move, she slammed down on me, plopping her tight ass onto my heaving lap.

I groaned.

“Daddy, don’t you want to play with me?” she asked playfully. She knew it tormented me, especially when she whispered in that sexy little schoolgirl voice. I willed my cock to go down,

begging it to ignore her, but as she spread her legs wide enough to where she was pushing her crotch down flat against the tip of my cock that swelled in my shorts, all words, all thoughts, all prayers to the Almighty Dick were lost, and it sprung into action, throbbing so hard that I knew I had to either push this little brat away, or I’d cum all over the ass of her little pink shorts.

“Ohhh!” Melody moaned, turned on by just how hot she made me. “Daddy! You DO want to play with your baby girl!” She flashed a flirtatious smile, before leaning back against me, pinning

me against the chair. She laid her head back on my shoulder, and forced my hands over her perfectly round tits.

“Don’t you like my breasts? They’ve gotten so big, haven’t they Daddy?” she whispered, toying with me. “Melody, you need to stop”, I breathed wishing the little slut would keep going but terrified that I’d been finally lured into

her sadistic maze of mind control.

I knew it was just a matter of timing, when she would finally release the news to her Mother who lay sleeping just one level

up from where we sat, stuck together like glue. Her mother and I were one step away from divorce anyway but I still felt incredibly guilty. Even if I knew very well that she was still having an affair with my best friend.

“But, Daddy… I don’t think you really want to stop,” she teased, pushing her curvy body up against me. Her back was

sliding against my chest, her pretty round ass grinding me, as the tent in my pants heaved against her.

“No, you need to stop. Get off of me.” I replied, doing little to stop her from dry humping me. Melody giggled, laying her head against my shoulder so that her long blonde hair brushed up against my cheek. Despite my half-ass protests, my body was in full control now, and the logic hub in my brain was instantly switched to

“OFF”. If this little bitch wanted step-daddy’s cock, she’ll get that and then some.

The rasp of my voice startled her, as I reached around and cupped her by the crotch. “Yeah, you want me to fuck you, baby?”, I breathed, taking control of her body. I rubbed my fingers over the wetness of her shorts, and slid my hand up so I could quickly unzip them. They peeled away

from her slim waist. Wasting no time my hand desperately reached inside the front, so I could feel her warm, soft pussy.

Mmm, hairless and smooth as silk. Just as I imagined.

I started fingering my stepdaughter with the flat of two fingers, gently playing with her clit that was as hard and round as a

diamond. My hand slid up to cup her DD breasts, squeezing, pawing and playing from left to right and back again. I was thoroughly groping her tight, young body – and there was absolutely nothing that could have stopped the hunger that invaded my mind and body. I had fantasized about this very moment for way too long.

I moved so quickly and with such control that she could barely catch her breath before I had her sweet body soaked in sweat

and flushed with incredible heat.

Melody knew that she had me, but for some reason she wasn’t bucking away from my hard on, slapping me in the face for

touching her most private places, or screaming at the top of her lungs at what a pervert I was. She wasn’t hollering to Mommy, and she wasn’t threatening or blackmailing me into doing her bidding. What she was doing was breathing so heavily that I thought her heart might explode in her chest.

“Mmm,” she groaned in a breathy voice. “I want you to fuck me, Daddy.” I lunged my hips forward, bucking up against her ass, my cock desperate to be unleashed. Melody quickly stood up, turning

around to face me and I braced for the “gotcha” that I was certain would come.

Her face was fiery red, her cheeks flushed in color and I noticed a glint in her eye that I hadn’t seen before. The look of a mischievous and very horny girl.

But she wasn’t screaming for someone to safe her from the hungry desire that wanted nothing more than to consume her

tender, young body. Instead, she slid down on her knees, her sun kissed legs finding cool comfort on the ceramic tile. She looked up at me, her heart shaped face cradled in sunlight as she smiled at me so innocently, her eyes wide with excitement.

I braced the chair, wanting to feel her mouth on my cock so badly that I was sure I’d explode before it even happened. I

fought hard to catch my breath, to stay in control but who was I kidding? This hot young nympho could do just about anything to me right at that moment, and I’d never be able to deny her.

Melody’s fingers fluttered over the crotch of my boxer shorts, and my rock hard cock poked through the opening in the front.

She giggled, her eyes flashing up at me before she lowered her head and I felt the first flick of her soft, wet tongue.

“Oh, God” I groaned as I felt my stiff dick being engulfed by the softest tongue I’ve ever felt. Melody kissed the head of my

cock lightly, before dragging her tongue down my shaft to the base of my cock and up again. Her tongue left a glistening trail of saliva all over my cock.

“You have a huge cock, Daddy” Melody whispered, her words muffled as she wrapped her lips tightly around my dick.

“Mommy’s so lucky.”

I looked down at the little slut as she sucked my cock like a pro. I reached down and ran my fingers through her hair,

grabbing fistfuls of her golden blonde locks. I pushed her head down hard on my dick, forcing myself into her mouth.

“Your Mommy doesn’t suck my dick,” I replied. The sight of my young stepdaughter lapping my cock, as her pouty little

mouth wrapped itself around my thick shaft sent a rippling sensation through my body and I knew if I wasn’t careful, I’ll flood her mouth with cum.

Melody looked up at me, her mouth struggling to widen enough to engulf my dick. Seeing her struggling to slurp, and suck

my cock was maddening, and I closed my eyes, forcing myself to look away from the most horniest cocksucker I’d ever seen.

She breathed heavily and moaned, drenched in hormones and loving the playful force of my hands pushing down on the back

of her neck.

“That’s a good little slut. You like sucking sock, don’t you?” It was a statement, not a question. She had certainly gained

experience from somewhere, but seeing her continue to struggle with my thick dick in her throat gave me great pleasure. Fiddling around with teenage boys who were still jacking off to morning wood was a far cry from the 9-inch cock that was forcing its way in and out of her slippery mouth.

“Suck it harder,” I commanded, taking out all of my sexual frustration on this little vixen, who was doing everything she

could to please her Daddy.

“Mmm,” she moaned, her lips formed into the shape of an “O”, as she continued to slide her mouth up and down my

glistening cock.

“That’s a good little slut,” I responded, sputtering the words out in fury as I continued to pound her face with my dick. “Suck it. Ahh, that’s it --- Uh, fuck yeah.”

Melody continued doing as she was told, her pretty head bobbing up and down on my dick, as I continued to apply pressure

to the back of her head, forcing her mouth to suck harder, and deeper.

I felt the smooth skin of my cock make its way into her throat, and her lips formed a strong suction around my shaft. Man,

this little slut sure knew how to suck dick.

“You’re Daddy’s good little cock sucker,” I moaned, enjoying the vibrating sensations of her tongue as it flicked over my

shaft, her lips still cupped tightly around my dick.

Melody hummed, her lips trembling against my dick. God, I wanted to fuck her tight pussy, and maybe even her ass, but I

couldn’t pull my dick away from the incredible sensation of her wide-open mouth that was suckling hard and steady.

I pumped my hips against her face a few more times before forcing myself to pull away from the mind blowing sensation of

being on the verge of exploding.

“Stand up,” I instructed my stepdaughter who nodded in agreement, before turning her tight little ass to me. I reached over and tugged at the waistline of her shorts, pulling them down to the floor. They lay at her feet, and she quickly

stepped out from them, kicking them away.

I stared at her tight little ass with hunger. Her skin was soft and taut, and she had incredible curves. I moaned, and she heard

me, peeking over her shoulder with a shy smile that lit up her face.

I reached out and pulled her towards me, forcing her to straddle my lap, back-to. Her ass squirmed against me, and I felt the

heat of her pussy as it found its way to the tip of my cock.

I sucked in my breath, my body whizzing with desire and lust for this hot little slut. My stepdaughter lay against me; her back snuggled up tight against my chest. I reached under her, grabbing her thighs tightly

and pulling her legs apart. My cock smashed against her bare little cunt, and I shifted her body so it was positioned against my cock. My dick poked through her slippery folds, and I ran the head of my cock over her budding hard clit.

Melody moaned, her hands reaching up to cup her breasts, squeezing them tightly together. “Fuck me, Daddy,” she breathed, begging for my dick to penetrate her tight, wet cunt. Before I could move, she reached down between her legs and grabbed my cock in her hand, pushing it into her pussy. I

groaned, drenched in intense hunger that I had never felt before.

My cock pushed into her pussy, and I sucked in my breath, desperate for air. It just felt so good. Too good.. Melody’s cunt

was so tight and wet, and I had trouble squeezing into her.

“You’re pussy is so tight,” I breathed, feeling her wrap around my dick. I pushed harder, willing her small cunt to open up

enough for me to at least get my dick halfway in.

I pushed her shoulders down so her pussy was forced to accept my thick cock. I felt the head of my shaft struggle to

penetrate her tiny hole, but as her pussy grew wetter and wetter, I felt my dick slide in.

“Ohhh!” Melody moaned, her voice shaky and filled with excitement. “Oh, yes! Fuck my tight little pussy, Daddy!” I pumped my dick in and out of her pussy, and she returned the rhythm riding my cock furiously. She lifted her feet up so that

they rested on each side of the chair, and I groaned as she increased speed, forcing her own pussy to accept every inch of my dick.

“Sshhh,” I replied. “You’ll wake your Mother.”

The thought of my wife coming down the stairs to the sight of my thick cock pumping her little girls’ pussy made me even

hotter.

“Okay, Daddy,” she whispered, moaning with each thrust of my cock. She struggled to stay quiet as I kept forcing my dick in

and out of her tight little cunt.

My hands slid up to her chest and I cupped her big tits in my hands, squeezing them together as I forced her down on my

cock. The pressure of her snug little pussy wrapped around my dick was too much, and I tried to slow down, but my daughter kept riding my cock, pushing down hard on my lap.

My dick squeezed out of her pussy, and ran up between her folds, pushing against her clit. She squealed, and I had to clasp her mouth with my hand tightly, forcing her to be quiet.

“You like my dick rubbing your clit?” I asked, forcing her to nod in agreement. “Stay quiet,” I commanded as I lifted her up

from my lap. I stood up, and squeezed her shoulders, spinning her around so her ass pushed up against my groin.

“Push flat against the table,” I commanded, pushing gently on her lower back so her flat stomach squeezed against the table,

her ass high in the ass.

I grabbed my cock and ran it between her ass cheeks, pushing down until the tip of my dick edged its way into her pussy

once again. This time, I grabbed both of her wrists, yanking them behind her so I could control her movement, slowing it down so that my cock slid carefully into her pussy.

“Ohhhh,” Melody moaned, her voice muffled by her fingertips that made their way into her mouth. She sucked on her

fingers, her eyes rolling into the back of her head.

I wanted to push her further into ecstasy, excited by her little body, and her incredibly tight cunt. “Play with your clit for me,” I instructed releasing her hands. Melody slid her fingers under her belly until they made their way down to her budding clit. She rubbed her pussy with the

flat of her fingertips and I felt her fingers graze my balls as they slapped against her cunt.

“That’s a good girl,” I whispered, feeling her little pussy getting even tighter around my dick. “Oh, Daddy,” Melody whispered, rubbing her fingers in fast circles over her little clit. “You feel so good,” I panted, as I felt my balls tighten as my cock lunged deeper into her teenage pussy. I pounded her furiously, with desire and anger. This little girl had teased me, taunted me and tormented me for long enough.

I wanted to fuck her harder and deeper but my cock was in as far as it could go. I increased the rhythm, sliding my entire cock into her little girl cunt, smashing my body against her, her ass bucking up against me, wanting more.

“Oh, Daddy!” she screamed, unable to control what was happening to her body. Her breath was frantic and she gulped,

trying to suck in air and control her body but it was too late. I felt her tremble as I continued to force my cock in and out of her slippery cunt, and she bucked against me, moaning so loudly I was sure her Mother would hear.

“I’m going to cum!” she whispered breathlessly. I felt the muscles in her body tighten, as she heaved against my dick. Her

skin was soaked in sweat.

“Good, baby, good,” I replied, feeling a wave of heat wash over my body. She was so horny for my dick, and the thought of

making my little girl cum all over my cock nearly drove me over the edge.

Her pussy tightened around my cock, and I struggled to keep pushing into her, as she exploded all over my dick. I felt the

sudden wetness, as she collapsed on the table, her arms sprawling out to her sides, her legs widening, wanting me to finish her off.

I pumped her once – twice – three times more, as she moaned deep and loud. “That’s a good girl,” I whispered, guiding her along her orgasmic journey. Sure that she was finished, I carefully slid my throbbing cock out of her soaking wet pussy and sat back down on the chair. “Come here,” I commanded, wanting her to finish what she started. “I want to cum in your mouth.” Melody struggled to stand up, reeling in the afterglow of her orgasm, but she made her way over to me, kneeling down in

front of me again.

I wasted no time in getting my cock back into her hot little mouth. “Make me cum,” I commanded my little slut, as she nodded in agreement. She lowered her head to my cock and licked the

head of my dick gingerly, in small round circles.

“I said suck it,” I commanded again, wanting to just explode in her throat. Melody looked up at me, her big blue eyes sparkling with impish delight. “Like this?” she asked, as she filled her mouth with my dick, sucking hard. She ran her mouth up and down my shiny shaft,

tasting her own juices.

“Just like that, baby.”

I grabbed her head and forced it down harder on my dick. I wanted my little slut to face fuck my dick to the point of no

return.

“That’s a good girl.”

Melody moaned as she tried her best to keep up with my cock that was now forced deep into her throat. Her head bobbed up

and down, making sucking noises as she tried harder and harder to suck my dick to orgasm.

Melody looked up at me, taking her mouth away from my cock just long enough to breath her request. “I want to make you cum, Daddy,” she moaned, sliding her mouth up from my dick and replacing it with her hand. She

jerked my cock up and down, pumping it with her little fist.

I sat in my chair, helpless against this small girl who controlled my entire body with just one little hand. I felt my dick

throbbing so hard that in seconds, I was spurting cum all over her clenched fist. The juice trickled down her wrist, droplets hitting the floor.

I threw my head back, as I felt every muscle in my body clench tightly.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned quietly as Melody continued to pump every drop of cum from my shaft. Depleted, I couldn’t move,

drained to the core.

Melody stood up before me, and I felt her leaning over me. I opened my eyes to face her, as her mouth moved quickly to my

ear, her face nuzzled against my neck.

“Daddy,” she whispered, flickering her tongue over my earlobe. “Yeah,” I replied, still recovering from my orgasm.

Melody wrapped her arms around my neck and placed one knee in between my legs. She faced me, dead square in the eyes

and I saw the change in her expression. Her eyes were dark, and her cheeks were as red as the rays of a sunset.

She shoved her tits into my face, clenching the back of my head with her fists. “Did you like fucking your little girl?” she asked, pushing my face harder into her chest. Her curvy tits suffocated my

response and I simply nodded.

“Good,” she replied.

Melody let go of my head, and took a step back, her innocence replaced with controlled fury. She licked her lips, keeping her eyes dead locked on me as she bent over and pulled her shorts back up to her delicious

hips.

She walked slowly and carefully over to the opening that led back up to the staircase before looking back at me, her eyes

glittering like gold.

“Because if you ever send me off to that fucking girl’s school again, you’ll regret it.” She whispered before heading up the

staircase for her bubble bath.

I nodded in resignation, but she didn’t wait for a response. She didn’t need to. She knew the game was over, and that I

hadn’t just lost the battle, I lost the war.
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Uncle Conner had always been my favorite uncle.

Well, he wasn’t my uncle as in an actual blood relative. He was Daddy’s best friend, but I had always known him as Uncle

Conner.

It was my high school graduation. Most of my family had come to see me walk in cap and gown, but I didn’t care. I only

cared that Uncle Conner hadn’t made it in time.

It broke my heart that the only person who inspired me to focus on my education during my parent’s divorce had not been

there to see me accept my degree.

When my parents split up it crushed me. I took to drinking and partying and became the bad girl at school. All the guys knew

who to call for a good time.

One night I drank more than usual and the football captain, Brent, wanted more than I was willing to give. Being popular,

Brent was used to getting what he wanted and was not about to take “no” for an answer.

Brent had torn my top off and his face was buried between my tits when I heard the familiar rumble of Uncle Conner’s truck

pull into the park.

I don’t know how he knew where I was, but if it weren’t for him I would have been in serious trouble that night.

I remember how he punched Brent in the face and threatened his life if he ever so much as looked at me again.

I cried as Uncle Conner carried me to his truck, shuddering as he wrapped his flannel shirt around my shoulders to cover my

naked chest.

He wrapped his arm around me. “Shh. It’s okay. Uncle Conner has you now.” He stroked my hair as I continued to sob in his

arms.

It took me several moments of heavy crying, but I managed to calm down. I was grateful and embarrassed as I looked up at

Uncle Conner “Thanks.” I sniffled and turned my gaze back down.

“I think you could use some coffee.” He started the engine and drove me to a little diner just outside of town.

As I stared at the menu I felt his gaze on me. We ordered our food and I knew at some point I would be in for a lecture.

While we ate a late night breakfast and drank lots of black coffee, Uncle Conner told me I had to clean up my act, but it

wasn’t the sort of bossy speech I had expected.

He told me I would not like the path I had chosen if I continued this way for much longer. There was a sincere sadness in his

voice, not the angry tone I assumed our discussion would take.

“I know you are angry with your folks but you have to trust me on this one, Sugar.” He reached across the table and placed

his hand on mine. “Go to your classes, learn what you can. It will be over before you know it and then you will be trapped in

the adult world.” His hand moved to my chin and he lifted my face to look at him. “Sugar, be a young girl for as long as you

can, there is plenty of time for you to be a woman later.”

I don’t know why but his words touched something deep inside of me. Perhaps it was his eyes, sincere dark brown eyes that

seared into my cold, angry heart and brought to life an urge to please him.

I did as Uncle Conner had told me that night. I cleaned up my act, stopped drinking and stopped screwing around. I got to

class on time and repaired my grade point average. Now I was graduating from high school. Making that leap from being a girl

to being a woman and Uncle Conner had not even bothered to show up.

 

****

I had a lovely party with my mother and her family before going to my father’s place to celebrate.

My heart raced as I approached my father’s backyard in hopes of finding Uncle Conner there.

My heart and mood quickly sank when I realized he had not shown up for the party and I tried not to let it dampen my spirits

but Uncle Conner was all I could think of lately.

My panties moistened as I thought of the dreams I had been having of him.

Uncle Conner’s muscular arms wrapped around my waist as our lips made contact, his tongue exploring my mouth as he

pressed his hardness against me.

I shuddered and snapped out of my daydream as my father called to me.

“Claudia.”

I turned toward my father and my face lit up instantly.

“Look who finally made it.”

I squealed and ran to Uncle Conner. He put his arms out and hugged me tight to his broad chest.

“Sorry I’m late.” He pulled me from him and lifted my chin with his finger sending a shiver through my body. “Forgive me?”

he winked.

“Of course.” The urge to kiss him took over me so I giggled and stepped away from him before I made a fool of myself.

“Congratulations, Sugar. I knew you could do it.”

I smiled so big my face hurt. “I owe it all to you, Uncle Conner.”

I watched as he walked off with my father. He looked older and manlier than I remembered. I wondered if it was because I

now looked at him differently. My heart beat in my chest and mouth went dry as I continued to admire Uncle Conner from a

distance. I couldn’t help but imagine his hands caressing my flesh and a soft moan escaped my lips.

I shook my head and went inside to splash some water on my face.

I stood in front of the mirror and stared at my reflection. “What are you thinking girl?” I splashed a little more cool water on

my face then patted myself dry.

Thankfully the rest of the party went by quickly. I hadn’t even wanted a party. The only reason I agreed to it was to have an

excuse to get Uncle Conner to visit.

As the last of the guests left, my dad sat on the couch and let out a loud sigh. “I think I’m about ready for a drink.”

My heart sank. I had hoped he would be able to stay away from the bottle for one night.

Uncle Conner saw the disappointment on my face and immediately spoke up. “How about I take you guys out for a

celebratory dinner?”

I clapped my hands together and smiled. “That would be delightful!” I looked at my father, his expression less than thrilled.

“Sure.” He stood up and ran his hand through his slightly gray hair. “As long as they serve beer.” He chuckled.

Uncle Conner approached me, placing his hand at the small of my back as he walked me to the door. “Where would you like

to go?”

“I could use a steak.” My dad blurted out.

I smiled weakly at Uncle Conner. “The steakhouse would be nice.”

“The steakhouse it is.”

 

****

 

Dinner started off well enough until Dad saw one of his many female acquaintances.

Between his beer and her boobs, there was no keeping his attention on his daughter and best friend.

Dad invited Shelly to join us for desert and after they ate my Dad stood and pulled her seat out.

“If you guys don’t mind I think Shelly and I will go somewhere else and have a nightcap.”

He didn’t even wait for us to respond as he led Shelly toward the exit.

I watched as the left, my father’s hands exploring Shelly’s body as they walked through the restaurant. I turned to Uncle

Conner, more than embarrassed for my father.

“Thanks for dinner.” I smiled and placed my hand on his.

Uncle Conner squeezed my hand. “My pleasure.” He leaned back in his chair, a look of concern on his face. “Is your dad

like this all the time?”

I twisted the napkin in front of me nervously. I didn’t really want to talk about my dad and his booze. “Yep.” I sighed loudly.

Uncle Conner must have noticed I was uneasy discussing my home life and pushed himself from the table. “So now what?

Would you like to do anything else or should I take you home?”

My stomach fluttered as I looked up at Uncle Conner. He was different from any other guy in my life. His face was chiseled

and tough, but his eyes were warm with concern. “I think I would like to go home now.” I stood and put out my hand.

Uncle Conner tossed money on the table and took my hand. I squeezed his hand tightly and my skin tingled at his touch as we

left the steakhouse.

My heart beat furiously in my chest as he opened the truck door for me.

As I climbed in I made up my mind. I wanted Uncle Conner. I could no longer deny the way he made me feel. As we made

our way home, I could only hope he felt the same way about me.

 

****

 

He pulled the truck in the driveway and looked over at me. “Will you be okay or do you want me to come inside till your

dad gets home?”

My heart sank. “You aren’t staying with us while you are in town?” I had hoped to slowly seduce him. Find out how he felt

about be before throwing myself at his feet.

“I got a hotel room just outside of town. That new place just off the highway.” He held the steering wheel tightly with both

hands. “I didn’t know if you would have family staying with you or not.”

“Well, we don’t.” I stammered and tried to not sound so upset. “So you can stay here.”

He looked at me then out the windshield, cleared his throat nervously. “Actually I think it is best I stay at the hotel.”

I felt tears stinging my eyes. “How long are you in town?”

“I don’t know.” He kept his hands on the steering wheel and shrugged his shoulders. “Perhaps a day or two.”

“Will I see you tomorrow then?” I put my hand on his arm and he looked at me.

“Of course.” He licked his lips and chuckled. “I’ll pick you up for breakfast.”

I smiled and reluctantly put my hand on the door to open it. “Thank you for dinner and thank you for coming to my graduation

party.” I wanted to turn and kiss him so badly, but my mouth had gone dry on me.

“You’re welcome.”

I turned back to Uncle Conner and put my hand on his shoulder. I could feel the heat of his flesh under his shirt and my heart

fluttered in my chest. “Thank you for putting me on the right track too.” I lightly caressed him from his shoulder to his elbow

and gave his forearm a squeeze.

“No need to thank me for that. You did all the hard work and I am very proud of you, Sugar.”

I trembled as he called me Sugar. I leaned in kissing him softly on the cheek.

I inhaled the scent of his cologne. A whimper escaped me as my lips touched his face just shy of the corner of his mouth.

I heard Uncle Conner moan. When I pulled away I could see his eyes were closed and he was obviously savoring the

moment.

“Good night, Uncle Conner.” I whispered as I got out of the truck.

He looked over at me, a longing in his eyes.

“Sweet dreams.” I grinned and closed the door.

My heart pounded in my chest. Uncle Conner did feel the same way as I did. His expression gave it away.

I reluctantly entered the empty house as I listened to the truck pull out of the driveway.

I wanted to run out and stop him but that was the childish part of me. The woman I had become knew I had to wait and let

him come to me.

I gathered fresh panties and a T-shirt to get my shower.

I couldn’t get the smile off my face as I turned on the water and stripped.

Admiring my body, I began caressing my breasts while the water heated.

My pussy ached as I ran a finger over a sensitive nipple. I bit my lip delighted as it stiffened at my touch. Thoughts of Uncle

Conner danced through my mind sending warmth from my nipple to my clitoris.

I moved my hand over the curve of my breast, down my tummy to my hairy mound.

I shuddered and closed my eyes grazing the dark tuft of hair with the tip of my fingers. I slipped a finger over my slit to feel

the sticky moisture that seeped from my tunnel. I teased the damp opening and was about to slip a finger inside when I heard

someone moving around in the house.

“Nothing like a drunken parent to kill sexual desire.” I grumbled under my breath and stepped into the shower.

I wasn’t anxious to see my dad so I lingered in the shower enjoying the hot water as it beat upon my skin.

I hoped he would pass out before I finished and I would be spared having to deal with his drunken apologies.

After dressing and drying my hair, I hesitantly opened the bathroom door.

I stepped out quietly and quickly entered my bedroom. I locked the door behind me and climbed into bed.

Tired from the long and frustrating day I turned out the light and pulled my sheet up to my shoulders.

A smile spread across my face as I thought of Uncle Conner again. My pussy fluttered deep inside and I inhaled deeply and

moaned.

My hand wandered to my tingling slit when I heard movement outside my door.

I clenched my teeth and tossed the sheet off my legs in anger. I knew it would be easier to go and check on my Dad and get it

out of the way so I could be left in peace for the night.

I pulled on my yellow silky robe and was just about to open the door when the doorknob jiggled.

I stepped back and put my ear to the door.

I could hear someone mumbling, but it didn’t sound like my Dad.

My heart began to pound in my chest. Suddenly the thought of an intruder in the house entered my mind and I began to freak

out.

I held my breath and continued to listen. Whomever it was out there was pacing back and forth in front of my bedroom door.

“Fuck!” I screamed in my head as I crept back to my nightstand and picked up my cell phone.

I was shaking like a leaf and unable to think clearly as I dialed Uncle Conner.

The phone rang once in my ear but the next ring I heard was outside my bedroom door.

I heard more rustling, someone say “Shit” outside my door, then Uncle Conner as he answered his phone “Hello, Claudia.”

“Uncle Conner?” I whispered even though I no longer had to be concerned about who was on the other side of my bedroom

door.

“Yep. It’s me.” He sighed.

I spoke quietly into the phone. “What are you doing?”

I heard him step closer to my door. “I’m not sure.” He let out a frustrated groan. “I’m standing outside your bedroom door.”

The handle jiggled again. “Can I come in?”

I stood staring at the door then looked to my phone. “Umm, yeah.” I opened the door and there stood Uncle Conner.

He hung up his phone and entered my room.

I hung up my phone and placed it on the nightstand, turned on the light and turned to face him. “Is everything okay?”

Uncle Conner closed the door behind him and slowly walked to my desk, sitting in the office chair. He ran his hand through

his hair and exhaled loudly before looking over at me.

“Yeah. Everything is just fine.” He smiled nervously.

I sat on the bed and looked over at him. “I’m confused.” I looked at the door then to my Uncle. “I thought you were staying in

the hotel.”

Uncle Conner tried to smile but just looked uncomfortable. “I was…I mean I am.” He ran his hands up and down his thighs.

“I just…” he cleared his throat and leaned forward placing his elbows on his legs and clasping his hands together.

My stomach turned and I thought I would be ill “Oh my God! Something happened! Is it Dad?” my hands went over my mouth

and I began to tremble as tears stung my eyes.

Uncle Conner stood up “No. No, nothing like that.” He paced and turned to look at me.

I shook my head and looked him over. He had something important to say but he couldn’t seem to spill it. I stood up and put

my hands on my hips.

“Just say it already! You came to me in the middle of the night for something.” Now my anxiety had turned to anger and I had

raised my voice more than I had intended to.

I was just about to speak again when Uncle Conner grabbed my arms and pulled me to him, his mouth covering mine.

My body stiffened briefly at the shock of his sudden grip, but quickly melted to his hold. My mouth opened to accept his

tongue as it furiously darted between my lips.

His breaths were loud and fast as his hands slipped from my arms and frantically held me to him.

I moaned as our kiss deepened, his tongue furiously flicking mine, my mouth opened as wide as possible, eagerly tasting him.

He groaned and pushed me toward the bed. My legs, already weak with desire, buckled when they made contact with the

mattress.

Uncle Conner continued to kiss me as I dropped to the bed. My hands now wrapped in the material of his shirt, I pulled his

body to me and pressed my hips to him.

I grunted at the hard bulge that pressed back against my mound and kissed him even harder.

My face now stinging as his stubble rubbed the sensitive flesh around my mouth. The slight burn didn’t deter me and I placed

my hand in his hair and pulled his face closer to me.

I writhed beneath him completely intoxicated by his scent and the taste of his saliva.

Our moans synchronized and our hands began to tug at each other’s clothing. I slipped my hand to his crotch and rubbed my

hand over the erection just behind the cotton of his jeans. The bulge was impressive as I pressed my palm slowly up and down

the length. Then with a flick I unhooked the button and unzipped his pants.

No longer confined his cock expanded to its full length. I caressed the bulbous head that now peeked out of the elastic of his

underwear.

Uncle Conner broke our kiss and rolled off me. He stood and looked down at me as I lay panting on the bed.

I watched as he took off his shirt then dropped his pants to the floor.

His cock stood out from his body, rock hard with the tip glistening with precum. I licked my lips and began to get up when

Uncle Conner gently pressed me back down to the mattress.

I whimpered as he pulled the sash that held my robe shut then spread the silky material open. Slowly he moved a hand over

my abdomen to the hem of my shirt.

My tummy fluttered at his touch as he lifted the shirt to the full curve of my breasts. Then with both hands he caressed the curve of my hips.

I cooed as he slipped fingertip under the elastic of my panties and slowly moved his finger along them before slipping them

off my hip.

I bit my lip and lifted my butt from the mattress as I watched Uncle Conner remove my panties and toss them aside.

I was soaking wet as he placed his hands on my inner thighs and knelt between my knees.

“Oh, God.” I whispered as he placed a soft kiss on my inner left thigh.

My legs tensed but he pressed them wide apart as he placed another kiss along my thigh.

I could feel my clit flinching in anticipation and my pussy walls contracted as he kissed even closer to my hot wet labia.

My hands dropped to grip his head as he moved in and flicked my slit with the tip of his tongue.

He pushed my hands away and ran a finger over my wet puffy lips sending a jolt of sudden pleasure over me.

I gasped and bucked my hips up to him as he slipped a finger inside me and began to massage my clit with the pad of his

thumb.

I felt his warm breath on my thigh and squealed as his tongue now replaced his thumb, rhythmically grazed my throbbing nub.

I arched my back and squeezed my breasts as my eyes rolled back in my head at his lingering strokes.

I pinched my nipples through my shirt as Uncle Conner now placed his mouth over my mound, encompassing my clit he

suckled as I wriggled beneath him.

One hand firmly on my abdomen he pinned me to the mattress as the hot rush of orgasm took over my body.

I leaned up and took his hair in my fists. With my mouth wide open, I let out a high pitched sound and pulled his face tighter

to my pussy.

He moaned and I dropped back down to the mattress, but my hips went wild and I began to move them, fucking his face as I

pulled at his hair.

My muscles tensed and with a final press of his tongue to my clit my orgasm spiked. My head began to swim as my legs

momentarily clamped down around his head.

I began to shudder uncontrollably and Uncle Conner moaned but held steady, extending the intensity and time of my climax.

I lay trembling as he moved from between my legs.

My eyes were closed, but I felt him position himself beside me then his hand caressing my stomach before he trailed his

finger along the curve underneath my breasts.

Still gasping for air, I opened my eyes and turned to look at him.

I opened my mouth to speak and he quickly cupped my face and kissed me.

I melted at his mouth covered mine, smelling and tasting my own sex for the first time.

My juices still on his chin smeared between us as we embraced.

My hand wandered down to his stiff cock. I gripped his member firmly, taking in his length and girth.

I slowly moved my thumb up to the head, spreading the precum over the mushroom shaped sensitive flesh while he moaned

at my touch.

I pulled away from him, rolling him to his back and slid off the bed. Nervously I removed my robe and shirt and stood naked

before Uncle Conner.

He was propped up on his elbows, taking in every inch of my body. He smiled and held his hand out to me. I took it allowing

him to gently guide me to the bed beside him.

We lay on our sides, face to face, his hand wandering the curve of my waist and hip as I ran my fingers through the salt and

pepper hairs of his broad chest.

He placed his hand on the back of my head, tangling his fingers in my hair and pulled me to him, kissing me once again with

passion and hunger.

I kissed him back, forcing my tongue as deep as I could in his mouth as I inhaled his scent.

Uncle Conner pulled me, rolling me on top of him.

I straddled him, his hardness pressed to my wet slit as Uncle Conner positioned himself against the headboard.

I lifted myself as he pressed the tip of his cock to my hole, my hands firmly on the back of the headboard for support before

slowly sliding down his erection.

We both groaned as he filled me, spreading my tunnel wide with his thick rod. I now sat on Uncle Conner’s lap, his dick deep inside of me as he took my breast in his mouth.

I arched my back, moving my bosom to him as he suckled a nipple. The heat of his mouth mixed with the sensation of his

teeth lightly grazing my nipple sent ripples of pleasure to my pussy. With each ripple, my pussy walls contracted around his hot

thick shaft and my clit fluttered.

I clung to the headboard with one hand and Uncle Conner’s shoulder with the other and slowly lifted myself up and down his

cock, massaging my walls with his dick.

I cooed and he tugged gently at my nipple then twisted it slightly between his thumb and finger.

Placing his hands on my waist, he guided me, speeding up my tempo.

The heat between my legs increased and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I came again.

Uncle Conner ran a hand up my back to my dangling hair and with a firm yank, pulled me to him.

We kissed as I continued to ride his dick, rocking, grinding, and writhing on his member until the waves consumed me.

I pulled away from his kiss, planting my hands firmly on the headboard.

He clung to my waist as I now bounced on his cock, pounding him deeper and deeper with every thrust.

He clenched his teeth, the muscles in his jaw twitching as my breasts bounced before him.

I began to moan, louder and louder as the rhythmic contractions coaxed his come from Uncle Conner’s cock.

He pulled me down and slammed his hips up to me, holding me tightly to him as his dick twitched against my walls.

I could feel his seed shoot inside me, hot bursts spraying my cervix as his body tensed beneath me.

With one last thrust, his cock sent me over the edge and I let out a whimper as my body went rigid.

My pussy quivered around his dick as I collapsed against Uncle Conner.

He wrapped his arms around me, softly kissing my damp flesh as I trembled in ecstasy.

We lay entwined in each other’s sweaty limbs until his member went soft and his hot fluids seeped from my hole.

He gently positioned me on the bed to his right and rolled over to face me.

I stared at him as he swept sweat moistened hair from my forehead and smiled, wondering if it had all been a dream.

Uncle Conner’s face changed from contented to concern and he rolled to his back, staring at the ceiling.

I put a hand to his chest and swirled a finger in the sexy patch of hairs.

Uncle Conner took my hand and pressed the palm to his lips. “Claudia…” he sighed loudly. “We shouldn’t have…I

shouldn’t have.”

I pulled my hand from his grip and rolled on top of him. I looked him in the eye and smiled. “Oh Uncle Conner, you have no

idea how long I have wanted you.”

He smiled and stroked my arms softly before pulling me down and cradling me in his arms. “I think I might have an idea.”

He squeezed me tighter than necessary as he spoke. “Unfortunately, that doesn’t make it okay.”

“Don’t say that.” I tried to sit up but he held me in place against his chest. “This is the happiest day of my life.”

“Oh Sugar, there will be many more happy days ahead of you.”

I pulled from his grip “Ahead of us.” I said adamantly.

Uncle Conner smiled as he looked me in the eye “I don’t think your parents would understand.”

“I don’t care what they or anyone else says.” I leaned down and kissed him. “I am yours and there is nothing you or anyone

else can do to change that.”

He moved a strand of hair from my cheek, securing it behind my ear. “You don’t know what you are getting into, Sugar.”

“You crept into my house, stood outside my bedroom door like a perv, fucked me silly and now you are trying to back out?”

I felt him stiffening between my legs again and slinked down his body kissing his abdomen to his once again eager cock. “I

don’t think so.” I smiled and took him in my mouth moaning at the salty taste of his cum mixed with the muskiness of my juices.

Uncle Conner closed his eyes and gasped before looking down at me as I sucked his cock to full hardness.

I pressed his length to the back of my throat, skillfully moving my hand over his shaft. I wanted him to come again, this time in my mouth.

I slipped my mouth from his dick and flicked the tip with my tongue then down the underside of the sensitive shaft.

I cupped his balls in my hand as I kissed the base of his cock then moved down and sucked his left nut in my mouth.

Uncle Conner groaned as his ball was now cradled by my tongue, saliva dripping down my chin I released him and returned

my focus to his dick.

The smell of our previous romp heavy in my nose, I couldn’t control my desire for more.

I took him in my mouth bobbing my head up and down, shoving his rigid rod as far as I could without gagging.

He grunted with each thrust and I felt his balls tightening when he grabbed the back of my head and held my mouth in place.

If it weren’t for a mouth full of cock I would have begged him to cum down my throat. Uncle Conner must have instinctively

known what I wanted because he pressed my further down, the head of his dick as far as he could get it and shot his wad

straight down my throat.

The heat of his seed once again spraying my insides, I struggled to breathe through my nose as he pumped my face until he

was once again spent.

He released the hold on my head, lifting my off his cock. I swallowed hard then gasped for air before climbing up on the bed

and collapsing.

I grinned as I wiped the saliva from my face and Uncle Conner rolled on top of me, kissing me passionately.

When he broke our kiss I opened my eyes and gazed deep into his knowing there was no going back for either one of us. His

eyes gave him away. He loved me and I loved him.

 

####




Daddy’s Little Soldier Girl




By Cheri Verset

 

Melissa seduces her female superior officer when she learns they share the uncommon bond of having had intimate

relationships with their own stepfathers! The three of them have a wild daddy-sex afternoon.




Melissa was working late. She was back on the continent and was posted at the Pentagon now. Working with that secret unit

had done wonders for her career and she’d earned a fresh new stripe for her trouble. These days she was essentially doing

desk work and found that it wasn’t so bad after all.

She was the assistant of Captain Laurie O’Dell. The young woman was only a few years older but she was already being

groomed for higher command. As such, she always stayed in her office late which meant Melissa had to as well. But now it

was almost 10 o’clock and she’d had enough.

She left her desk, knocked on her superior’s ajar door, and walked in.

“Do you need anything else tonight, ma’am?”

“No, Sergeant. You can head on home.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

Melissa turned to leave but then noticed the other woman’s expression. Her eyes looked puffy and red. She was leaning over

a document but at the same time seemed to be lost in thought.

“Are you okay, ma’am?”

“What?”

“Is there something bothering you? Is there something I can do?”

With that, Melissa walked further into the office. She was a good officer and she genuinely liked her.

Laurie looked up at her assistant and her expression softened when she saw the look of genuine concern on her face.

“No, I’m fine.” She wiped her eyes. “Oh what the hell. I’m not really fine. I’m a little sad. I lost somebody dear to me a few

years ago today.”

Melissa rounded the desk and handed her superior officer a tissue. At the same time, she noticed a framed photograph by the

computer monitor. It depicted a younger version of Laurie with pigtails as she sat on the lap of an older man.

“Is that him, Captain O’Dell?”

“Yes. He was my stepfather.”

Looking around, Melissa noticed for the first time that there were several pictures of the man on shelves throughout the

office. In fact, all the pictures were about this man; there were no pictures of her mother.

“I gather you two were close.”

“Yes. I miss him.”

“Look Captain, you don’t appear as if you’ll get much work done tonight. Would you like to go have a drink somewhere?”

“I’m afraid it would be inappropriate for an officer to fraternize with an NCO.”

“Oh, of course.”

“But that applies for public appearances.”

With that, Laurie reached for her bottom drawer and pulled out a bottle of whiskey and two glasses. She smiled wickedly at

her assistant and poured the drinks.

“Come on,” she urged as she rose from her seat and headed for the leather sofa which lined the far wall.

They both sat down and drank silently.

“You know,” Melissa began. “I can understand how you must feel. I also have a stepdad I’m close to.”

“No, I don’t think you can fully appreciate just what I’m going through.”

“Oh believe me, we’re really close.”

Melissa looked away. All she could see was George and that glorious afternoon when she had seduced him. His cock had

felt so comforting in her hand as it grew to its maximum hardness. He had plowed through her tight little pussy for hours. For

days.

Oh God, why was she thinking about this right now? She felt herself getting wet. Maybe she could excuse herself and go to

the bathroom where she’d be free to finger herself.

“I see that there are no pictures of your mother.”

“We had a... falling out some years back. Gus -- my stepfather -- was the only one there for me.”

As she finished her sentence, a fresh teardrop ran down her cheek. Instinctively, Melissa used her thumb to wipe it off. She

caught what she had just done, having invaded her superior’s personal space. Yet, she left her hand on her cheek.

Laurie didn’t protest. She merely stared at the younger woman with a mixture of gratefulness and puzzlement.

“It’s okay,” Melissa whispered.

She left the cheek and put her arm behind her shoulders to console her. Surprising her, Laurie scooted closer and snuggled as

she sobbed quietly. Melissa’s eyes wandered to the photographs she could see from her position. Every time the captain posed

with her stepdad they were holding each other closely. In one picture he even appeared to have a hand on her butt.

Did that mean... Oh my God!

Melissa understood right away. The couple in the pictures was genuinely in love. She was elated to discover she wasn’t the

only one having sex with her own stepfather. It felt so good not to be a freak anymore.

“I don’t know what I’d do if I lost my stepdad,” Melissa said. “In the last few years, we’ve been really close, like really,

really close.”

“You must really love him.”

“Yeah, so much. He’s always there for me and...” Melissa paused. Did she really want to go there? The tingling in her pussy

spurred her on. “My daddy has a way of making me feel so good. Like, good everywhere.”

At that, Laurie looked up sharply. “What... What do you mean?”

“I don’t know if I should tell you more, Captain. I don’t think you’d understand.”

“Maybe I would. And call me Laurie.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah, we’re alone. You can use my name.”

“No, I mean about knowing more. I never told anyone about this secret.”

That was a lie. She had told that colonel in Germany about her special relationship with her stepdad and had even involved

him in a threesome with him. But that didn’t really count as it had been all in an effort to frame his disloyal ass.

“Tell me,” Laurie urged.

“Okay but whatever happens you have to keep this to yourself. Promise me.”

“I promise.”

“It happened just before I left for boot camp. I had known for a while that my stepdad used my underwear to jerk off. I

confronted him about it. He denied it at first but eventually confessed. But I wasn’t mad.”

“You weren’t?”

“I told him how every time I found his cum in my panties it would turn me on, that I’d go back to my room and play with

myself, rubbing his stuff all over my skin. Does that shock you, Laurie?”

The officer was still close to Melissa but she was no longer pressed against her. She swallowed and shook her head. “Then

what happened?”

“I made the first move. I kissed him, seduced him. I let him have his way with me. Our special time together has been the

best of my life.”

Faintly, Laurie nodded. Melissa picked up on it.

“I never expected to tell that to anyone. Why aren’t you running out screaming?”

“I’m not one of those people who don’t understand.”

“Do you mean what I think you mean?”

“I...” she shrugged.

“You had that same kind of relationship with your stepfather, didn’t you?”

The older woman looked away in embarrassment.

“Look, I won’t tell, you have my word. So?”

Laurie nodded. “We were that close too.”

“That’s so awesome. People would never understand how great it is.”

Melissa brushed back a loose strand which had fallen from her superior’s tight bun. Laurie turned back toward her.

“I miss him.”

“I lost my mother, I know how it feels to lose someone. I find that focusing on the good memories is helpful. How did it

happen between you guys?”

“I... I’d had a terrible fight with my mother after she had caught me doing... she saw... I was playing with myself in the pool. I

thought I was alone. She didn’t approve of this kind of behavior.”

“I very much approve,” Melissa pitched in with a smile.

“After this fight, I stormed out of the house and went to find my stepdad. He’d just got divorced from her mother, they’d been

together almost 10 years. I went to his apartment and did the brat routine, bitching about her. In retrospect, I was acting like a

child even though I was already 18.”

“But he understood, right?”

“We sat on the couch and he listened to everything I had to say. That’s when I realized that I really loved him and not just as

a dad. He made me feel special. Also he made me feel...”

“Wet. He made your pussy all wet, didn’t he?”

Coyly, the officer nodded again. “At first, I thought it was because my mother had interrupted me, that I hadn’t had the chance

to finish things in the pool. But it was more than that. My daddy was so handsome and the way he looked at me just made me

melt.”

“Mine is the same. So who made the first move?”

“I couldn’t hold off any longer and I sat on his lap. He put his hand on my thigh -- I was wearing short shorts -- and I

wrapped my arms around his neck. His other hand was at my waist. I kissed his cheek like I’d done hundreds of times but this

time it had a different meaning. I inhaled his scent, it made me boil inside. I continued kissing him and the more I did the more I

felt something grow underneath me.”

“You were getting your daddy hard. That’s the best feeling.”

“He tried to convince me to get off his lap but I just hugged him harder. Then, without realizing I was doing it, I kissed him

on the lips. I was doing most of the work but finally he opened his mouth and allowed me to push my tongue in. Right then, I

knew things would never be the same between us. I knew great things were happening.”

Melissa brushed that loose strand of hair behind her ear again but this time she left her hand by her superior’s cheek, stroking

it lightly.

“We made out for what seemed like hours,” Laurie continued. “He put his hand between my legs and he started touching me

through my shorts. I think he still didn’t want to cross the line with me. So he just played with my pussy with his fingers while

we kissed. I must’ve cum a dozen times.”

“Then what happened?”

“I think he wanted to wear me out so he wouldn’t have to do anything more with me. But I wasn’t worn out. When he stopped

playing with me, I got up and took off all my clothes. It was weird because until that point I barely let my boyfriend see me

naked, we’d always do it in the dark. But with my daddy it felt normal. It got me hot again.”

“I’m sure it did. You look like you have a great body.”

Laurie was suddenly keenly aware of the sergeant’s hand on her face. Strangely, she didn’t mind.

“I got down on my knees and I took out his penis. He was so hard. Before I knew I was doing it, I took him into my mouth. I

barely even did it with my boyfriend but it was like my daddy’s cock was calling me. He must’ve been excited because he

came in my mouth in less than a minute.”

“Did he remain hard?”

“Yes. I led him to his bedroom. He ate me out for hours as he rebuilt his strength. I never felt anything this good before. He

knew exactly what spots to hit with his tongue and fingers. After I gushed all over his face I was sure he was gonna stop but he

didn’t. He kept going right before I hit another orgasm.”

“He wanted you to beg for his cock, didn’t he?”

Melissa set her glass down and did the same with the older woman’s. She then took her hand into hers.

“I couldn’t think of anything else. I pleaded with him to put it in me. When he finally did, it was as if my entire life had found

a meaning. I didn’t want this to ever end. It was as if our two bodies had become only one, you know? We made love for hours

and I lost count of how many times we came together. I gave some lame excuse to my mother and spent the week with daddy. It

was amazing.”

“Did you do it again after?”

“I went to college not long after and he moved to Boston so we could see each other often. We were basically living together

up until the day he got cancer and died. He was the love of my life.”

“I’m so sorry.”

Another tear flowed down and a second after wiping it, Melissa kissed Laurie’s cheek. It was tender, soothing even. The

two women stared at each other and Melissa, even though acting according to her lustful urges, offered her most sincere smile.

She wanted to be comforting as much as her soaking pussy was demanding something else.

“I’ve never done this before,” Laurie whispered.

“Do you want me to stop?”

After a long pause she said, “No.”

Melissa kissed her again but this time it was on the lips. She parted hers ever so slightly, truly tasting the officer for the first

time. She hadn’t been with a woman since her friend Nadia back in high school and until now she hadn’t known how much

she’d missed the soft flesh only a female could provide.

When they broke the kiss, she searched Laurie’s face, looking for any indication she wanted to stop. She didn’t want to force

her into anything she wasn’t ready for, especially since she was, after all, her superior. But the older woman showed no signs

of reluctance.

Laurie smiled demurely as if she was a little girl doing something forbidden and was getting away with it. She craned her

neck and instigated the next kiss. She opened her mouth and was no longer content with chaste smooches. She extended her

tongue and probed her assistant’s mouth.

“You’re a good kisser,” Melissa said.

As a response, Laurie kissed her again, a soft moan escaping her lips. She wanted this. She wanted more. She let herself go

and put a hand on the sergeant’s thigh. She could feel the body heat through the fabric of her uniform. She had never expected to

get excited by another woman but at the moment there was nothing she could do to stop her pussy from moistening.

Melissa left her lips and gave a series of kisses along the Captain’s jaw line, leading from her mouth to her neck. She tasted

her skin and absorbed her discreet perfume. Using her tongue, she teased her lobe and blew into her ear.

“Oh God.”

Still nuzzling her neck, Melissa put her hand on the woman’s knee. They were both wearing Class B uniforms but as an

officer Laurie had to wear a skirt. The feel of her pantyhose made her long for what was up the road. She pushed her hand

upward and stroked the inside of her thigh. There were no objections.

She shifted so she could use her other hand to unbutton the woman’s blouse. Laurie’s eyes darted in a slight panic and Melissa comforted her with another heated kiss. She felt her relax against her and finished opening her shirt. She kissed her

way down to her flushed upper chest.

“Tell me if you want me to stop.”

The Captain nodded and then shook her head. She was game, she wanted to continue.

Melissa stroked a little higher between her legs and she came into contact with her underwear. The spot was a little damp

and absolutely scorching. She ran her fingers up and down her special place.

“Do you like that?”

“Yes. God yes.”

Proud of herself, the younger woman turned her attention to her breasts which were imprisoned in a utilitarian bra. She

kneaded them for a moment but it was tough going. Laurie got the hint and shrugged out of her blouse before Melissa could help

her remove the bra.

“You have beautiful tits.”

And she wasn’t lying. Her mounds were just a little more than a handful with large welcoming areolas. Her nipples were

already erect and begging for attention. Melissa didn’t let her agonize and dove straight for them. She captured a nub between

her lips and sucked gently, swirling her tongue around it.

Laurie was overwhelmed by how easy she was allowing this to happen. Only her stepfather had been able to make her feel

this good before. Now here she was having her boobs sucked and her cunny played with. And she was feeling no shame.

“I wanna see all of you, Laurie.”

As the officer nodded and got to her feet, Melissa went about removing her own shirt, shoes, and pants. Then, she reached

behind Laurie to undo her skirt which she let drop to the floor. Sensually, she put her hands into the waistband of the pantyhose

and underwear and pushed them down.

“Oh wow.”

“What?”

Her superior’s pussy was not only glistening but it was completely hairless.

“I expected you to have a big wild bush.”

“My daddy liked me this way. Sometimes he would shave me himself.”

Melissa helped her back on the couch and got on the floor between her legs. She kissed the inside of her creamy thighs,

slowly making her way to the recreational area. The spicy fragrance of Laurie’s arousal hit her way before she got there. It was

musky yet fresh and innocent.

Not wanting to delay things any further -- not able to -- she leaped forward and licked her up at once, taking her escaping

juices. It was better than she could have ever imagined. She made another pass and glanced at her superior.

“So far so good?”

“I never thought I’d let a girl do that to me someday.”

“You want me to stop, Laurie?”

“I never thought it would feel so good.”

Beaming, Melissa went down on her again. Her tongue glided over her labia and she lapped up her precious nectar. She dug

between her folds and at the same time stroked her thighs around her neck.

“Yes, right there,” Laurie hissed.

Melissa changed her approach. With one hand at the top of the older woman’s pussy, she opened up her lips and toyed with

the spot around her clit. At the same time, she spread juices with fingers from her other hand. Next, she began to finger her

slowly, burying a digit two knuckles deep into her tight channel.

“You like that? Did your daddy do it this way?”

Laurie’s eyes were closed and her head swayed softly. Melissa was pleased with herself and began to finger her faster.

When she felt her loose enough, she added a second finger. She put pressure as she stroked her inner walls, almost scraping

them.

The move worked and the Captain’s stomach began fluttering. She molded her own tits as she trashed more forcefully on the

couch.

Melissa gazed upon the swollen clit emerging from its hood. She lifted her head and locked her lips around the button. She

sucked it into her mouth and assaulted it with her tongue.

“Oh God! It won’t be long now... won’t be long!”

Going faster with her licking, Melissa decided to be bold. She went about chewing on the clit as she continued fucking her

with her fingers. The sound of wetness as she plunged into her soaking pussy was ubiquitous in the room.

“Yes, I’m cumming!”

Her hips bucked passionately and Melissa struggled to keep up. She suddenly felt an explosion of juices on her chin. Yet,

she didn’t stop. She fingered and ate her with military precision.

“Ooooooh!”

Laurie couldn’t think coherently. Her climax made her convulse madly. All she knew was that this was by far the best

moment she’d had in years.

When she stopped writhing under her, Melissa let go of her clit and pulled her fingers out of her cunt. She turned her head

and kissed her thigh while she caressed her vagina softly, helping her superior come down from the amazing rush.

“How was that?” she asked as she climbed up her body.

“That was... that was... awesome.”

The older woman was astounded when she kissed her. Her mouth was immediately filled with her own juices. She should

have been shocked but she wasn’t. She found herself getting even more turned on which was inconceivable considering she had

just orgasmed.

As they made out, Melissa removed her own bra and panties. She then took the officer’s hands and put them on her chest.

Surprisingly, the woman went with it and caressed her tits enthusiastically, digging into her flesh and squeezing her nipples.

She was a natural.

Melissa was wet and she couldn’t wait anymore. She cradled Laurie’s face in her hands.

“Are you ready to taste me now?”

Laurie hesitated before nodding. Still, Melissa thought it didn’t look sincere.

“Are you sure? If this is too much for you, if you’re not ready, there might be something else we could try first.”

With relief obvious in her eyes, the Captain exclaimed, “There is?”

“Yeah, we could do some tribbing.”

“What’s that?”

Melissa smiled wickedly. “You’re gonna love it.”

She climbed on the couch and extended her legs on each side of the officer.

“Stretch your legs like I do.”

Wordlessly, she complied and Melissa went about positioning herself so that their legs scissored. Then, she motioned for

her to come forward and their bodies met in the middle of the sofa.

“Now you’re gonna lean back a bit while resting on your arms. At the same time, turn slightly to your left.”

Laurie was beginning to understand what this would lead to and she felt herself heat up again at the prospect. As she

followed the instructions, she noticed her assistant was doing the same, making her lean in the opposite direction.

“Ready?”

“Yes.”

Melissa scooted forward the last inch which made her vulva press against Laurie’s. The sensation was like nothing she’d ever felt before. On the surface, their supple flesh was getting squeezed together but underneath their hard pelvic bones

provided heft.

“Oh wow,” Laurie whispered.

Smiling at the brightness of her idea, Melissa began to grind against her. Both their pussies were wet and they had no trouble

squishing together. With each hump, their clits made contact and they were both able to monitor the exact speed and strength.

When Laurie went too fast, Melissa backed up. When Melissa put too much pressure on Laurie’s clit, the latter pushed herself

down.

“Yeah, just like that! Imagine your daddy pounding that sweet cunt of yours.”

Using only one hand to support herself, Melissa reached forward with the other. She used her thumb to play with the

Captain’s clit as she rammed into crotch.

“Ooooh God, I’m gonna cum... I’m gonna cum!”

While Laurie was getting breathless with a second wave of relief mounting within her, she decided to test her boundaries by

also bringing a hand forward to touch the other girl’s pussy. Her fingers went past Melissa’s and she dug into the top of her

snatch.

She’d never felt the need to touch another woman down there but right now she didn’t want anything else. As her fingertips

brushed against the velvety skin she felt her muscles tighten. She was close.

For her part, Melissa felt electrical currents travel through the body when her boss made contact with her clit. It was so

good, so deliciously fucking good!

“Don’t stop, don’t stop! I’m cumming too!”

The two girls picked up velocity and became frenzied as they ground their pussies together. Melissa pushed herself forward

wanting to literally penetrate her superior. At once, the two girls felt their cunts quiver, orgasms pulsing through them.

“Yeeeessss, make me cum, show me you’re daddy’s little whore!”

The humping didn’t stop as they climaxed together. Their bodies shook wildly as they threw their heads back. The agony was

almost too much and yet no one was willing to stop. One orgasm turned into two, their juices gushing onto one another.

Without a word, they slowed down as they regained their senses. Melissa searched Laurie’s face and was rewarded with a

smile. They pulled themselves upright and kissed for long minutes. Finally, they disentangled and crashed back on the couch.

Laurie looked sated. “I never would’ve thought I would ever do such a thing.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes, I did. Very much. It might be a good alternative.”

Melissa straightened up. “What do you mean?”

“Oh boy, maybe I shouldn’t have said that. Nevermind.”

“No, you already said too much. What do you mean?”

“It’s just... Ever since my daddy passed away I haven’t been satisfied by a man. I tried a few times, I just can never have a

real orgasm.”

“Maybe you just haven’t met the right guy yet.”

“It’s not that. I think I have a... a fixation. The only way I can ever get wet with a guy is if I imagine he’s my stepfather. I

have to call him daddy while we’re doing it. Weird, uh?”

“If the man was a real daddy would that make a difference?”

Laurie frowned but was interested at the same time. “How do you mean?”

“What if you came home with me and I introduced you to my daddy? Would that interest you?”

“I don’t know. Wouldn’t that be kind of weird? For your stepfather, I mean.”

“Yeah, but wouldn’t that be kind of hot too?”

The Captain grinned sheepishly and before long they were both giggling like schoolgirls.

*

 

“Hi, daddy!”

George was excited and disappointed at the same time. His gorgeous stepdaughter visiting him was always a pleasure but

this time she wasn’t alone. There was someone else with her.

“Well that’s a surprise.” After pecking her cheek he added, “Come in.”

“This is my friend Laurie. I invited her here for the weekend, I hope you don’t mind.”

“Of course not, don’t be silly.”

Of course he minded, he fumed as he led the girls to the living room. When Melissa had called he had begun fantasizing

about all the sexual shenanigans he’d be able to act out with his little soldier girl. This impromptu visitor was putting a damper

on things.

“You have a lovely home, sir.”

“Thank you and call me George.”

The two women dropped their luggage just outside the living room and sat on the couch. George went to his recliner. They

did a little chitchat, catching up on their lives. After a while, Melissa stared at her stepdad with loving eyes.

“I’ve missed you, daddy.”

“So did I, baby.”

“You know what else I miss? Our time in Germany.”

His eyes widened. He couldn’t believe she was bringing this up. When he had visited her in Kaiserslautern they had not only

fucked like bunnies but her boyfriend had joined them. The two men had double-teamed her madly and it was only after the

other guy left that George learned she had filmed the event.

“Uh, yeah. Germany was fun.”

“You don’t have to play it cool, daddy. I already told Laurie about it.”

“What do you mean? What exactly have you told her?”

“Everything.”

The two girls looked at each other wickedly and grinned.

“That’s... I’m not sure it was the wisest course of action, baby.”

Melissa put on a theatrical pout. “You mean I shouldn’t tell people it gets my pussy all wet to think about my daddy putting

his big cock inside of me?”

“Melissa, stop it!”

“It’s all right, George. She really told me everything. I think it’s pretty hot.”

“What?”

George didn’t understand. What he’d done with his stepdaughter, that special relationship they had, it was the most stubborn

of taboos. It was a passion that needed to be kept secret.

“There’s something more awesome about all this, daddy. Laurie understands. She had the same kind of relationship with her

own stepfather.”

The Captain nodded softly and George had trouble believing it was real. Could there be another stepfather-stepdaughter

relationship out there?

“It’s true,” Melissa continued. “Gus passed away a few years back but Laurie is still very much into that kind of... special

bond. So I was thinking she could join us. What do you think, daddy?”

“Honestly? I think it’s crazy.”

Melissa got off on the couch and slowly wandered over to George, seductively putting one foot in front of the other.

“You think it’s crazy like you’re considering getting psychiatric help or crazy like you’re gonna jerk off thinking about this

for the next five years?”

Once she reached him, she bent down and let her hair cascade over his face. Her hand landed on his right knee but she just

left it there with no intention of being too forward. After a few seconds, she got on her knees between his legs. She looked up

at him with large expectant eyes.

“How do you manage to do this to me?”

“Do what, daddy?”

“Make me feel so powerless with you.”

“I can’t help it, I am a cock charmer.” She put both hands on his thighs and stroked him gently. “So? Will you do it?”

“Will I do it? Will I let my stepdaughter convinced me to have sex with her and her beautiful friend? That’s what you’re

really asking me?”

Melissa’s hands roamed across his crotch. It was firm, she was getting him wound up. She groped him a little more robustly

and he stirred even more. All the while her eyes were riveted to her stepfather’s.

“I think I have all the answers I need.”

George wanted her to stop but didn’t have the backbone to say so. Despite everything they’d been through he was

embarrassed at the whole situation. He still wasn’t comfortable with a stranger knowing their secret and it was even weirder to

have her in the room while his stepdaughter was doing her best to give him a hard-on.

She finally looked down. She undid his belt and lowered his zipper. Her hand plunged into his pants where it stroked his

manhood through the thin fabric of the underwear. It gave her goosebumps to feel his meat after all this time. It never ceased to

amaze her how much power she had. One smile, one wink was all it took to make a man’s body grow.

“Would you like me to suck it, daddy? Tell me what to do with your big, hard cock.”

The battle was lost, George decided. Might as well go with it. “Take it out.”

Melissa tried not to appear overeager but still released his erection in record time. She wrapped her fingers around it and

she could feel it swell even more. She stroked him languorously, recognizing the need to pace herself.

Laurie got off the couch and joined them to get a better look. A part of her was uncomfortable at being a third wheel but it

was undeniable how hot the scene before her truly was. She was witnessing the miracle of a man being pleasured by his

stepdaughter. Memories jumbled through her mind and her pussy was getting seriously wet.

“You guys are beautiful together.”

Melissa smiled to her before taking her stepdad into her mouth. His flesh was blazing in her mouth, so soft. She let her

tongue twirl around the head before licking up and down his shaft.

“Hold on for a minute,” George said.

He stood up and took off his pants and underwear. Melissa waited for him to sit back down but when he didn’t she

understood he meant to have a standing blowjob.

She waddled closer and took him into her mouth again. She was vaguely aware of him removing his shirt above her but

didn’t pay attention. She was too enthralled by the taste and texture of his cock. She sucked him deeply, simply focusing on

curing her daddy withdrawal.

Laurie also got on her knees next to her assistant. She was more excited watching this then she’d been merely getting fucked

by all those other men she’d tried since Gus died. Tentatively, she put a hand behind Melissa’s head and guided her movements

as she sucked on her daddy’s length.

Melissa let the dick pop out and looked at her friend. “Do you want some of this? Do you want to taste my daddy’s hard

cock?”

Before she had even nodded, the penis was at her mouth. George had rotated toward her and Melissa was pushing her head

forward. Laurie didn’t have a choice. She parted her lips and took the man in her mouth.

“That’s it, take him deep. Pretend he’s your daddy. Imagine you have your daddy’s gorgeous meat in your mouth. Does it

taste good?”

George looked at his stepdaughter with a mixture of lust and incomprehension. She was being way naughtier than usual. As a

result, he was way harder than usual. Her friend was older than Melissa and as a result she was more skilled. Her mouth

engulfed him completely and worked in patterns his little girl didn’t yet know about.

Melissa turned her attention to her superior. She stroked her back and brushed her long hair out of the way so she could kiss

her neck. As she did so, her hands snaked under Laurie’s shirt. She unclasped her bra and with her other hand she went to play

with her soft breasts.

“How do you like that, daddy? Is she good? Is she better than me?”

George merely grinned at her, opting instead to shut up and enjoy the feeling. He watched his stepdaughter take off her own

shirt and pants. She had chosen fancy undergarments but as sexy as they were he couldn’t wait to see her in the buff.

“Take everything off,” he ordered.

“Yeah? You wanna see your little girl completely naked?”

She winked at him and proceeded to take it all off. She got on her knees again and molded her tits erotically for his benefit.

Then, she turned her attention back to Laurie, stroking her chest and letting her hand journey between her legs.

“It’s your turn.”

Melissa took the cock out of her mouth and sucked it with abandon while her boss removed her clothes. She was a little shy

at first but watching the parent-child team have fun together served to stifle her inhibitions.

George appreciated her perfect figure and he could do nothing more than count his blessings when she approached and

wedged her head by his stepdaughter’s. She extended her tongue and flicked it across the base of his shaft.

“Oh God,” he whispered without realizing he was doing it.

Laurie then lowered her head and went about licking his scrotum. She treated his balls like jujubes and wasn’t afraid to

nibble on them harshly. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. The sensation was in fact out of this world.

Next, the woman traced his erection with her tongue as Melissa concentrated on the crown. They sucked him in tandem,

working out the rhythm as they went along. As far as he was concerned, they were flawless.

Melissa curled her fingers around his shaft and jacked him lazily as she munched on the tip of his cock. She was half-licking

and half-kissing it. Laurie brought her face up and joined the party; they both did the same to the different hemispheres.

Putting his hands behind their heads, George observed them worshiping his cock. They worked in small circles around his

tip and when their lips brushed together they abandoned him and kissed each other. To watch his little girl make out with

someone of her own gender was tremendously exciting.

He backed up, not wanting to cum too soon. They were taken by surprise by his departure but hurriedly followed him to the

couch.

“You guys sit down.”

They complied silently, having an idea of what he had in mind. They both sat on the edge and lied back. George got on his

knees and approached Melissa.

“Not now, daddy. Today is all about Laurie, okay? I want to see you eat out her lovely cunt.”

As much as he craved his stepdaughter’s aroma he knew better than to argue at a time like this. He positioned himself

between the Captain’s legs and lowered his head to what he saw was a very wet triangle.

Unsure how to act, Laurie put her hands on her stomach. She watched the man beam as he inspected her glistening labia. Her

own stepfather had been the same way. George gave a few timid licks before opening his mouth wide to taste as much of her as

possible.

“Aaah,” Laurie moaned.

“He’s good, isn’t he?”

George munched on her inner lips expertly. He rubbed around her clit, tickled the entrance of her channel with her finger,

and at the same time he licked everywhere.

Melissa took Laurie’s arm and put it around her shoulders as she snuggled closer. With her right hand she began playing with

the officer’s tits. Meanwhile, she kissed her neck tenderly.

“Does my daddy make you wet? Uh, does he make your tight little snatch tremble?”

“God, yes.”

“Would you like my daddy to be your daddy?”

George looked up at his stepdaughter though he didn’t stop licking those delicious juices. Until now he hadn’t known

Melissa had such a kinky streak in her.

“He’s your daddy now, Laurie. Tell him.”

“You’re my daddy, George. I’m your little girl.”

“And what do you want him to do?”

Laurie had trouble concentrating as shivers were traveling from her pussy all the way up to her face. She couldn’t take this

much longer.

“I want you to fuck me, daddy.”

Melissa turned to her stepfather. “You heard her. You wouldn’t want to disappoint your little girl, now would you, daddy?”

George straightened up and scooted forward until his hard cock was lined up with the young woman’s sloppy pussy. Without

wasting a second, he wiggled the tip between her lips, finding her opening.

“Come on, do it.”

He thrust forward. She was so wet that he had no trouble burying himself to the hilt. Her womb was a furnace and the heat

assaulted his senses at once.

“Oh yes!” Laurie almost screamed.

Accustomed to her snug snatch, George went about fucking her in long strokes. Anything faster and he’d be in danger of

shooting his wad much too soon.

Melissa got off the couch and kneeled by the couple. She stroked her girlfriend’s taut stomach with one hand while the other

massaged her stepfather’s shoulder.

“You like that, daddy? You like fucking your new daughter?”

She didn’t get an answer. She brought her left hand to the top of Laurie’s pussy and started rubbing her engorged clit. It was

poking out of its hood, looking for attention. The little nub felt so good between her fingers. At the same time, she dropped her

other hand to her stepdad’s butt. She squeezed each cheek before running her fingers in between. At last, she palmed his heavy

balls and tugged on them delicately.

Laurie was in heaven. She hadn’t been this satisfied by a man since Gus. To imagine this stranger plunging into her as her

dad was driving her insane.

“Fuck me, daddy! Make me cum!”

Melissa stretched up and put her lips by her George’s ear. “Do it,” she whispered. “Today we concentrate on her, okay? We

have all the time in the world for just us but she really needs your cock right now.”

This spurred him on and he decided to go for broke. He caressed her hips and thrust faster into her.

“Cum for daddy, little girl,” he commanded. “Let daddy bring you off with his big hard cock!”

Melissa looked at Laurie’s twisted face and she knew she was close to her release. She accelerated the grinding action over

her clit as she was on a mission now. It was zero hour for Operation Make Laurie Cum.

The Captain’s eyebrows angled down and her mouth opened.

“Oh yeah, I’m cumming!”

This was it, the moment of truth. Finally the orgasm hit her like a linebacker.

“Ooooooh!”

Her entire body was seized with tremors. She convulsed on the couch while George and his stepdaughter never even bothered slowing down.

“Stop, please stop.”

Melissa knew she had to be quite sensitive and let go of her clit. However, George still felt her gushing around him and he

didn’t want to stop fucking her. He powered through her mild objections and within minutes she was smiling at him, urging him

to continue.

“You’re so good, daddy. You make my pussy so wet when you fuck me like this.”

She pulled Melissa to her, hooking an arm behind her neck. She pressed her lips against hers and kissed her fiercely. Their

tongues battled and no one was prepared to concede any territory. Ultimately, they came up for air.

“You guys are so hot together,” the younger girl said. “I’m totally drenched.”

“I wanna lick your cunt.”

“No, just enjoy my daddy.”

“It’s an order, Sergeant.”

Melissa was taken aback. Laurie sat up and pushed George away. She got off the couch and got on her hands and knees.

Melissa got the pictures and took her superior’s place on the sofa, sitting on the edge.

Without missing a beat, Laurie locked her lips around the NCO’s glittering pussy. She closed her eyes and lost herself in the

delicacy that was Melissa’s juices. Her tongue furrowed between her smooth lips, lapping up the nectar that made her head

swim.

“Oh Jesus,” Melissa purred.

She squeezed her nipples as she watched Laurie go to town between her legs. She’d been already on edge just from watching

the other couple. Now that her sweet cunny was being devoured, it wouldn’t be long until she reached the point of no return.

George grinned like a teenager. Laurie had a wonderful ass, round and bubbly, and he could see her wet slit poking between

her legs. It might as well have been a bull’s-eye. He shuffled forward, aimed his cock between her folds, and rammed into her.

Laurie was so shocked by the foreign object stretching her that she stopped licking, but only for a second. Within moments

she found she couldn’t get enough of it. She was tighter while doing it doggie-style and it only threatened to give her a second

thundering orgasm. She focused on fingering the other woman.

Melissa forced herself to keep our eyes open. She looked at her stepfather ramming Laurie from behind, drilling her wet

snatch for all it was worth.

“Yeah, daddy! Fuck her, make her cum again. Let’s go, daddy!”

Just saying these words was too much for Melissa. The fingers digging into her tunnel were hitting all the right notes. She put

both hands behind Laurie’s head and pulled her into her pussy.

“Don’t stop, I’m cumming. Oh God, I’m gonna cream your face!”

As soon as she had said the last word, her muscles spasmed uncontrollably. The ecstatic wave crashed over without prior

notice. She thrashed against the sofa and was dimly conscious that she was pulling Laurie’s hair. She didn’t care, she was

feeling too good.

The sight of his little girl squirming was inebriating. It brought to memory every sexual moment that had passed between

them from his jerking off in her dirty panties, to her seducing him, to the threesome they’d had with another man in Germany.

Melissa was such a little whore and he loved her for it. He intensified his grip on the Captain’s hips and fucked her faster.

“You like having daddy plunging into your pussy?” he asked Laurie. “You wanna feel daddy’s hot load splashing into you?”

“Yes, fuck me, daddy! Please make me cum again!”

The feeling began at the tip of George’s cock. It tingled and the sensation soon journeyed down to his balls. The latter

contracted and sent his cream coursing up his shaft.

“Oh shit, baby!”

Laurie felt him expand within her. She felt no pain, just pleasure. In fact, another orgasm was sneaking up on her.

“Aaaaaaah yes!”

They came at the same time. As George’s cock erupted, sending a torrent of warm jizz deep into her channel, her pussy

clamped down around him. Her internal muscles were not only quaking but also milking his shaft with every squeeze, every

quiver.

“Oh yes, daddy!”

Laurie thought she was about to pass out from the intensity of it all. She wanted to be filled to the brim with his scorching

seed, something she hadn’t longed for since her own daddy used to fuck her on rainy Sunday afternoons.

George slowed down, pumping the last of his reward into her and giving her time to catch her breath. When he pulled out, he

was already half hard. He climbed to his feet and crashed on the couch. He reached forward and pulled a sated Laurie next to

him. For her part, Melissa wrapped herself into her stepfather’s arm.

“So what do you think, daddy? Should I get you some adoption papers? Can you handle having another daughter?”

George was still in a daze about the whole thing. “I think we should consider getting me some heart medication first. You

two will be the death of me if you keep this up.”

Laurie smiled. “Don’t worry, we’re military ladies. We’re experts at whipping guys into shape.”

The girls pressed themselves against George who pulled them in closer as they shared a laugh. He definitely had his work

cut out for him.




THE END
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I was fourteen when mom married Rob. I thought he was a dick, because he was always telling me what to do. I hated him,

so I treated him like shit. I cussed him out all the time, refused to do anything he said, and tried to make his life a living hell. I

must admit, no matter what I dished out, Rob was a pretty decent guy. He never hit me, hardly ever screamed at me, and was

pretty respectful considering the way I treated him.

One day I happened to walk into their bedroom looking for my mother when he’d just gotten out of the shower. He was

towel-drying his hair, and he didn’t notice me. But I sure noticed him!

His body was hard – rock hard. I never saw him work out, but he looked like he hit the gym daily. I wondered if there was a

gym at his office or something. But it wasn’t just his stunning physique that left me with my jaw hanging, it was something else.

Something my wide eyes naturally traveled down to. His cock was HUGE!

I backed slowly out of the room, my face flushed hot and pink and a tingling sensation growing between my legs. I’d been

with a couple of guys, but they were nowhere near as huge as him. I couldn’t believe a cock that large even existed! It didn’t

look human, to be quite honest. And it wasn’t even erect!

I know it might seem shallow, but I started treating him differently from that moment on. It was like I saw him in a different

light. He wasn’t just the bastard that was trying to replace my father – he was a man. And totally hot, I might add!

One day, Rob came to tell my mother he wanted to spend the weekend with his buddies. They’d rented a cabin in the woods,

and they were supposed to be hunting and fishing for the whole weekend.

My mother had no problem with this, except for the fact that she was going to a retreat with her coworkers that same

weekend. She was worried about leaving me home by myself – apparently afraid I’d have a party and wreck the house or invite

the whole football team over for an orgy.

Rob sulked around the house for a couple of days until he got a phone call during breakfast from one of his friends.

“Well, Laura,” he told my mother. “Looks like you got your wish. James and Dave both came down with the flu, so I guess

no one is going, anyway.”

“So you all rented that cabin for nothing?” my mother lamented. “Can you get the money back?”

“Not at this late date,” Rob said. “You have to let them know forty-eight hours in advance, and we’re supposed to be there in

the morning.”

“That’s a lot of money, Rob,” she complained. “Hey, I know! Why don’t you take Carrie!”

I froze with my mouth open and a spoonful of cereal dangling in front of it, milk dribbling down the front of my shirt.

“You think she’ll want to spend a weekend in the middle of nowhere with her stepfather?” Rob asked incredulously.

“I do!” I said quickly, dropping my spoon into my cereal bowl with such force milk splattered all over my clothes.

“You do?” they both asked, staring at me in disbelief.

I nodded emphatically. I suppose they had every right to be shocked. The only interest I’d ever shown in the great outdoors

was going to the lake every summer, but that was only to see Marty Vickers, the hot guy who pumped gas at the boat docks, and

I spent most of that time in the air conditioning at the pavilion watching television and playing video games.

The truth was, now that I had seen just how hot Rob really was, I was dying to have some time alone with him. I know it

seems terrible of me, but I’d developed a huge crush on him, and the fact that he was my mother’s husband hardly even crossed

my mind.

“Well, alright, then,” Rob agreed. “If you really want to go, we’ll make a weekend of it.”

Rob and my mother both looked confused, but I was squealing with glee on the inside. I couldn’t believe I was going to have

a whole weekend alone with one of the hottest guys I’d ever met!

 

*

 

Rob and I arrived at the cabin very early on Saturday morning. The sun hadn’t yet risen, and we’d been driving for three

hours. I was squirming in my seat the whole way, because I was itching to be alone with him.

I’d gone to bed especially early so I wouldn’t be sleepy, and I was hoping we could spend some time in the cabin when we

first arrived, but Rob had other ideas. We were getting the gear out of the trunk when he hit me with it.

“You ready to go fishing?” he asked happily.

“Fishing?” I asked skeptically.

“Yeah, you know that activity where you dangle a hook in the water and pull fish out?” he joked.

“Ha-ha,” I said, rolling my eyes at his silly joke. “We just got here, though.”

“Why do you think we got here so early?” Rob asked. “Fish bite better before the sun comes up.”

Rob placed an armful of gear on the porch and fumbled with the keys. He pushed the door open and stepped aside, allowing

me to enter first.

“Um, didn’t you say you, James and Dave were supposed to be spending the weekend here?” I asked.

“Yeah, why?” he asked, stooping to pick up the gear he’d set down.

“Because there’s only one bed,” I told him.

“What?” he gasped.

I could hardly contain my excitement, but Rob wasn’t happy. In fact, he was downright angry.

“It’s alright,” I said.

“No, it’s not. This is bullshit!” he shouted. “And it’s only four in the morning. I can’t even call them until nine! Damn it!”

“Rob, chill,” I said. “It’s fine. At least your friends aren’t here.”

“Where am I supposed to sleep?” he asked.

I shrugged. I didn’t want to mention it, yet, but I definitely had my heart set on sleeping in the same bed with him.

“Never mind,” Rob said. “Let’s get fishing while they’re still biting.”

Rob and I headed down to the lake. There was a boat dock about thirty yards from the front porch, and Rob grabbed two

folding lawn chairs and set them up for us. Then he tried to teach me how to put a worm on a hook.

“This is a night crawler,” he said. “You just poke the hook through it like this, fold it up, and poke it through it again. That

way, the worm can still wiggle on the hook and attract the fish, but it isn’t as likely to wiggle off the hook.”

“Ew,” I said, shuddering and looking thoroughly disgusted. “I don’t think I can do that.”

“Alright, I’ll bait the hook for you,” he said, chuckling. “Now watch me. This is how you cast.”

He showed me how to fling the rod back behind me and push the button to release the line, and how to stop it at just the right

moment. My first cast landed precisely where I wanted it to.

“Nice!” Rob said, patting me on the shoulder. “You’re a natural!”

I beamed proudly at him. It’s funny. I’d never cared what he thought before, but now I wanted to please him more than

anything in the world.

Rob and I caught more than a dozen fish before the sun came up, and he put them in a cooler full of lake water to keep them

alive until we were ready for them. Once the sun came up, he told me he wanted to go hunting.

“Hunting?” I asked. “You mean like killing defenseless animals?”

Rob made a face at me.

“Really, Carrie,” he chastised me. “Men have been hunting since the dawn of human civilization. We have to provide for our

families.”

“That’s what a grocery store is for,” I groaned, crossing my arms in front of me and looking at him very accusatorily.

He rolled his eyes and shook his head.

“What’s the matter with it, really?” he wanted to know.

“They’re defenseless little animals, and you don’t need to kill them for food,” I said.

“So are the fish,” he pointed out.

“That’s true,” I admitted.

“But squirrels and deer are cuter?” he asked.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I agreed.

He shook his head again.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make it quick and painless,” he said, and he took his gear and left.

I sighed and plopped heavily onto the bed. It was barely six in the morning and I was already alone and bored. I had no idea

when he’d be back, and I had nothing to do.

Around ten o’clock, Rob made it back. I was thrilled to see him, but I felt sorry for him, too. He’d really been excited to

bring home some fresh game for us, but he hadn’t gotten anything.

“Back so soon?” I asked him.

“Yeah, I figured you’d be bored by now,” he said.

“You didn’t have to come back for me,” I told him.

“It’s okay. It wasn’t that much fun hunting alone, anyway,” he said.

Rob showed me how to scale and clean the fish. It was disgusting, but I was enjoying spending time with him, so it wasn’t as

bad as it could have been. Then he fried fresh fish for lunch, and we ate in the folding chairs by the lake.

After lunch, Rob called the office.

“Yeah, this is Rob Clark,” he said calmly into his cell phone. “Yeah, I’m in cabin twelve.”

He paused for a moment to allow the person on the other end to speak.

“Right,” he said. “Well, this was supposed to be a two bedroom cabin with a pullout sofa. That’s what I reserved. It was

supposed to be me and two of my buddies. But this is a single room cabin, and there isn’t even a sofa!”

He paused again, listening.

“What? But we paid $800 for the weekend!” he shouted. “No, I don’t want a voucher for a free weekend, I want the two

bedroom cabin I paid for!”

A moment later, he angrily jabbed the button on his phone. He drew his hand back behind him and nearly chucked his phone

into the lake, but then he took a deep breath and shoved his phone into his pocket.

“What happened?” I asked cautiously.

“They’re full!” he growled. “Can you believe it? Every single cabin is full! There’s no way they can move us!”

“It’s alright,” I told him soothingly, putting my hand on his arm. “We’ll make do.”

He looked down at me, rage still flaming in his eyes. I smiled up at him and batted my eyelashes, and he softened.

“Yeah, it’s alright,” he said, smiling faintly. “I’ll sleep on the floor.”

I smiled and said nothing. He wouldn’t be sleeping on the floor if I had anything to say about it, but it wasn’t the right time to

bring it up.

 

*

 

The night air was sultry and humid, and Rob and I sat by the campfire roasting marshmallows. I slapped a mosquito away

from my face and scratched at a bite on my arm.

“Sorry about that,” Rob said. “I forgot to bring the Off.”

“It’s fine,” I said, holding my marshmallow over the fire.

When it was nicely charred, I brought it to my mouth, burning my lip. I swore at the throbbing pain.

“Wow, that’s not nice language coming from a young lady,” Rob chuckled.

“I’m not a lady,” I laughed. “Ugh, it’s so hot out here. I feel all sticky. I think I’m going to go take a shower before bed.”

“Alright,” Rob said. “I’ll be here when you get out.”

Rob leaned back in his chair and stared up at the stars, a bottle of beer dangling from one hand. He was so sexy sitting there

all rugged and masculine. He was an outdoorsman through and through, and as I stood there watching the firelight flicker on his scruffy face, I felt giddy.

I hurried through my shower, shaved my legs, and brushed my teeth. Then I slathered lotion all over my body. I wanted to be

soft and smell good when I seduced him.

“Rob, I’m ready for bed,” I called out the front door.

“Be right there!” he shouted back.

A few moments later, Rob appeared through the doorway. Sweat trickled down his face and got lost in the hair on his chest.

He was magnificent.

“I’m gonna take a quick shower,” he said.

“Okay.”

While Rob was in the shower, I hurried to prepare the room. I lit some candles and placed them all throughout the room. I

turned on the radio and found a station playing some soft rock. And I slipped into my favorite navy blue tank top and panties.

Then I lied down on the bed to wait for him.

My heart skipped a beat when the water turned off, and I could already feel myself getting wet. I positioned myself on my

side, facing toward him, with one leg bent to expose my crotch.

The bathroom door opened, and I waited breathlessly…

“Man, am I tired,” he said, yawning, with the towel covering his face as he dried his hair.

He was wearing pajama bottoms, but he was shirtless. My eyes followed the path from his strong, thick chest, down his

rippling torso, past his navel, and down toward the little path of hair that disappeared inside his pants.

He tossed the towel over the back of a chair and glanced at me. Then he froze, his eyes wide. He turned away.

“Carrie,” he said, clearing his throat. “You should put on some clothes.”

“What do you think these are?” I asked, looking down at my tank top.

He glanced at me, and then quickly looked away again.

“Barely anything,” he answered.

I laughed.

“You’re such a prude!” I teased him.

“No, I’m just being reasonable,” he said.

“Reasonable? It’s like ninety-five degrees! This is totally reasonable,” I said.

“Alright, fine. Point taken,” he said.

He pulled a blanket out of a drawer and spread it on the floor, and then he grabbed a pillow off the bed and lied down with

it. I watched, amused, as he tossed and turned on the hard floor for several minutes.

“Looks uncomfortable down there,” I said cleverly.

“It’s not so bad,” he lied.

“Come on, Rob. It looks barely better than lying on rocks,” I teased him.

“Okay, yeah, fine. It sucks,” he admitted.

“Just come sleep in the bed with me,” I suggested.

“That’s hardly appropriate,” he said, groaning slightly as he turned over and tried to get comfortable.

“Why not?” I asked. “It’s no big deal.”

“It is a big deal,” he argued. “You’re a young woman, and I’m your stepfather.”

“So?”

“So, it’s not appropriate.”

“Oh, come on!” I said. “The bed’s really comfy. Just try it!”

He sighed. Then he stood up and grabbed his pillow.

“Fine,” he relented. “If I sleep on this floor, I’ll never get the crick out of my back, and I have to go to work on Monday.”

I tried to hide my satisfaction, but a grin spread across my face. The bed sagged behind me as Rob lied down. I turned to

face him. He was lying on the far side of the bed, scrunched up along the very edge. I laughed at him.

“I don’t bite!” I said, giggling.

“Just being a gentleman,” he said, pretending to be trying to sleep.

I reached over and turned off the lamp. The room was dark, aside from a thick shaft of moonlight that spilled through the

nearby window and bathed us in a silvery blue glow.

“Night,” I said quietly.

“Night,” he commented.

I wanted for a few moments, and then I reached out and put my hand on his ribs. I felt his muscles tense.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Nothing,” I said.

He didn’t move, nor did he say anything else, so I left my hand there for a while. Then I slowly scooted closer to him and

pressed my body against his back. He was motionless, and he still said nothing, so I wrapped my arm around him and placed

my cheek against his back.

“Carrie!” he snapped. “What are you doing?”

“I thought I heard something outside,” I pouted, pretending to be afraid.

“There’s nothing out there,” he said. “Go to sleep.”

I lied there for a while, enjoying the muscular hardness of his back against my body, and feeling the light dusting of hair

across the front of his torso with my hand. I was tingling between my legs, and I could feel wetness starting to seep through my

panties.

Cautiously, I reached downward. My hand brushed against his cock, which was a huge, soft lump underneath the fabric of his

pajama bottoms. He gasped and sat up in bed.

“Carrie!” he scolded me.

“What?” I asked innocently. “It was an accident!”

He stared at me for a minute before deciding I was most likely telling the truth, and then he lied back down beside me.

A few minutes later, I quickly shoved my hand down his pants and grasped it firmly in my hand. It immediately started to

stiffen in my hand, and I nearly shrieked with delight.

“Carrie!” he shouted, sitting up again. “Stop this!”

“It’s hard,” I reminded him.

“No shit!” he yelled. “That’s what happens when someone touches it!”

“You like it,” I commented.

“No!” he denied. “No, I don’t! This is inappropriate!”

“No, it’s not,” I told him. “I’m eighteen.”

“Yes, but I’m married!” he shouted. “To your mother!”

“She doesn’t have to know,” I said, starting to stroke it.

He gasped and shuddered as my hand slid up and down the shaft. His eyes were wide, and his mouth was gaping. He looked

both horrified and turned on.

“Carrie, stop,” he insisted. “This is wrong.”

“Okay, I’ll stop,” I said, and I heard him breathe a sigh of relief.

It wasn’t exactly a lie. I did stop stroking it. But I bent my head and quickly took the head between my lips. He gasped again,

and I felt his whole body stiffen as he tried to back away from me. But as I ran my tongue around the head slowly, licking back

and forth, he slowly relaxed.

His cock was so huge, I could barely open my mouth wide enough to take it. The head alone stuffed my mouth to near capacity. My lips stretched wide, and I tried to push my head down on it. I heard him moan lightly, and I wrapped my hand

around it and started to stroke it again as my head bobbed up and down. I felt his hand on the back of my head, gently stroking

my hair at first, and then pushing down on the back of my head.

My head bobbed faster and faster, my hand milking the massive shaft as I sucked him. I could hear him making small “mm’s”

and “ah’s”. He’d long since forgotten how “wrong” he thought it was.

“Fuck me, Rob,” I said, looking up at him and continuing to stroke him.

“I can’t,” he argued, but I could see in his eyes his resolve was breaking.

“Fuck me!” I shouted, pressing my lips against his, and squashing my breasts into his chest.

His tongue slipped between my lips, and his hand went up my shirt. I could feel his grip firm and strong on my breast, and he

squeezed it tightly. His other hand went down to squeeze my ass.

“I shouldn’t,” he whispered, nuzzling his neck into my still-damp hair.

“I want you to, Rob,” I told him. “Feel me. I’m so wet for you!”

I grabbed his hand and shoved it down the front of my panties. I felt his hand brush past the tuft of hair on my pubic mound

and his fingers slip between my labia. Soon, they were slick with my wetness.

“Oh, God,” he breathed, his whole body heaving with horniness.

“Do it,” I begged him. “Please!”

He threw me forcefully onto the bed and shoved his tongue into my mouth. His lips were rough against mine – so rough they

almost hurt. He shoved his hand inside my panties and began to finger me, fucking me with his fingers and then rubbing my clit,

sliding back and forth. His massive dick was stabbing angrily into my thigh as he rubbed up against it, humping me like a dog in

heat.

He grabbed my tank top and yanked it over my head, tossing it aside. The moonlight hit my breasts, and he stared at them for

a moment before lowering his head and practically devouring one of my nipples.

His finger rubbed harder and faster against my clit, and I began to squirm. Quickly, he moved between my legs and jerked off

my panties, burying his face in my cunt. His tongue slipped deep inside my pussy, pushing further inside, wiggling and probing.

The he licked upward, swirling around my clit, teasing it to attention.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, my hips pumping up and down wildly. “I’m cumming!”

He pressed his tongue flat against my clit and started to lick furiously up and down. I could see him humping the mattress as

his head bobbed up and down between my legs. I wanted to feel him inside me, and I pictured what it would feel like to have

his massive shaft penetrating me, tearing me apart, ripping into me and stretching me.

“Ohhhhhh!” I cried out, grinding my hips against his face as an orgasm built inside my cunt, spreading like wildfire through

my whole body.

My stomach trembled, my legs quivered, and I grabbed two handfuls of my hair and pulled as the orgasm gripped my entire

body. When it began to subside, Rob mounted me. Without a word, he positioned the fat head of his dick against my hole. He

leaned forward, looking me straight in the eyes. I could tell he wanted to see the look on my face when he impaled me on it.

With one sharp thrust, he slammed his cock into me, tearing through my tightness and thudding hard against my cervix. I

gasped loudly, my eyes bugging out of my head. My mouth was hanging open in total shock as his enormous cock filled me to

the brim and shoved my insides upward.

“Is this what you wanted?” he snarled, almost angrily, as he banged my head against the headboard with intense force.

“Yes!” I gasped.

His hips thrust furiously, pushing his throbbing dick inside me until I could hardly breathe.

“This?” he asked, his face wild and vicious.

“Yes!” I repeated.

He pounded me relentlessly, battering my cervix mercilessly with his giant erection. It slammed into me again and again, a strange mix of intense pain and incredible pleasure filling my cunt.

“You like my big dick?” he asked me, continuing the relentless assault.

“Oh, yes!” I cried.

“You like it when it hurts?” he snarled, grasping my throat and squeezing lightly.

“Yes!” I answered truthfully.

He smacked my face gently, as though testing the water.

“Again!” I begged.

He smacked me again, this time a little harder.

“Oh, yes! Spank me!” I begged him.

He pushed my legs up toward me, and I grabbed my calves, holding them tightly. He smacked my ass.

“Harder!” I begged him.

He slapped my ass harder, still fucking me hard and deep.

“Punish me!” I cried. “I’m such a bad girl!”

Rob slapped my ass over and over. I could feel angry welts popping up where his palm smacked against my skin. It was

starting to sting, and my whole cunt was on fire.

“I’m gonna cum!” I shouted as he continued to spank my ass.

He groaned loudly, and I felt his cock begin to pulse and throb inside me. With each thrust, he grunted, and I felt the tickle of

cum shooting against my cervix. It spurted madly, spitting loads of his hot cum deep inside me. His primal sounds swelled

inside my clit, and I exploded in wave after wave of orgasm, my pussy quivering wildly, and my legs shaking so hard I could

hardly control them.

He pulled his cock out and I could feel a massive glop of cum oozing out of my cunt and sliding down my ass. He leaned

back and sighed, looking down and watching the cum drip down.

“Well, you took it like a pro,” he told me.

“And I’ll do it again,” I promised him.

“You think so?” he asked.

“I know so,” I said confidently.

That wasn’t the last trip Rob and I took together. We spent all of them fucking like mad. And believe me when I say, I was

never rude to him again… except when he wanted me to be!
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I’ll never forget the first time I caught sight of my stepsister’s fiancé, Jack Wyatt. Having just arrived from a two-hour

drive, the happy couple stood in the open foyer of my grandmother’s house, surrounded by my Aunt Ester, Grandma Chester,

and mom and dad. Murmurs of delight resounded as Caroline held out her manicured hand, displaying her sparkling

engagement ring.

I descended slowly, gripping the banister for support, as my eyes fell on the tall, solidly built man standing next to her.

His attention was on the talkative throng around him, and he smiled, flashing impossibly white teeth and dimples. His thick

auburn hair was cut short and perfectly groomed, save for one errant strand that fell in his eyes. His light blue shirt was tucked

into his pants, surrounded by a dark leather belt. He appeared, for all intents and purposes, the ideal picture of what a woman

would want her fiancé to be: handsome, polite, and successful.

And, then it happened.

I hadn’t quite reached the bottom step, when his expressively warm, chocolate colored eyes found me. I had dressed

especially for this occasion in a loose fitting sundress that hung just above the knee. The garment was the palest of pinks, with a

scoop neck, revealing a glimpse of my breasts. As the greetings commenced, Jack’s attention was no longer on my family or my

stepsister. He seemed to be taking me in from the top of my head to my face, neck, breasts, and below. It was as if every

landmark on my body had been thoroughly appraised and inventoried.

My reaction to this was peculiar. I sucked in a sharp breath, inadvertently thrusting out my breasts. His interested gaze

rested on my chest, as hunger flared in his eyes. Due to my naiveté and inexperience, the significance of this event was lost on

me, except for an instinctive feminine inkling that seemed to hum through my ears.

“There she is,” enthused, Aunt Ester. “Here’s our little darling, Maya. Come say hello to your sister and her new fiancé.”

As I neared the object of my fascination, my smile expanded. “Hi.” I held out my hand, and he took it gently. I glanced at

Caroline. “Hey.” Jack hadn’t let go of my hand yet, and it felt strong and warm and wonderful. It was another full moment

before he let me slide out of his grasp, leaving me bereft.

“Well, look at you,” said Caroline. “Somebody’s grown up.” She hugged me, and whispered, “See ya got your tits, sis.

Congrats.”

I pushed her lightly. “Go fart off.”

“Still the little angel I remember,” she said dryly. “Some things never change.”

I hadn’t seen Caroline in two years.

Mr. Wyatt’s attention was on me. I could feel it. From his height, he had a direct view into the front portion of my dress,

thereby glimpsing even more of my creamy cleavage. Knowing that he was staring at me in such a way was secretly thrilling.

All the nerve endings in my body began to hum, and little butterflies fluttered in my tummy.

“Let’s have drinks before dinner,” said daddy. “Then you can tell us about how this happened.” He was referring to the

engagement.

I took that moment to make myself scarce. I jogged to the bathroom, where I stared at my reflection excitedly. Cornflower

blue eyes sparkled with the lingering effects of the strange fever that had raced through my system like an out of control brush

fire.

You gotta calm down!

I had never experienced this type of a reaction before. It had been the most amazing, peculiar, and unexpected event of

my young life. Having just turned eighteen last week, I thought my new car had been thrilling, but that was nothing compared to

the look in Mr. Wyatt’s eyes.

He’s Caroline’s fiancé. He’s not up for grabs.

I swallowed the cold reality of that thought and tamped down feeling flattered and pretty and far too excited for my own

good. I ran my fingers through my long, light brown hair. By the time I left the bathroom, I had gained the upper hand over my

emotions, and as I sat down at the dinner table, I was sure I would be able to eat and carry on with decorum.

I was wrong!

“So, tell us what it’s like being a museum curator,” asked daddy conversationally.

The object of my fascination sat across the table, staring at me. Grandma Chester and Aunt Ester were at my elbows.

Jack cleared his throat. “It’s not that exciting. Mostly managing exhibitions and preserving records and such. I’m on the

computer twenty-four seven.”

The baritone of his voice had an innately appealing and soothing quality. My hands were in my lap, over a starched white

napkin. I didn’t hear a word daddy said in reply, because I was too busy staring at Jack. I was mesmerized by the curve of his

face, the fullness of his lower lip, and the seductive smile that produced little dimples.

I tried to focus on the dinner Aunt Ester and grandma had made, but it was impossible. People talked and laughed, and,

yet, I remained quiet. I gleaned several things from this momentary break from society. The first was that Jack Wyatt possessed

a wonderful sense of humor, and, most importantly, my presence had affected him. He was deliberately trying not to look at me.

My hand, on its own accord, slipped beneath the napkin. I could not stop my wayward fingers from rubbing over my

mound, inflaming me with a sudden rush of passion. I scooted forward ever so slightly, and the tablecloth fell over my lap.

“I wanna get one of those, but I don’t know if I can,” said Caroline. “They’re expensive. With the wedding to plan, I

don’t think we can afford it.”

“Don’t worry about it. Your father and I will take care of it,” my stepmother, Lillian said.

I hadn’t a clue what the conversation was about, because my seeking fingers had slid into my panties. A finger toyed with

my clit, rubbing over the little nub in sinuous strokes. I glanced into my plate, and the mashed potatoes swam before my eyes.

What I really saw was Jack Wyatt staring at me with a hungry, appreciative look. I imagined him pulling my dress off my

shoulders and undoing my bra. His warm hands touched my starved skin, feeling the weight of my mounds in the palms of his

hands. I wanted to close my eyes and give in to the feelings that were developing, but I couldn’t. It was a struggle to keep my

lids open.

“Maybe Tuscany is where you wanna go for the honeymoon. Professor Doling has a house there. You could stay with him

for free,” said Lillian.

I looked up and met Jack’s inquisitive gaze. There wasn’t a part of me that hadn’t tensed with arousal. The look in his

eyes spurred me on, as I imagined him being the one touching me, fingering my hole. I spread my legs and drove in deeper.

“I thought Venice, actually. I don’t know if I want to stay with some crusty old professor on our honeymoon.”

“You’ve plenty of time to decide where you’re going, my dear,” said grandma. “You could take a cruise if you wanted

to.”

This sent Aunt Ester into a tirade, because she had been on a disastrous voyage a year ago where the boiler room had

flooded and ruined their vacation. None of this mattered to me. My body had begun humming a sweet tune filled with erotic

goodness, all the while, my finger thrust into me, over and over. My wetness dripped onto the cushion beneath my ass.

It occurred to me that someone might perceive my actions. In my current state of lust, I didn’t care in the least, and,

furthermore, I was nearing the glorious finish that shone up ahead like a glaring beacon. In other words, I was too far-gone to

give a damn. In the seconds that followed, I realized it was my right arm’s movements that had, indeed, given me away.

It wasn’t grandma or Aunt Ester or daddy or Caroline who had perceived me. It was Jack. There was a light of

awareness in his gaze, as he stared at where my arm was and how it shook, ever so slightly. His eyes widened, and his mouth

fell open. While the others talked and laughed, I inched closer to climax, all under the watchful eyes of a stranger.

“But then we wouldn’t be able to be here with you guys,” objected Caroline. There was a nasally tone to her voice.

“Come back when you’re done house hunting,” said Lillian.

“Or when Jack’s finished with his presentation,” said daddy.

I was gone. I’d drifted into the realm of pleasure, and the only escape was the heady sensation of release that teased me,

propelling me onward. I should have been mortified by my behavior. I was masturbating at the dinner table! What was wrong

with me?

“Isn’t that right, Jack?” inquired grandma.

“Huh? Oh, yes. Of course.” He seemed distracted as well.

Daddy told a joke, and everyone laughed heartily right at the moment when the first onslaught hit me. My head fell back,

and I moaned, shuddering out of control. My stomach clenched and pulsed with the overriding joy of what I had just done to

myself.

“Maya, are you alright?” asked Caroline. Her overly plucked eyebrows had drawn together.

Mortified, I sat up straight. “Um…yeah…my stomach aches...sorta.”

“You don’t think the meat’s gone bad, do you?” Aunt Ester looked alarmed.

My face and neck felt heated. I was horrified that I might be flushed and blotchy. Jack’s gaze lingered on me, knowingly

and inquisitive. The edges of his lips had turned up in a slight smile.

“I think I’m gonna get an aspirin or somethin’.” I stood and dropped the napkin.

“If you need an antacid, they’re in the kitchen,” offered Lillian.

“Thanks.” I practically ran from the room.




Chapter Two

 

Later that night, I encountered Caroline in the upstairs hallway.

She appeared concerned. “Hey, are you okay? I never did get to talk to you after dinner.”

“Yeah. I’m fine.”

“Ya sure? You looked all flushed and stuff.”

“Ah…well…it was nothin’.”

“There’s a notebook of wedding dresses you gotta look at. I marked the ones I really like. I wanna know your opinion.”

“Alright.”

I followed her to the bedroom, where Jack sat on the bed with a computer in his lap. He looked startled, yet delighted, to

see me.

“I want Maya to go through the dress book.” She pointed to the bed. “Check those out. I gotta wash my face. Lemme

know which ones you like.” She headed for the bathroom. A second later, the sound of running water could be heard.

Wearing a frilly white nightgown, I sat on the bed and stared at the object of my newly acquired fantasies. Happy little

bubbles danced around in my stomach, which tickled delightfully.

“Have you recovered from dinner?”

I nodded.

“What was it? Indigestion?” He smiled slightly.

“Yep.” He didn’t believe me at all, I could tell. Those eyes were filled with amusement and…something else.

“Stomach bugs can be distracting, huh?”

I had to change the subject. “What’re you looking at?” I scooted closer and glanced at the web page. Images of sun kissed

beaches and palm trees greeted me. “Are you going to Cancun?”

“Maybe.”

We were so close I could smell his cologne, which teased my senses and inflamed me even more. I stared at him,

trapped in the magic of that long, stolen moment. My focus shifted to his mouth. Those lips looked entirely too inviting,

especially the plump lower lip, which I desperately wanted to nibble on.

He closed the laptop, breaking the spell. “How old are you, Maya?”

“Eighteen.”

“Are you in college?”

“Not yet.”

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

I shook my head.

Caroline’s cell phone blared suddenly, breaking the spell. My stepsister breezed into the room. “Shit. That’s probably

Amy.” She noted the closed notebook on the bed. “Hey, you better check those dresses out. Don’t make me beat you.” She

flipped her phone open. “Hey you! How are ya?” She returned to the bathroom.

An inner seductress suddenly had her hooks in me, as I threw a leg over his lap, and sat on him, surprising us both. I

couldn’t help myself! Was it my fault that he was so adorable?

“You’re gonna get me into trouble,” he murmured.

“I…sorry.”

“Are you always this friendly?”

“No.”

He smiled. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were a naughty stepsister.”

I squirmed over him, feeling the progressively hardening bulge beneath me. “I like you,” I whispered, amazed at my

boldness.

“That’s rather obvious.”

I focused on his lips, while his cock twitched under my ass.

His hands were suddenly around my midsection, warm and firm. “You better get off, honey. I’ll be in a world of shit if

Caroline sees this.”

But, it was too late. She’d returned. “What’re you doing, Maya?” Shock registered on her face.

I jumped, and slid from his lap. “Um…nothing.”

Her hands went to her hips, and her mouth fell open. “That didn’t look like nothing. Jack?”

“She just sat on me.”

“Could I have a talk with you, Maya, please?”

Oh, crap. But you knew you would get in trouble, didn’t you? Yet you behaved like a naughty girl.

I followed Caroline into the bathroom, where she turned on me with a stern expression. “What’s going on? Did he make

a pass at you?”

“No! It was like he said. I sat on him.” I lowered my head in shame.

“Why’d you do that?”

“He’s cute.”

“Are you crazy?” She looked pissed. The frown lines between her eyes were prominent. “What the fuck, Maya?”

“I’m sorry.”

“What’s going on? I haven’t seen you in two years and you turn into a slut?”

“I’m not a slut.”

“Why’d you do that?”

I shrugged. “I dunno.”

“That’s a lousy excuse.”

“Sorry.”

Her fingers threaded through her hair. “Ugh! I don’t know whether to smack you or what.”

“I won’t do it again.”

“What exactly were you thinking? I mean, you’ve got some balls making a move on another woman’s man while she’s in

the next room!”

Tears welled in my eyes. “I…don’t know what I was thinking. He’s just so cute. I don’t find that many people appealing

and…he’s cute,” I finished lamely.

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, look, I’ll forget about what just happened, but you better watch it. It’s not cool to pounce on

somebody’s fiancé. Kapeesh?”

“I’m sorry.”

She hugged me. “You’re a pain in my ass.”

“I’m so jealous,” I mumbled. “He’s sooo…”

“Cute?”

“Yeah.”

She drew away from me. “Don’t you have a boyfriend?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

I shrugged.

“You will soon, I’m sure. You’re a pretty girl.” She pointed a finger at me. “Just keep your hands off my man.”

“I will.”

“You can look at the dress book tomorrow, okay?”

I nodded.

She smacked my ass. “Now head out. Go to bed!”

I hurried from the bathroom, feeling wretched. I didn’t even glance at Jack as I reached the door. I closed it behind me,

almost. I stood listening, wondering what Caroline would say to him.

“What happened?” he asked.

“The hell if I know. She thinks you’re cute.”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t look like that, asshole. This isn’t funny.”

“Can we invite her back in to sit on me some more?”

“I’m gonna pretend you didn’t say that.”

Would he mention my behavior at dinner? I held my breath with my hand on the doorknob.

“She needs a boyfriend,” said Caroline.

“I think so.”

“What did she say to you? Did she come on to you?”

He sighed. “She’s young. She’s curious.”

“You got a boner, didn’t you?”

“I plead the fifth.” He chuckled, “Aw, come on. You know I love you, honey. Don’t pout.”

“You’ll tell me if she does something like that again, won’t you?”

“Absolutely.”

I walked away at that point and went to bed. I lay there staring unhappily at the ceiling, wishing Jack were next to me,

touching me. I’d have to go to church now and confess. Ugh.

My life sucks.




Chapter Three

 

Sometime during the quiet hours of the night, my bed shifted. I rolled to my side and bit back a scream. Jack was sitting

next to me!

“Oh!”

“I’m sorry I scared you.”

I was so thrilled to see him; I just about crawled out of my skin with excitement. “What’re you doing here?”

“That’s what I’ve been asking myself,” he muttered. “I can’t sleep. I’ve been debating for two hours about this. Shit.”

He couldn’t leave now. I scooted closer. “I’m so happy you’re here.”

“That’s the problem.”

“Please don’t leave.” I hated the hint of desperation in my voice. “You’ve come all this way.” I suddenly felt

emboldened. “Why are you here, actually?”

A small table lamp was on across the room, partially illuminating us. I could see his features plainly. He looked torn.

“I…shit.” An inner debate of some magnitude seemed to be raging.

I saw an opening. “I think you’re cute. Do you think I’m cute?”

“What happened at dinner…it was probably the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. Why did you do it? What were you

thinking?”

“Omigod this is awkward.” I had the grace to blush. “I can’t believe I did that.” Being near him was absolutely thrilling.

“I might’ve been thinking of you.”

“You shouldn’t.”

“I know...I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry.”

“You’re so cute for an older guy.”

He coughed. “Thanks.” Amusement shone in his eyes.

“I get the tingles when I’m near you.”

“Maybe you’re coming down with something?”

I giggled, “I don’t think so. I’ve never reacted like this to anyone before. I’m trying to figure it out. It’s weird.”

“It’s just attraction.”

“Do you feel it too?”

He sighed. “I know better than this; I really do.”

“What do you mean?”

“I shouldn’t be here.”

I placed my hands on his shoulders. “Please don’t go away. Stay for a little while.”

“You’re playing with fire, Maya. You’ve no idea what you’re doing, do you?”

I felt dampness in my panties. “Can’t we just kiss? What’s so wrong with making out a little?”

“That’s the fire you’re messin’ with.”

My nightgown was stifling me. I grabbed the bottom and hauled it over my head, exposing myself to him.

“Jesus Christ!”

“I’m hot.”

His gaze skimmed my chest. “Oh, wow.”

His interested appraisal fanned the flames of my desire and emboldened me. I inched closer.

“I knew this would happen. I knew you’d do this.” He spoke to himself, “That’s why you came here, asshole. You knew

she wanted you. You knew she’d be available. Shit.”

“Can’t we have a little fun?”

Those warm, chocolate brown eyes were on me. “I’m not strong enough. I’m…a lousy fiancé. Caroline will kick me to

the curb for this, as she should.”

I touched his face, which felt rough beneath my fingers. He had a day old beard. “Don’t you want to kiss me? Isn’t that

why you came here?”

He stared intently. “I’m gonna go out on a limb, but you’re probably a virgin. Aren’t you?”

“Yes…but I hate it.”

“If we do this, we can’t tell anyone. Do you promise not to say anything? Can you keep a secret?”

“Can we stop talking now? I wanna make out so bad.”

“Jesus.”

I closed my mouth over him awkwardly. “I’m a lousy kisser. Sorry.”

He held my face. “Follow my lead,” he growled, as his mouth descended on mine.

I’d never been kissed before, and the sheer bliss of it had me moaning. He made love to my lips, seducing and enticing

with gentle suckles. Strong hands encircled my back, and I found myself pressed against him. Every breath I took was filled

with the intoxicating scent of him. Each contact of muscle against soft skin had me shivering and buzzing.

His lips were on my neck, nibbling and kissing, while his hands massaged my breasts, feeling their weight and squeezing

a nipple.

“Oh!” It felt so wonderful to have someone else’s hands on me. He took off his shirt and pulled down his shorts,

exposing a pale, jutting cock. I bit my lip, looking at it. “Wow.”

“Have you ever seen one before?”

“Online.”

He chuckled and then grew serious. “Lay down.”

I did as I was told and waited expectantly. His hand was on my tummy.

“You’re so beautiful, Maya.”

“Thanks.”

He kissed my stomach, which sent pleasure pulses racing through me. “I’ve no right to take your virginity.”

“I don’t want it anymore. It’s yours.”

He sighed with resignation. “I’m gonna go to hell for this.”

“Me too. It’s more fun there anyhow.”

“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

This declaration prompted my pussy to tense unbearably. “Yes,” I breathed.

His hand drifted over my smooth stomach to my shaved mound. “It’s baby soft,” he murmured. He slid my panties down

my legs and tossed them aside.

Then a finger brushed against me, and I moaned. He kissed me right above my pussy, forcing me to wriggle beneath him.

“Can’t you do more than that?” I was horribly impatient. I wanted to feel his tongue in me.

“Like this?”

He brushed against my clit, wetting the sensitive skin. “Ooh! Yeah. Like that.”

“How bout this?”

In one long, arduous stroke, he laved me and dipped into my hole. “Oh, my God.” From there he continued to drive deep,

over and over.

“You taste like sex.”

“What?” I wanted him to continue, not talk.

“From earlier, from dinner. I can taste your arousal.”

I placed my hands on top of his head and pushed him into me. “I don’t care. Just suck.”

“Alright,” he chuckled. He sunk in deeply.

I lifted my ass off the bed and thrust into his mouth. I wished his tongue were bigger. I needed so much more than what he

was giving. Sensing my frustration, he drove a long, thick finger into my silky folds.

“Oh, Jack.”

“Do you like that, baby?”

“Yes.” I arched my back and threw my head to the other side of the pillow. “It feels so good.”

His finger was incredible. It stroked my inner walls, inflaming me beyond what I thought was tolerable.

“You’re really wet, sweetheart.”

I moaned.

“Are you sure you’re a virgin?”

I grabbed for him. “Fuck me, Jack. Please.”




Chapter Four

 

He rose over me, prodding my entrance with his cock. From there he slid up and down coating himself in my juices,

pushing against my clitoris with each stroke. The intensity of the feeling was so heavenly, I nearly cried out.

Then he pushed into me, and I gasped. The huge rounded end had barely crossed the threshold. It seemed to stretch me

beyond capacity, and I suddenly feared it would hurt.

“You are a virgin.”

Why he had doubted it, I wouldn’t know. “Oh, my God.”

“It’s not too late. I can stop.”

I gasped, “No!”

He leaned forward, sliding in a fraction. “You’re so tight. Jesus.”

“Oh, Jack, oh.” There was a stinging feeling, which surprised me. I hoped it would go away soon.

He pressed, I tensed, and he withdrew. He held the base and slid up and down, slickening the tip with the fluid of my

arousal. I relaxed again and sighed. The fat tip pushed against my clit over and over, fueling the buzz that had begun to throb

within me.

“I’m sorry, baby,” he rasped.

With one thrust he buried himself to the hilt. It stung greatly for a long, awful second.

“Oh, God, I’m so sorry.”

The intrusion had been a shock. His response was a revelation. I had pleased him somehow with my tightness, because

he panted and groaned; all the while, his cock throbbed in me. He hadn’t moved an inch. The feel of something so huge and

alien seeking shelter in my body was profoundly surreal.

“Are you alright?”

“Yes.” Then he moved. “Oh!”

“I’m gonna fuck you, honey. Are you ready?”

“I…guess so.”

He drove deep and groaned.

Whatever control he had, had fallen by the way side. He was no longer gentle, and I was too far gone to care. The

massive intrusion, and the initial awkwardness, had been replaced with sheer bliss, as he worked himself in and out, inflaming

me with renewed desire.

My fingertips kneaded his muscled buttocks, where I dug into the firm flesh and held on for dear life. My legs wrapped

around him, and I thrust my ass off the bed to match his movements.

“Oh, God, Maya,” he moaned. His lips were near my ear, and he kissed my neck. “You’re so tight, honey.”

He was receiving an enormous amount of pleasure from my body. Just when I thought he would kiss me again, he pulled

himself out all the way.

“Get on your knees,” he said hoarsely.

Shocked, I sat up and did as instructed. I felt him behind me prodding, and then, with one thrust, he was buried deep.

“Ooohh…yeah…” he moaned.

This new position was a revelation. His hands gripped my hips as he used me harder, pounding forcefully.

“Aaahh…Maya…ooohh…”

I thought it would hurt being taken so roughly, but little bursts of pleasure began to ping, one after the other, and my

stomach tightened and tingled as I bore down on him.

“Ooohh…I feel that. This has got to be the tightest pussy I’ve ever had.” He sounded breathless.

I wasn’t listening anymore. My head had fallen forward, my mouth was open, and all I could think about was how wonderful his cock felt. The sensation of fullness mixed with intense pleasure. It was too much.

“Jack!”

“Yeah, baby. You’re gettin’ close. Cum on my cock, honey. You can do it.”

The sound of sex, skin smacking against skin, filled the room, mixed with the heady aroma of our lovemaking. The

lingering fragrance of his cologne was all around me, intoxicating and spurring me on. I had begun to climb the heights of

pleasure, and there would be no retreat. It was too late.

“Oooh!” My pussy contracted sharply as wave after wave of luxurious sensation tumbled over me, knocking me around

like a floating cork. “Jack!” I shuddered, shook, and gasped.

“That’s it. Cum, you little minx. Good girl.”

He continued to pound me, while I rode out the after affects of my orgasm. Then he removed himself altogether.

“Open your mouth, pretty girl.”

I turned around and observed him stroking himself. The organ was long and riddled with tiny veins that throbbed and

pulsed. The rounded head looked shiny from our combined juices. Having never sucked a cock before, I approached it

hesitantly.

“Just don’t bite and it’ll be okay.”

I licked him, tasting his saltiness, and inhaling the scent of our combined fluids. I smelled myself on him, and it was

strangely arousing. His thumb rubbed over the engorged head.

“I won’t last long, honey. I’m so close. I just need you to give me a little lick.”

I sucked him with noisy, slurping sounds, as if he were a piece of juicy candy.

“Oh, yeah. Oh, my God. You’re so sweet, Maya.”

I was about to take him in further, when he pulled himself from me.

“Oh, honey. I…have something for you.” He groaned.

I waited for the unknown with my mouth open, tongue slightly out. He continued to stroke his tip; all the while, the

rounded end glistened with pre-release.

“Here…shit…I’m coming!”

The end erupted and sprayed me wildly, forcing me to close my eyes. The sudden deluge was a shock, as was the taste. It

was bitterly salty.

“Oh, Jesus!” He groaned.

I thought it would never end. I felt wetness on my forehead, lips, and cheeks. It seemed to be everywhere. I swallowed

and grimaced. The taste wasn’t to my liking, but I downed it anyhow.

He collapsed on the bed. “Oh, man.”

I wiped my face on the sheet and crawled next to him.

His arms went around me. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah.”

“Did I hurt you?”

“No.”

“You’re not gonna tell Caroline, are you?”

“No.”

He moved hair out of my face. “Look at me, honey.”

I did.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” His brows drew together.

I nodded.

“You were amazing.”

“Maybe we can do it again soon?”

He smiled. “You’re gonna be a naughty sister in law, aren’t you?”

I tingled everywhere. “I hope so.”
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The Saturday of Ella’s 18th birthday was perfect, hot and sunny. She’d wanted a pool party and her mom and stepdad had

agreed. At the last minute though, Ella’s mom, Beth, was called out of town on a business trip.

“I’m sorry I’m going to miss the party,” her mom said. “This is an important contract for the company. But Bill…” she

motioned to Ella’s stepdad, who was sitting at the kitchen counter “…is going to be here to keep an eye on things.” She kissed Ella on the forehead. “You have fun and I’ll see you in a few days.”

Ella watched her mom drive away. She came back to the kitchen and did a pirouette in front of Bill. “Do you like my new suit?” Ella adjusted the tiny blue bikini, sliding the top this way and that, adjusting the bottom so it sat

just so on her curvy hips.

“Yes, I do, honey. Blue is a good color for you.” Bill shifted on the kitchen stool, his cock beginning to twitch. “You’re the

prettiest girl here. I hope you enjoy your party, sweetheart.”

Ella wiggled over to Bill, rubbing her body against his arm as she leaned over to kiss his cheek. “You’ll take good care of me, won’t you, Bill?” Ella whispered in his ear. She pressed her body against him as he put an

arm around her waist, pulling her closer, feeling the weigh—and heat—of her breasts against his arm, her stomach rubbing against his hip as he tickled her briefly, his fingers against her soft skin.

“You bet. Anything for my little Princess on her special day. And if you’re good, I may have a surprise for you after the

party.” He kissed the end of her nose. He slid his mouth down to hers, briefly skimming her lips with his. Ella kissed him back fully on the mouth, her tongue skimming across his lips. She pulled away, smiling, giving Bill a wink as she crossed the room. Then she slid open the patio door, loud music briefly pouring into the house, waving over her shoulder as she stepped into the sun.

Bill watched as his stepdaughter danced her way out to the pool, stopping to giggle with a group of girls gathered at the

edge of the patio. He was alone in the kitchen, music muted by the closed patio door, and he moved to the window over the kitchen sink, which gave a clear view of Ella in her tiny blue bikini.

The suit had been a present from Bill, although he hadn’t signed his name to the card. Ella and her mom thought the suit was

from Ella’s best friend, Stacy. But Bill had bought the suit almost a month before, barely able to contain his excitement at the thought of Ella wearing the tiny swaths of fabric, showing more skin than they covered. And Ella knew she looked hot. She’d modeled the suit for Bill and Beth several times, always asking Bill if he liked the suit, always watching his reaction. And his reaction was always an instant erection.

He could see her now, her full tits barely contained in the top; her round ass clearly outlined by the skimpy bottom. The suit

was perfect. Bill had spent a long time at the mall, looking at different suits, trying to imagine Ella in all of them. He’d gotten a huge erection when he finally found the perfect suit, and had been forced to hold the tiny shopping bag containing the suit in front of him as he made his way to the parking lot.

Once home, he’d carefully arranged the suit on the bed, kneeling naked on the covers with it laid out in front of him, holding

his hard, aching cock in his hands, stroking it slowly, rubbing his balls, as he imagined Ella wearing the suit, her lithe body wet from the pool…coming to him, touching him, stroking his cock—sucking him until he came in her mouth, on her face—as she smiled up at him.

And then he was stroking himself hard, images of Ella naked, first as she knelt down in front of him, sucking his cock, as he

thrust it between her full lips, holding her head as she looked up at him, fucking her mouth, making her gag on his giant cock. Then he dropped to his stomach on the bed, rubbing and thrusting his cock against the blue bikini bottom, imagined her on her back, as he lay between her legs, sliding his cock home into that tight, wet pussy, fucking her hard, groping and sucking her tits while he pounded into her. Then turning her over, fucking her from behind, that round ass in his hands, watching his cock slide into her swollen cunt. He could almost hear her screaming as she came, as he tore into her with his huge cock, finally coming inside her, filling her full of his hot seed.

The last image sent him over the edge and he sat back on his knees as his orgasm took over his body, grunting loudly, hips

pushing forward, holding his cock with both hands now, pumping out his load--first onto his splayed thighs and then, as he gained control of his thrashing cock, at the bed, spraying over Ella’s new suit, staining the fabric with his creamy cum.

When he’d finished squirting hot cum all over her suit and the bed, he picked up the bikini bottom and rubbed it slowly over

his cock and balls, wiping the last of his jizz from his body. He hadn’t wanted to get her suit dirty, but it was too late now. He wrapped the suit in an old towel and put it in the back of his closet and went out and bought her an identical suit.

As he now watched his stepdaughter through the window, Bill’s cock grew hard again and he slid a hand down over the

front of his jeans, slowly rubbing himself. It was going to be a long day—but a very good day—watching Ella by the pool, waiting for the end of the party when her friends would be gone, when he would be alone with her, now that his wife had been called out of town. He’d been waiting for a long, long time for Ella to turn 18, waiting for the right moment to take his pleasure. Tonight was going to be amazing. And what he’d learned a few days before was going to make it even more special for him, and for Ella.

Beth had told him something the other night, just as they were getting ready for bed, which rocked his world. Ella was a

virgin. Ella had confided that fact to her mom just last week. Bill was momentarily stunned hearing this. Fucking Ella was going to be intense, but to pop her cherry, knowing he’d be the first to stick his cock into that firm, tight pussy, instantly gave him a huge erection. He’d been filled with such lust he’d fucked Beth right then, hard and fast, the knowledge that Ella was a virgin—his for the taking—fueling his arousal. It was all he could do not to call out Ella’s name as he exploded inside Beth. Beth had been surprised—but happy—not knowing the reason Bill had been turned on so quickly or why he fucked her so hard.

The pool party was a huge success. Ella was happy, her friends leaving shortly before midnight. Bill had watched Ella

frolicking in the pool, her wet suit almost transparent, her firm young tits barely contained by the bikini top. At one point, when she rose out of the pool, water sliding down her beautiful body, he’d had to turn away to regain control.

The cool evening breeze had made her nipples contract and the hard little buttons poked provocatively against the thin

material. He found he was pinching the fabric of his jeans, rubbing it between his thumb and forefinger. He could almost feel those hard hot nipples beneath his fingers—or in his mouth, caressing them with his tongue.

By the time they were alone, Bill’s cock was aching. But he was ready to fulfill his desires; to pop his stepdaughter’s

cherry, to fuck her raw, spill his seed inside that virgin womb. He was patient; he’d been patient for a long time. He waited until she’d closed the door behind her last friend and then he took charge. They’d been in the softly lit living room, Ella still in her damp suit, wrapped in a big terry cloth towel, glowing with happiness.

“You know, you still need a birthday spanking.” Bill laughed as he took her by the arm, pulling her gently toward the couch

in front of the big bay window.

Ella rolled her eyes. “Oh, Bill. I’m too old for a spanking. I haven’t had one since I was like 8.” Ella pouted briefly, but

allowed Bill to lead her toward the other side of the room.

Bill sat on the couch, patting his lap. “Come on, Ella, just for fun. It’s your birthday surprise.” Ella laughed, dropping the towel at her feet. “Okay. You win. Just for fun.” She looked down at Bill a moment and then lay

down across his lap, her ass in the air. She squirmed against his legs, trying to get comfortable.

“How’s this, Bill?” She squirmed again, looking back at him over her shoulder. “Does that look right?”

“It looks just fine, Ella.” The movement of her body was making his cock twitch, the sight of her ass in front of him was

almost too much. He took a deep breath, closing his eyes briefly. He exhaled slowly, ready to take what was his.

“Ready, Ella?” She nodded her head, looking up at him with an impish smile. Bill brought one hand down softly on that

luscious ass, briefly cupping one cheek before lifting his hand to spank her again. Ella wiggled again in anticipation of his touch.

“Wait. This isn’t right.”

Ella turned to look at him, a tiny frown creasing her forehead. “What’s not right?”

“I can’t spank you with your swim suit on. We need to get rid of this.” Ella looked back at Bill, her eyes darkening with

anticipation, as Bill slid his fingers beneath the elastic of her suit bottom, pulling it down slowly. Ella lifted her hips, letting him pull her bikini bottom down, exposing a sweet curve of ass cheek, pale against her summer tan. Bill raised his hand again, bringing it down much harder this time, the smack of his hand against her flesh sweet music to his ears. Ella jerked at the contact, a tiny noise coming from her throat, but she remained sprawled across Bill’s lap.

Bill counted out loud slowly, spanking Ella’s beautiful bare bottom 18 times. By the time he was finished, the cheeks of her

ass were bright red. Both of them were breathing hard, Ella hanging her head, panting, Bill looking lovingly down on her ass.

“So, how was that?” Bill’s voice was husky. He expected Ella to get off his lap, but instead she turned to look at him, her

eyes hot with some unreadable emotion. She said just one word:

“Again.”

And so Bill spanked her again and again, his mind running ahead to all he was going to do to her, to his willing and pliant

stepdaughter. Ella was writhing against his legs now, crying out with each slap, moving against his cock, which was hard… harder than it had been all day.

“How does that feel, Ella? Did you like that?” Bill ran his hand over Ella’s ass, feeling the heat of her spanked skin beneath

his palm.

“It’s hot…everywhere. The heat moves down to my pussy, it makes me wet. It makes want to touch myself—or have you

touch me, Bill…Daddy.”

Bill was taken off guard by Ella’s frank explanation of how she felt and in her calling him Daddy. He had to remind himself

that while she was a virgin, that didn’t mean she hadn’t done her share of experimenting.

But while spanking was turning them both on, Bill had other plans, bigger plans. “There are other things to do besides spanking, Ella.” She looked back at him over shoulder. “Do you want me to show you, Ella? Will you do everything I say?” The room was suddenly quiet, the only sound Ella’s

heavy breathing. Bill waited. Ella breathed one word:

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Get up.” Ella stood, a little wobbly. Her bikini bottom fell to the floor, unnoticed by either of them. Bill stood, his cock

now making a large bulge in the front of his jeans. With eager fingers he undid the snap, pulled the zipper down and tugged his pants over his hips, letting them pool on the floor. He kicked them away.

“Ella, have you ever seen a cock before? A real man’s cock, not one of your boyfriend’s little cocks, but a big one like

this?” Bill watched Ella looking down at his cock, sticking straight out in front of him. She looked up at him, shaking her head; her eyes going right back to Bill’s hard cock.

“Do you want to learn what a cock like this can do to you, Ella? How much pleasure this cock can give you?” Bill waited.

Ella looked up again, this time nodding.

“Good. This is your birthday present from me: a good long fuck with a big hard cock. Now, be a good girl and kneel down.” Ella dropped to her knees in front of Bill, his cock head inches from her face. He looked down at her, her eyes wide, full

lips parted…still wearing her bikini top.

“Take off your top, Ella.”

Ella obediently undid the top, letting it fall to the floor. Now Bill gazed down at her naked body, her tits full and firm with

hard little rose-colored nipples, her slender thighs spread just slightly, her shaved pussy visible. He smiled; he knew she’d have no choice but to shave if she wore the tiny blue bikini. It was something he’d thought about a long time, how smooth her young skin would be, shaved and soft, just for him.

“Do as I say, Ella. Lick my cock. Lick it all over, spit on it, get it nice and wet.” Ella moved forward, opening her mouth,

extending her tongue. She looked up once at Bill, her eyes again dark with excitement, and then she began licking and kissing Bill’s cock.

Glancing up, Bill realized they were clearly visible in the bay window to anyone walking down the street. Bill looked

down as Ella worked from the head of his cock, up the thick shaft, licking him with her fresh pink tongue. He didn’t care who saw; the idea someone might be watching was almost as exciting as watching his naked stepdaughter in front of him, licking and kissing his throbbing cock. He watched her mouth move over him, saw her tongue flicking over the veined surface, his cock glistening in the light, wet with Ella’s spit.

She had her eyes open, looking up at him and then looking at his cock in front of her mouth. Bill noticed Ella’s hips were

moving as well, slowly undulating back and forth, and he wondered just how wet her pussy was. The thought of her virgin pussy, just waiting for him to fuck—and fuck first—made his cock twitch violently, a low groan coming from deep in his throat. He wanted to fuck her mouth, and he wanted that now.

Bill abruptly pulled away from Ella, making her lose her balance. “Ella—stop!” He grabbed her head with both hands. “Do you want to learn to suck cock, Ella? I’m going to show you how.”

Ella had barely nodded before Bill had his cock in one hand, rubbing it against her full pink lips. Ella opened her mouth and Bill slid his cock between those gorgeous lips, watching as the head of his cock slid into her mouth.

Ella held perfectly still as Bill slowly withdrew his cock, then slid it back into her mouth. He continued this, pushing

himself further into her soft hot mouth each time, slowly filling her with his long thick shaft, entranced by watching his cock sliding between her full lips. Finally the head of his cock hit the back of her throat and Ella gagged violently. At the sight of Ella naked kneeling in front of him, his cock buried in her wet mouth, her eyes wide and now streaming tears, looking up at him, Bill was unable to hold back.

He wound his fingers into her silky blonde hair, holding her head between his hands, as he began thrusting hard into her

mouth. The pent up excitement of the day was too much; he needed to fuck her mouth, to come all over her face. He could pop her cherry later, take his time doing that, but now, he needed release and he was going to get it.

It took only seconds of hard thrusting into Ella’s pliant mouth before Bill was coming, his balls contracting, heat shoot up

the shaft of his over-stimulated cock. With a series of loud, open mouth grunts, Bill began to come. Pulling out of Ella’s mouth, his first spurt of creamy juice landed on her cheek, making her pull away as the hot liquid hit her face.

“Open your mouth! Oh, fuck, Ella…I want to come in your mouth!” Bill wanted to see Ella swallow his seed. Grabbing his

throbbing cock with one hand, he held Ella’s head with the other. He rubbed his cock against her lips, smearing cum over them, and she opened her mouth, and he was finally able to pump stream after stream over her lips and tongue.

Finally his spurts subsided, his cock still hard in his hand, cum dribbling from the end. Bill let go of Ella’s hair and watched

as she swallowed a mouthful of his hot come. He wasn’t sure if he’d gone too far with her, but to his gratification, she smiled up at him, licking her lips. She leaned forward, licking the last drops of creamy cum from the end of his cock.

“How was that, Daddy? Did I do a good job?” Ella’s voice was low. Bill nodded his head. “Good,” she said. “I liked that.

We can do that again.”

Bill sat back on the couch, pulling Ella up onto his lap, cradling her naked body against his. He realized he was still

wearing his t-shirt. He struggled to pull it off, Ella helping him, tossing it to the floor.

“Was that my birthday surprise, Daddy?” Ella snuggled against Bill, running her fingers over his chest, playing with his

nipples, squirming in his lap. Having her naked body against his was making his cock twitch and he could feel it pressing against the soft skin of Ella’s thighs.

“Part of it, baby. There’s more.” He reached up, pulling her face to his, kissing her deeply. She responded, running her

tongue over his lips, thrusting it into his mouth. He groped for her breasts, moaning against her mouth as his hands closed around one firm tit. Breaking their kiss, he pulled her tit to his mouth, sucking hard, taking in a mouthful of soft skin along with one firm puckered nipple.

While he loved sucking his wife’s breasts, he’d been waiting for this, to have these firm 18-year-old breasts to suck. The

combination of firm tits covered by the softest skin imaginable was something he’d dreamed about more than one. And now he had them.

Bill moved to the other nipple, sucking greedily. Ella shifted on his lap, straddling his now-hard cock, leaning forward to

give him full access to her tits. Bill could hear her moaning softly as he pulled at her nipples; feel her hips moving slowly back and forth.

But then she moved again, grabbing his cock with one small hand, rubbing the head against her swollen clit, slowly

lowering herself onto his rigid shaft. He broke away from her breasts, pushing her back off his lap until she stood in front of him, looking confused. This was not part of his carefully planned day.

“No, Ella. Not like that. That’s not what I want to show you.” He stood up, taking her by the hand, leading her down the hall

to her bedroom. He pulled the covers back on her bed, sweeping piles of clothes and stuffed animals on to the floor with his hands.

“On the bed, Ella. On your back.” She willingly complied, lying down gracefully. Bill looked down at her in the light from

the hall as it spilled across her naked body, her tits upright and firm, the nipples dark and wet, hard and long from his prolonged sucking on them. Her stomach was flat and her long slender legs were stirring restlessly as she waited for him. Bill’s cock was rigid and he stroked himself as he looked down at her.

“Oh, god, Ella. You’re so fucking beautiful. I’ve been waiting for this day for a long time, to make you a woman. And now

it’s your birthday—well, the day after—and you’re all mine.”

“I’m all yours, Daddy.” Ella smiled up at him, her hands running up her body, cupping her own breasts. “This is going to be

the best present yet.” His cock was aching to pop that virginal cherry, needing to thrust into that tight pussy.

He crawled up on the bed, kneeling between Ella’s thighs. She obediently spread her long legs as Bill looked down on her

perfectly smooth pussy. He slowly ran one finger up her slit, and was immensely pleased to find it drenched. Nothing would have been worse than to have to go find his wife’s tube of lube. But Ella was young and ripe as a peach—dripping, in fact— perfect for his cock.

“You’re a virgin, Ella. Your mom told me. I’m going to make you a real woman but it might hurt at first. Just relax.” As Bill

spoke, he guided the head of his cock to her waiting pussy, looking incredibly large as it slid it between those perfectly smooth lips. He wiggled it back and forth, rubbing it against her clit, careful not to push too far into her pussy. He pulled back a little, looking down at the head of his cock, now covered with Ella’s juices.

“Oh, god, Ella. You’re so wet, you’re just perfect.” He looked up at her; saw she was still holding her breasts, gently

tweaking her nipples. Her eyes were shining, her lips parted, and he saw in her look that she was ready, and so was he.

With a slow steady thrust Bill began pushing his cock into that virgin pussy, savoring every second of knowing he was the

first to fuck Ella, the first cock that had ever been here. He quickly met a firm yet giving resistance; this was it, he was going to pop her cherry.

Bill took a deep breath and pushed his cock forward, flexing his hips, sensing more than feeling a tearing sensation, a

flooding warmth and then he was pushing his cock into Ella’s pussy. She’d given one sharp cry, then was silent. He looked up; her eyes were closed. He hoped she wasn’t going to cry or pull away.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” He held himself still, waiting for her answer. In the semi-dark, she opened her eyes. Her

words were music to his ears.

“Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me hard.”

And Bill did, driving his cock into her, feeling Ella begin to move beneath him. He relished the feeling of her tight pussy

holding him, so much tighter than Beth’s. The feeling was incredible and the thought briefly flashed through his mind he would be fucking Ella for a long time, both over the next couple days but also, hopefully, for many years.

“Oh, fuck…Ella…you’re so tight.” Bill was breathing heavy now, his body covered with sweat. Ella was writhing beneath

him, her body firm, but her skin so very soft in his hands, against his body. He listened to her noises, her gasps and cries; felt her hands running over his back, her nails digging into his skin. She was on the verge of her first orgasm, and he was the one who was making her come.

Bill pushed up on his hands, still thrusting hard into her pussy, watching as Ella’s orgasm started, her eyes closed, head

twisting from side to side. Her hands now clutched the sheets, pulling and grasping them, as her hips rose off the bed, arching her back against his throbbing cock.

Suddenly she bucked up violently and Bill felt her pussy contract around his cock, squeezing him rhythmically, a wave of

warmth and wetness washing over his balls. He wanted to come with her but held himself in control, hard as it was. He wanted to keep fucking her all night, take her from behind, like this once more, have her suck his cock again. He needed to pace himself or he’d never last.

Finally Ella’s body relaxed, her first orgasm over. Bill’s cock was still buried inside her, thrusting more slowly, waiting

for her orgasm to subside. She opened her eyes, looking up at him, smiling. Bill pulled out quickly.

“Turn over. On your hands and knees.” His breath was ragged now, the sense he was going to come soon overwhelming. He

wanted to fuck Ella from behind, to hold that ass, see it in front of him, watch his cock sliding into her.

As Ella turned over, Bill saw a thin trickle of blood running down the cleft of her ass. He was transfixed. He looked down

at his cock, the end of it covered in a thin film of red, and at the small red pool on the sheets. There was her virgin blood, on his cock. The sight of it made his heart race. He’d really succeeded in popping her cherry, of being the first cock in that tight virgin pussy.

Bill grabbed Ella’s hips, his cock already starting to pulse and throb as his orgasm began. The sight of her blood on his

cock was enough to make him come. His balls contracted sharply as his cock entered her from behind; a few hard thrusts and he was coming again, finally filling Ella’s virgin pussy with his load. He could feel her bucking beneath him, a second orgasm washing over her as his cock pounded into her.

Bill cried out, his hips pushing forward erratically, his cock pumping out the last of his cum as he strained against Ella,

clutching her ass in his hands. With a final gasp, Bill fell forward, pushing Ella onto the bed.

They lay tangled together for a long time, the sweat on their bodies cooling, their breathing finally returning to normal. Bill

eventually pulled his soft cock from the warmth of Ella’s pussy. He pulled the blankets over them, cradling her body against his, hands clutching her breasts as they fell asleep.

 

***

 

The ringing of the phone woke Bill. It was well past noon as he stumbled, naked, to the kitchen to answer it. It was Beth,

asking how the party went. He gave her a terse description, distracted by his morning erection sticking out and the intoxicating smell of sex that wrapped around him; Ella’s smell. He made some excuse to get Beth off the phone and padded back down the hall.

Ella was still asleep, and he crawled in bed with her, gently cupping her ass as she slept. His cock was insistent, throbbing

again, with a lingering ache in his balls from the prolonged excitement of yesterday. But he could fuck Ella, whenever he wanted. No more waiting and watching; she was his little slut now. He’d made her come twice, something her mother never did.

Ella moaned, backing her hips against Bill’s cock. Even in her sleep she was a good slut, wanting him to fuck her. Bill slid

his cock between her ass cheeks, curving his back, gently lifting Ella’s slender leg. With a little maneuvering, he guided his cock back into that hot honey hole, Ella’s pussy, which now belonged to him. He thrust forward slowly, savoring the feeling of her tight cunt, the sticky wetness of their fucking last night. Bill loved the scent and feel of sex in the morning; Beth hated it.

Bill reached around, grabbing one perfect breast, caressing it slowly, tweaking the nipple with his fingers. Ella groaned,

turning her head toward Bill, seeking his mouth. He shifted position, kissing Ella, feeling her tongue thrusting into his mouth.

Soon Ella’s hips were moving in time with Bill’s thrusts. She’d slid one hand down to her own clit and was rubbing herself.

Bill threw back the covers, pushing himself up on one elbow, watching as she rubbed and fingered herself, raising her leg now, giving him even more access.

Within minutes, his cock was pumping another load of his hot seed into her as he grunted into her soft mass of hair. He felt

her orgasm start then, her cunt contracting around his cock, squeezing him, her body shaking and twitching. He held her to him, hard, as she experienced what seemed to be orgasm after orgasm, long after his cock had stopped pumping into her. He was amazed; she reacted to his fucking like Beth should, coming over and over, instead of faking her orgasm and then rolling over to sleep.

Eventually her orgasm ended and Ella turned over, facing Bill, tracing her finger over his lips. “This has been the best birthday ever, Daddy.” She kissed him softly. “I’ve gotten everything I’ve ever wanted.” And then

she was out of bed, heading for the shower.

She was no longer his virgin stepdaughter; she was his happy little slut. Bill got out of bed, pulling off the sheets. He

walked past the laundry, to his and Beth’s bedroom. He folded the sheet carefully and, taking the old towel from his closet, lovingly placed it next to the stained bikini. He rolled the towel up again and stuck it in the back of his closet.

And then he turned, heading for the bathroom and the sound of Ella in the shower.
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Popping My Sister’s Cherry




By Jenevieve DeBeers




Jake knocked. He looked around as he waited. His younger stepsister's voice called something out, too muffled by

the thick door for him to understand. The door was locked, so hopefully she wasn't calling for him to come on in.

He fidgeted. Ana-Marie always kind of made him nervous. At nineteen, she was six years his junior. Jake had

already moved out of the house when their parents married, so he didn't know her all that well, but she always seemed so intent on him. Watching him with that beautiful, innocent face and those big brown eyes. She made him nervous, because being around her stirred feelings he shouldn't have for his little sister.

The door flung open and Ana-Marie stepped into it. She was barely five foot one, whereas Jake was six foot four.

She seemed so small and delicate, but there was no mistaking her for anything but a woman. Tiny waist, flaring hips, well-formed legs, she had it all up to and including a rather impressive chest. She inherited that body from her mother, though the dark hair and dark eyes came from her biological father.

Ana-Marie's face lit up, sucking his breath away. She always did when she smiled at him. It didn't help that she was

barely dressed in just lacey black lingerie and high heels. Her red satin robe barely dropped below her butt, and was open to reveal it all.

"You still haven't learned modesty, have you?" Jake said, trying to not look but failing miserably. It was only a little

after midday, so he wasn't sure why she was dressing so sexy. Early date with her boyfriend? Or did that lucky bastard just leave? "Am I early? I didn't mean to catch you in the middle of dressing."

He knew her scanty attire wasn't for him, as much as he'd like it to be. Ana-Marie had a boyfriend, and by all

accounts was crazy about him.

"Come in, Jake," she said, and hugged him tightly.

Jake wrapped her up in a big hug, always enjoying her sweet scent and the feel of her firm, young boobs pressed

into him. This time, she did something she'd never done before, and kissed him on the corner of his mouth. Ana-Marie immediately took him by hand, and led him inside. Jake followed, feeling the lip gloss lip print, burning to his very core. Something stirred, as it so often did around beautiful young women, and especially Ana-Marie.

His eyes dropped to her legs, looking amazingly long in her sky high stilettos. The heels were shiny black, and with

the bright red soles of really expensive designer shoes. Her boyfriend was rich, and bought her a lot of really nice stuff.

Ana-Marie led him to the couch, and sat very close, one leg curled up under her. The robe fell a bit more open, and

when Jake turned to her his eyes were drawn first to her bright eyes, then her glossy, slightly parted lips, and finally to her deep cleavage. It got real hard to breathe with her sitting so close.

"So…you wanted me to help you get rid of something?" Jake said. "Yes," she said, and sighed dramatically. Ana-Marie could be a little on the melodramatic side at times. "You know

Gary, right?" That was her boyfriend, which he'd met at family gatherings three times, so Jake nodded. "Well, his family has a timeshare in the Bahamas, and it's his turn in two weeks. One week of tropical bliss. He invited me, and I accepted."

"Wow, that's awesome," Jake said, impressed and a little jealous. His eyes dropped to her perfectly manicured

hands, with long French manicures, and then shifted to those ridiculously expensive stilettos and their red soles. Yeah, Gary made her life a lot nicer than the working class existence she knew growing up. Her perfume even smelled expensive. "I bet you have a great time. Does this have anything to do with why I'm here?"

Ana-Marie turned bright red, and averted her eyes. For a long moment she seemed obsessed with her shoe, wiping

specks of dust off the long, skinny heel. Finally, looking more than a little afraid, she bit her lip and looked intently into Jake's face.

"I'm a virgin," she said.

"Really? I'm surprised. Guys like Gary usually want and get lots of hot girls eager to please," he said, and realized

that wasn't the best response. Ana-Marie just nodded, looking a bit more distressed. "Then this is an issue with you two?"

"No. And I want to ensure it never becomes an issue," she said. "You see, Gary is rather contemptuous of virgins.

I've heard him say to others, and not jokingly, that anyone still a virgin after sixteen is a loser, and should be avoided at all costs. I think he really believes it, too. So if he finds out that I'm…."

"You think he'd leave you?"

She nodded. "But I have two weeks before we leave. It's pretty much assumed by both of us that we will consummate our relationship on this trip. Despite his contempt for virgins, he's not a total pig, horn-dog. He's looking for a good woman to spend his life with. We've been taking it slow, and I think we can make it."

"But when he finds out you are a virgin…"

"He's not going to find out," she said, her eyes narrowing with determination. She glanced up at him, then lowered

her eyes. Seemingly inadvertently, she brushed the robe off her hip, revealing a lot more of her body to Jake. He noticed, but it appeared she didn't realize what she'd done. Didn't matter, though, because Jake's heart started hammering and he felt his cock and balls tingle and tense up. "I was going to go out tonight, and get laid by the first guy who showed any interest at all."

"Ooh," Jake said, screwing up his face. That explained the lingerie and sexy shoes. "Man, Ana-Marie, that's kind of

dangerous. You don't know what kind of creep you'll cross paths with."

"I know. It's scares the wits out of me," she said. "And to let a stranger, someone I don't know, much less care

about, touch me intimately…Eww. I can't do it."

Jake felt profound relief. The thought of Ana-Marie's beautiful, delicate body and innocence violated by some

callous stranger disgusted him.

"That's why I want you to deflower me," Ana-Marie said. "What?" Jake cried, jumping to his feet. "I can't do that. You're my sister, for Christ sake." When he turned to her, Ana-Marie was kneeling on the couch, reaching out toward him. He eyes locked on her

barely covered chest, then up to her lips. He so wanted to kiss her right then. Her offer came back to him, hitting him hard below the belt. Jake's dick hardened, tingling. His balls were aching, too. One look in those big brown eyes told Jake he could have her if he wanted her.

"No. No, I'm only your stepsister. Big difference," Ana-Marie said. Jake didn't have anything to say to that. He'd told himself the same thing for years. "Nice woody, big brother," Ana-Marie said, giving him a sizzling come-hither look. Her knees spread a little wider

below her, and he noticed her lacey little thong was barely wide enough to cover her pussy lips. So skimpy, in fact, she had to be completely waxed bare down there to wear it. "I bet it’s a cherry popping machine, too. It would feel so good popping my sweet little cherry, don't you think?"

Ana-Marie followed his eyes, and dropped her hands to caress her inner thighs, and then slide up to lightly stroke

her twat through the thin fabric. He followed her hands up her body, until they reached her boobs and pushed them together.

"Don't you want me?" Ana-Marie purred so softly, so enticingly. She lowered her eyes, gnawed on her lip, and then

looked up to lock eyes with Jake. "I've crushed on you for years. I've dreamed of us together, making the sweetest love. Make my fondest fantasies come true, Jake. Be the big brother that pops my cherry."

"But if our parents found out."

"Who's going to tell them? You? Not me." She reached back and unzipped her bustier, and Jake sucked in a sharp

breath when her tits finally came into view. He tried to turn away, and not look, but he was mesmerized instead. They were more beautiful than he imagined, with small perfectly defined dark pink areolas. Her nipples and areolas were hard and erect, showing him just how aroused she was right then. "If you don't take my cherry, then I'm going straight to the biker bar down the street and let them have it. Probably on a pool table, and followed up with a gangbang."

"Like Hell you will."

"Really? Watch me," Ana-Marie said.

Topless, wearing only the open robe, thong, and heels, Ana-Marie angrily headed for the door. She passed right by

Jake, who grabbed her arm and spun her around. Angry brown eyes bore into him, making her looks so damn fierce and sexy. Jake pulled her in close, yanked her head back by her hair, and kissed her. Kissed her like he never kissed any woman before.

"Mmm," Ana-Marie groaned, her arms flung around his neck. She returned that kiss with a hunger and passion that

left Jake's mind reeling.

"Damn you, Ana-Marie. If you want your fucking cherry popped so badly," Jake said. He reached down and ripped

off her thong. Her eyes closed, head rolling back, as she released a long sigh. "Then I'll take it. I'll take it my way."

"Anything you want, baby. Anything at all."

Together, they stripped Jake. He pulled off his rock and roll tee shirt, while she unfastened his jeans and started

tugging them down around his ankles. Ana-Marie pulled off his shoes, and then the jeans. Finally, kneeling before him now, she reached up and slowly pulled down his boxers. His cock snapped straight out.

"Have you ever sucked cock?"

She paused, looking up coyly. "Maybe. Why?"

"Suck me first," he said.

Ana-Marie didn't answer. With a look of wonder on her face, she lovingly caressed his long shaft with just her

fingertips. Jake watched her long, delicate fingers, with her long manicured nails, sliding up and down, barely touching him. It felt incredible. Even better, he enjoyed the way she started panting, squirming. Like she wanted it deep inside her. With the tip of one hard nail, she flicked his urethra, and just under it. That sent ripples through him that he'd never experienced before. Then one hand began fondling his balls, while the other wrapped around his cock.

"I've never seen such a huge cock," Ana-Marie said. She rolled her tongue around his head, and then swallowed half

his length, before pulled off with a loud slurp.

"Are you sure you're a virgin?" Jake said. "You're awful good for the first time having sex."

"Oh, please. Everyone knows oral isn't real sex," Ana-Marie said, and swallowed him again. This time she went

down on him until his cock pressed against the back of her throat. No gag reflex at all.

Ana-Marie worked his cock like a pro. Sometime during that blowjob, Jake realized she'd released his balls.

Looking down, he found her masturbating, rubbing her clit, while sucking his dick. Her breathing became harsh through her nose, and her eyes glazed over. Jake watched in fascination as she brought him to the brink, and brought herself there at the same time.

Jake seized her head between both hands, and started pumping into her mouth. She was damn good, but for those

last few strokes he wanted to be in control. Her full lips sealed around his cock, and she worked her tongue as he pounded in and out. At the same time, he watched as her clit rubbing became more frantic.

"Ugh," Ana-Marie grunted, her body stiffening, eyes rolling up. While she came, Jake got his last few strokes in, before pure pleasure burst out of his groin. His balls tightened up,

and tingling heat flowed up and out as the sweetest convulsions seized his throbbing cock. He came halfway in her mouth, so that he could enjoy the velvety warmth of her mouth, while she got the full taste of him as his viscous cum spurted out, over and over.

"That's right, Ana-Marie, swallow. Swallow it all, baby," he said, speaking softly while stroking her hair. He released her head once if was finished. She pulled off him, smacking her lips as she locked bedroom eyes with

him. Those eyes boring straight to his core, sending ripples of all things good through him.

"How long?" she whispered, looking sated and happy.

"How long for what?"

"Before you are recovered enough to pop my cherry?" she said, sounding like he was silly or something. "I'll give

you anything you want, do anything you ask of me, but I really need to be taken care of in that way today. I need time to recover before the vacation."

Jake dropped to his knees before her, placing his hands on her shoulders. She looked up into his eyes, looking a little

confused. He gently pushed her back, until she was sprawled out before him.

"If you'll notice, my dick is still hard," Jake said. "I'm still ball achingly turned on."

"Oh. You mean…?"

"Yes. I'm going to pop your cherry right now," he said, dropping to all fours above her. Ana-Marie's eyes rolled up, her head starting rocking back and forth, and she squirmed sexily below him. Jake

never saw anything like it. She looked so utterly aroused it made his dick harden a bit more, and his balls start to ache.

"I've waited so long for this to happen," she whispered. "I think my brain is going to explode. Oh, God, my heart is

going to explode, too. It's so loud. Oh. Oh."

Jake lowered his face to her boobs. He licked and sucked on her nipples, and soon had both hands working her over,

too. Ana-Marie gasped and groaned, squirming and clutching desperately at him. Her hips started rising and falling, simulating sex, or so Jake thought.

"Damn, girl, just how horny are you?"

"You wouldn't understand. Oh," she said, breathlessly. One hand wrapped around his cock, and started pumping it

firmly. "I'm so wonderfully out of control, and it just turns me on more and more."

Jake sated his lust on her boobs. He played with them to his heart's content, doing everything he ever dreamed of

doing. Ana-Marie responded wonderfully, eagerly giving him anything and everything he wanted. She enjoyed it as much as Jake, and that made it better for him. All the while, especially with her stroking his cock, a growing tension built up within him. Before too long, Jake's needs overwhelmed him.

"Are you ready?" he said, panting.

Ana-Marie's eyes widened. She gnawed on her lips, and nodded. Her eyes were big as he took over control of his

dick from her. She grabbed onto his butt cheeks as he guided himself to her glistening pink pussy lips. Rubbing the dick head over, across, and around her sensitive folds a moment, Jake finally pushed through into her slit.

He looked deep into her eyes. Their connection ripped through him, curling his toes as he slowly pushed into her.

Entering her vagina. Going deeper and deeper, right up to her Hymen.

"Last chance to save your virginity."

"Do it. Pop my cherry, please," she said.

Jake let his weight pull him down, and he ripped through that thin membrane. Ana-Marie's back arched up, knees

coming up, too. She gasped and dug her nails in. Jake held still once popping her cherry, waiting for her to recover. It wasn't long before her hips started moving, and he returned to pumping.

Ana-Marie had the oddest look of awe and bliss on her face. He couldn't take his off her. Was it a change in her, or

within himself, but she never looked more beautiful. She slowly turned her eyes to his, and their connection sizzled. Both of them lost their breath, began panting. Jake pumped faster, more desperately. Her hips started coming up to meet him, and soon she was squirming and bucking. Tiny mewing sound came from her, and deep hunger and passion filled her eyes.

After several minutes of insane humping, Jake was still pretty far from finishing, but was surprised she hadn't came

yet. She looked and acted like she was on the verge, but just not taking that final step over. He wasn't concerned about himself, because the second time took a bit longer for him.

"We need to change up," Jake said, pulling out.

Ana-Marie looked shocked. "But I'm almost there. Don't stop…Oooh." Jake grinned. "Oh, don't worry, baby. I'll get you there." He rolled her onto her belly, then pulled Ana-Marie to her hands and knees before him. Jake guided himself back

inside her, and started humping her hard and fast right off. His little sister sighed contentedly, and was soon bucking and whipping her hair all about. Jake grinned.

"Now we take it to the next level, Ana-Marie," he said, grabbing a fistful of silky hair and yanking her head way

back. She gasped, eyes wide. And then he reached around her hip, and straight to her twat. After just a little groping around, he located her clit. Jake started rubbing her clit as he pounded away, smiling when she gasped again. "Yeah, I thought you'd like that. I've noticed over the years that most of my lovers had to have a little manual manipulation to climax."

"Oh yes. Yes. Ooooh, yes," Ana-Marie cried, starting to claw at the floor. Working her like that wasn't easy, but well worth the effort from her enthusiastic response. Her tiny cries of joy

called to something deep within, and soon Jake was feeling it stirring deep inside. His balls tightened.

Realizing he was about to come again, Jake upped the ante with his sister. Instead of rubbing her clit, he pinched it. "Aaiie!" she cried.

Jake rolled it between two fingers, pinching hard as he did so. Ana-Marie's eyes grew wide and she started

trembling, but the only sound was the squishing of his cock sliding in and out of her. And then her eyes rolled up, and she sucked in a harsh breath.

"Aaagghhh!" she cried. "Oh my fucking…Aaaggghhh!" Girl cum flowed out, bathing his balls and inner thighs. Jake never experienced that before. He'd had women

ejaculate, but she was coming and coming like crazy. It was more than he could take, and Jake lost it. He pushed in all the way, and held it as his cock and balls emptied inside her. Like always, it was divine.

"Holy shit," Ana-Marie gasped out. "I never…Ooooh."

"Hell, I never," Jake said, breathless as he pulled out and fell back on his butt. He leaned against the couch, panting

as his body slowly cooled.

Ana-Marie stretched out on the floor and looked back at him with the sexiest bedroom eyes. Jake looked her up and

down, liking how sweaty and shiny her body had become. That's when he realized how sweaty he'd become. He laid beside her and opened his arms, and she moved into them. When she laid her head on his chest and closed her eyes, they both sighed deeply.

"Is it always like?"

"No. I wish it was," he said. "I think it was you, and your passion." The sat there for a long time, cooling down and letting their minds calm down, too. "Hey, if you and Jerry—"

"Gary."

"Yeah, Gary. If you two don't work out, let me know. We might have to explore this connection we had today in

more depth."

She didn't say no. Then he realized she was asleep. Jake smiled, resting his cheek on the top of her head. Sleep

quickly found him, too.


THE END




Rub A Dub Dub With Daddy




By Violet Williams

 

Laura Santiago has been slaving away at her stepdad's restaurant, passing on a summer full of fun with her friends.

Following a long night at work, they get into it and she lets it slip that she watches him swim and, uh, masturbate in the

mornings. After a little probing, she admits that it gets her hot, but nowhere near as hot as when her daddy walks in on

her in the tub…

All characters in the story are 18+ and this title is intended for adults only.




Laura Santiago pulled off her BeefShack ball cap and stepped out of her far-from-glamorous work shoes as she

pushed inside the house. She didn't need to look at the grandfather clock in the entryway to know it was late...she felt the hour in her bones with every step she took.

She slammed her purse on the living room table, not giving two shits when one of her stepdad's precious glass

figurines went clattering to the floor. In fact, she gave the kitten-like mass a kick with her toe, smiling when a chunk of it broke off as it slammed into the leg of the couch.

She sunk into the leather arms of the sofa and ruffled her ebony hair with a sigh. It was Friday night, and instead of

being out with her friends, she was just getting off from the closing shift. Whenever she complained about working late at Bob's franchise, her mom always chirped that she should be grateful to even have a job.

"Bullshit," Laura said aloud through clenched teeth. Her mom owned a nail bar downtown and her stepdad wasn't

hurting in the money department either, with a restaurant and all. The main reason she was working was so her super controlling stepdad could keep on her. Just to get on her last nerve, he came up with the bright idea to make her work part-time this summer. While her friends spent their weekends at the beach, she was stuck flipping burgers and dealing with soccer moms with attitudes.

She reached up and pulled the elastic from her greasy hair, her ebony mane tumbling past her shoulders. She needed

a nice, long bubble bath to clear her head, complete with deep breathing so she didn't lose her mind. She didn't even turn her head when she heard the front door open and shut. The warden was home.

"Good work tonight, Laura," Bob boomed from the hallway. "Whatever," she muttered.

He stomped into the living room, instantly noticing that something was awry. His green eyes fell to the floor. The only thing that kept her from giving him a piece of her mind was the look on his face after he saw his precious

figurine was missing an ear.

"Is that what I think it is?" Bob's tone was cool and frigid. When Laura raised her eyes to his, she felt daggers of ice penetrate her. Score for me, she thought smugly. "Not

sure what you mean, Bob."

She watched gleefully as his massive chest heaved in and out. Bob was one of those workout freaks that got up at the

ass crack of dawn and was always chugging protein shakes and energy bars.

As annoying as his OCD attempt at parenting was, she had to admit—he looked really good with his shirt off. The

first time she’d seen him shirtless was at his and Laura’s mother’s beach wedding. After the reception, he’d torn off his button down shirt and galloped out into the waves. She could still see his abs flexing and rippling in the sunlight.

And then there were his morning laps around the pool. Bob was a pretty good swimmer. Her mom even said he’d

almost qualified for the Olympic team a couple of times. So every morning, like clockwork, he’d sashay out to the pool and disrobe, only wearing a speedo that barely hid his massive bulge. He moved so gracefully, with such agility in the water. But the best part usually came after.

Bob would pull himself from the water and swap a towel and dry himself off a bit before walking over to the lounge

chair. He’d slide off his wet speedos and stand there, in plain sight, jerking his length. Sometimes he’d finish himself off standing up, other times he’d ease into the chair and take his time, slowly sliding his hand up and down his shaft.

When Laura watched him, she'd found herself imagining what it would be like to trace his pecs and chiseled abs with

her fingertips. His rod seemed so thick, almost bulging between his fingers. But then her eyes would wander up to his face, the face that always seemed contorted in disappointment and judgment, his olive eyes always narrowed whenever they set on her.

She gave her head a good hard shake, trying to steel herself. Now wasn’t the time to think about how wet he got her

with his public masturbation. After all, just thirty minutes ago he’d drilled her on the art of customer service and properly inserting napkins into a plastic case like she was some moron.

“Don’t you have somewhere to be, Bob?” she said snidely. “Someone else to annoy?” He loosened his tie in disgust as he swiped his broken figurine. Laura stifled a giggle. What a grown ass man who

spent his days trying to look like something out of Muscle and Fitness saw in crystal figurines was beyond her. He treated them like his children, dusting and polishing them with care…and losing his shit when he thought someone had broken or mistreated one of them.

He brandished the broken figurine. "Did you do this, Laura?" Laura looked up at him, fluttering her hazel eyes innocently. "Do what?" His tan face turned beet red and she could tell he was struggling to maintain his composure. "Why do you

purposefully provoke me?"

It was Laura's turn to fight to keep her cool as she snapped to her feet. "Why do you purposefully stick your nose

where it doesn't belong?”

"Excuse me?"

"You heard me," she said acidly. "It's the summer before I head to Crowley University...and you just had to come up

with the bright idea that I work at your sweat shop."

"Oh geez," Bob scoffed. He gently laid the fractured kitten on the glass coffee table before turning his attention

back to Laura. "Everything you see around you came from me and your mother. Our blood and sweat. You're eighteen years old. Doing a little work will help you build charac--"

"Save the after school special," Laura snapped, holding a hand up. "The only thing I'm building is a mountain of

reasons why I should never get married, especially to someone as uptight as you."

Bob's green eyes flashed. "If I were you, I'd march my ass upstairs before you say something else you'll regret." Laura's lip twitched and she stood her ground for a moment. I mean really...what was he gonna do? Spank her? Not worth it, she thought as she made a beeline for the stairs. What she needed was a good, hot bath to wash away

the grime and annoyance.

"Good girl," Bob snarled from the living room.

Laura's hand froze on the bannister. There was something in his voice that made her blood boil. Condescension. Self-

righteousness.

She whirled around, her midnight hair swishing. "You know, the only thing I regret is not telling Mom how much of a

creeper you are." As soon as it came out, she wanted to take it back. There was no way to explain what she meant without explaining her own creepy behavior. I mean, yeah, it was weird of him to jerk off in full view lounging by the pool, but wasn't it weirder that she watched him, dripping wet with every stroke?

"What was that?" he shot at her.

"N-nothing," she stammered, booking it up the stairs, two at a time. "What the hell?" she murmured to herself as she pushed into her bedroom. Why did she let him get under her skin? She kicked off her shoes and flexed her cotton candy pink toes on the hardwood floor. She pulled off her Burger

Shack polo, revealing her soft, lithe body underneath. Her skin was a golden brown, and the playboy bunny stamp at her pelvic bone was a neon sign of frequent trips to the tanning bed. She had thick, mahogany hair that fell in dark waves down her bare back.

She shot a look at her naked body in her full length mirror. She drew her fingers through her hair and pulled the

ebony mass into a ponytail. She noted her high, swan-like neck and her eyes fell to her petite chest. She made a face. It didn't seem fair that she had such a thick body and damn near invisible breasts. Well, maybe invisible was being dramatic. She was a 38 B, so she couldn't quite get away with foregoing a bra without her perky mounds jiggling with every movement, but she couldn't help but wish her chest was a little more buxom.

She groped her tits and tugged at the peaks before heading to the bathroom. She walked over to the tub and bent

over, gathering the bubble bath. She turned the faucet and dumped a dollop beneath the roaring water. She leaned down and traced her pink fingertips beneath the surface of the bubbly water.

With a lazy sigh, she slowly eased into the claw foot tub, letting the velvet warmth seep into her bones. She let out a

moan of delight as she sank further into the water, frothy bubbles tickling her chin.

She shut her eyes and--

"You watch me in the mornings, don't you?"

Her eyes popped open in horror as she slammed forward, futilely trying to cover herself. "What the hell, Bob?!" But instead of turning beet red and rushing from the bathroom, he stood his ground. Her mouth fell open when she

realized the corner of his lip was curled upward.

He wasn’t pissed.

He was intrigued.

She bit her lip, trying to ignore how her pussy clamped with longing as he stepped closer. "Bob--"

"You watch me in the mornings, don't you?" he repeated. "When I take my swim."

"If you mean watching you...you know, then I, uh..." Laura let her voice trail off, her face blushing crimson enough

for the both of them. She gasped when he unzipped his fly and slipped his paw inside. She could make out the juicy girth of him, practically bulging through his fingertips.

"W-what are you doing?" she said hoarsely.

"You should be intimately aware with what I'm doing,” he said thickly. She couldn't pry her eyes away. She swallowed a moan when she saw wetness blossom where his mushroom head

poked at the dark material of his boxers.

Her arousal must have been just as blatant because he had a grin plastered on his face. "You're getting hot, aren't

you? You love watching me touch myself."

"N-no."

But he spoke the truth. When he stepped closer and let his khakis fall to the floor, she slowly trailed a hand down to

her groin.

"I bet if I slid my hand inside your cunt right now, you'd be dripping wet," he said with a grunt. She let out a hiss as her fingers dove inside her quivering hole, the warmth of her touch and the water making her

legs quake.

Bob still jerked his length, barely shielding the swollen length as he watched her facial expressions. They were

masturbating together, giving into their taboo desires.

Laura let out a gasp as she pushed one more finger inside, stretching her core. Her eyes were wide open. Her eyes

were on her stepdad's crotch.

"Oh Jesus," Bob moaned. He rattled his snake, licking his lips. "If I would have known you watched me--got off on

watching me stroke, we would have done this ages ago." He took another step closer, his hardness level with Laura's head. "Well, we would have celebrated your eighteenth birthday a little differently anyway."

The sudsy water sloshed back and forth as she pumped harder, letting her moans rip through the bathroom. "Take off those shorts," Laura moaned. "I wanna see it. I wanna see it up close." She didn't have to ask twice. He pulled his boxer briefs down and his rod sprung free. Laura cooed as she looked at it. It was even juicier than she remembered. The multicolored veins made a rainbow of

desire and she thought about all the sticky cum that climbed the walls of it, begging for freedom. The mushroom head of his bulging dick was only a few inches from her mouth. Close enough to touch...close enough to touch with her tongue.

He must have been on the same page, because he stepped forward and grazed her lips with the tip of him. "You see

what you do to me?"

"Mmhm," she purred, slowly moving her head from side to side. Her lips were slick with his desire. She flicked her

tongue out and slurped a bit of his salty pre-come.

She looked up at him and made an O with her mouth.

He entered her open mouth as smoothly as a knife sliding through butter. She moaned as he pumped her mouth,

thrusting in and out. It was like she was a whole other person--someone wild, promiscuous. She didn't even like sucking dick, but she slobbed his meat like a cock-hungry slut. And Bob wasn't a football player or some prep from school. He was 45. He was her stepfather.

She pulled back, a tidal wave of frothy water spilling from the mouth of the tub. She sobered up, soapy water

careening down her neck and chest. She shivered as she looked up at him, her eyes round with guilt. "We shouldn't be doing this, Bob.”

He furrowed his brow. “Why not?”

With him so near her, his hot body glistening for her, she had to struggle to find an excuse. “Well, there’s Mom.

She’s--”

"Gonna be late," he cut in. "Hours late. She won't walk in on us." Laura ringed her dark hair, twisting and wrenching the wet mass. "That's not the point...and you know it." Bob gave her a sad smile then sat on the edge of the tub. "When you saw me--swimming, masturbating--how did it

make you feel?"

"Honestly?" Laura gulped. "At first it kinda weirded me out. But then it was more, uh, interesting."

"Interesting," Bob repeated. She closed her eyes as he caressed her cheek. "How so?"

"Watching you do something so private...with no idea that you were being watched." She paused. "That you were

being watched by me. It made me kinda--" The word caught in her throat as Bob trailed his fingertips down her neck, danced over her collarbone, and roamed to her mounds. It made her hot. Achingly so.

"Such perfect tits," Bob whispered as he spread his fingers and took hold of one of them. Laura's wet body exploded with sensation as his thumb flicked her erect nipple. She squeezed her eyes shut, losing

herself in the motions.

"You're Daddy's dirty girl, aren't you?"

She wanted to say no, but the truth was as evident as her rock hard nipples. She'd wanted this--from the first time

she saw him out at the pool, a part of her wanted to be naughty with her stepdad.

"Can I suck it?" Laura squeaked. "Just for a little bit?" Bob stood up instantly, still stroking his stiffy. "Baby," he began, "You can suck it as long as you want." She leaned

forward, but he stopped her. "Let me join you."

She slid backward and watched him with bated breath as he shed his oxford shirt, revealing chiseled abs, compliments

of his morning swim.

He stepped into the tub and gestured at her. "Get on your knees." Laura rearranged, her petite chest bobbing as she braced herself on the side of the tub. On her knees, with the water

fanning out around her, she was in the perfect position to give her stepdad the sucking they both desired.

She gripped him with one hand and leaned forward. She shot out her tongue and flicked the tip of his mushroom head.

She remembered reading in Cosmo or somewhere another that guys liked it when you stroked and sucked simultaneously. She suckled his oozing slit as she pumped his shaft, being mindful of the sharp ridge before she hit his pink knob. She must have been doing something right because he pulled her closer, shoving himself further down her throat.

"Oh yeah," he moaned, gripping her long hair so tight it made her wince. "Suck that cock." She kept working his member, her jaws moving in time with his thrusts. The handful of other times that she sucked

dick she'd made it crystal clear that she wanted some sort of signal before the guy came, but as she felt her stepdad's balls contract, a spark of excitement fluttered over her body. He was going to fill her mouth with his load--and she was gonna guzzle it like it was her favorite wine cooler.

"I'm gonna come," he grunted, his legs twitching. "Oh yeah..oh yeah!" His outburst echoed in the room and in Laura's body. When his rhythmic orgasm sent shot after shot of his warm

seed down her throat, she kept stroking, with slower, pleading motions.

"My god," Bob said, his body still spasming. "You don't wanna miss a drop, do you?" She let her tongue be his reply, swirling it around his tip, slurping and licking it like a lollipop. She finally pulled back, her core throbbing as she sunk down into the water. What was next? After sucking off her

stepdad, the sky was the limit. She expected him to dive into the water and do some sort of snorkel-cunnilingus maneuver. Instead, he stepped out of the tub, booking it to the door.

"What the--"

"Candles," he called from the hallway. "Maybe a little bit of wine?" She giggled to herself as she blew a mass of bubbles from her hand. Maybe he wasn't half bad after all.
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The Thrill Of The Chase




By Carl East




The keep fit class had been cancelled, so I found myself driving home much earlier than anticipated. I always

enjoyed meeting the other girls, mainly because we normally had a laugh together. However, they'd all been informed

that the class had been cancelled; I on the other hand was forgotten.

So there I was pulling into my driveway, thinking of ways to pass the time when I saw my stepson's car parked in the

garage. Geoff, who had just turned nineteen, was normally with his girlfriend but as she was currently on holiday with

her own parents he was left to mope around the house.

As I entered the house, I thought I'd try and creep up on him just to make him jump. He did this to me on many

occasions, so I thought I'd get my own back. I was in for a shock however, for as I pushed the sitting room door open as

quietly as possible, I spotted him laying flat on the couch masturbating to something on the TV.

Being his stepmother, I should have backed up and quietly left the room, but I couldn't do it. You see I caught sight

of his cock as his hand glided back and forth, he was so big. I stood transfixed as he stared at the TV, totally unaware

that I was there, and then I got an even bigger shock for there on the screen was me.

He was masturbating over a video of me on the beach in California, one where I was topless. I just didn't know what

to do, I mean I love my stepson but I never realized he looked at me in that way. I also started to feel guilty, for as I was

watching his cock pass through his hand as he stroked it faster; I was suddenly getting turned on.

Putting my hand down below, I ran a finger over the fabric of my skirt, poking it inwards, which just seemed to

make things worse for I could feel myself getting wetter. I couldn't believe I was getting excited at watching my stepson

masturbate, while he was watching me on TV and doing the exact same thing.

Then I heard him start to moan out a bit louder, and pushed my finger closer to my pussy, so close in fact my panties

were being poked into my body. I knew he was about to cum and I loved it. I was getting hotter and hotter, until finally

his seed hit the surface, shooting up and arching onto his chest.

I thought to myself, I've got to get out of here, but what happened next shocked and excited the hell out of me. He

suddenly got up and changed the tape, and I was curious as to what he was going to watch next. When it started I stood

their completely frozen. Once again I was watching myself on the screen only this time I was on my own bed using a

dildo. How he'd managed to get this footage was completely beyond me, but there I was moaning aloud from an orgasm

that was building up inside me.

Once again his cock could be seen passing over the palm of his hand, and after ten minutes of this tape he started to

cum again.

At that moment I came so massively it made my legs shake, I felt like jelly as he shot a second load and just had to

get out of the room. I could feel the juices running down my legs, as I quietly walked out of the house. Getting into my

car I tried to get more composed, and waited for another ten minutes before re-entering my home, making sure that I

closed the door a bit harder than usual.

Geoff was in the kitchen making him self a sandwich, I didn't look straight at him, I just said hi, and then put the

kettle on.

"You're early mom."

"Yes, my class was cancelled," I replied, trying not to make eye contact.

For some reason I felt both guilty and ashamed at what I had just done, but at the same time this whole experience

had excited me. I felt that if we made eye contact, he would know something was wrong. Strangely, I found myself

moving more suggestively as I reached for a cup and stretched for the coffee, it felt like I was trying to impress him.

After I'd made my coffee I took it into my bedroom, and then caught myself looking into the full-length mirror

admiring my figure. I sat down on the bed after that, thinking to myself, I've got to get over this incident, as nothing was

going to come from it, except maybe tears.

No matter how I tried to forget the incident however, I just couldn't get it out of my mind. I kept picturing his huge

cock and wondering how it would feel inside my pussy, in fact the more I thought about it, the more I wanted it, but how

could I be having these feelings when I knew that he was my stepson.

My husband had left me a few years ago, leaving me to bring his son up on my own. I had noticed in the past year

how much my stepson resembled my ex-husband, both in build and features, but until today it had never turned me on.

Getting out of my workout clothes, I consciously placed a sexy outfit on, wanting my stepson to notice me.

I wore a short skirt that showed off my still slender legs, and a tight fitting top that revealed a bust which still turned

men's heads. Placing a bit of makeup on, I went back down the stairs to find him watching the TV again; only this time

he was watching the news.

"Have you got any plans today son?"

"No, not really, I thought I'd hangout with you if you're not doing anything?" he replied, quite innocently.

At that moment I had a wicked idea, although I wasn't sure I would be able to do it. I left the room, and then

removed my panties, putting them in the wash basket before returning to the sitting room. At first, I sat opposite his

chair with my legs firmly held together, but as we talked I slowly began to spread them apart, not obviously, but just

enough.

I realized straight away that if I sat well back in the armchair, my legs would be slightly more elevated, giving

anyone that sat in the chair Geoff was sitting in, the best possible view. I deliberately didn't make eye contact as we

talked, but could tell after just a couple of minutes from the corner of my eye, that his head hadn't turned away from

where I was sitting.

The very thought that his eyes were looking at my pussy made me wet, but at this time I was going through the

strangest feelings of my life. On the one hand, he was starting to really arouse me, yet on the other I felt guilt for

playing with my stepson in this manner. I soon realized that the sexual side of me was winning the day for the more I

talked the hornier I got.

I managed to steal a glance as I rambled on, noticing how transfixed he was on my parted legs. I couldn't help what I

did next; I just wanted to please him so much. I suddenly opened my legs further, knowing full well that he could

probably see every inch of my pussy. At the same time, it excited me to think that he might even be able to tell that I

was getting very wet down there.

"You look very sexy today mom, are you expecting anyone?" he said, never taking his eyes away.

For the first time since entering the room, I looked straight at him, not quite sure what to say.

"No...I um...I just felt like wearing something light, but thanks for the compliment," I answered, closing my legs

slightly.

I swear that if he'd made a move to take me there and then, I wouldn't have objected, but he seemed content just to

admire my body, or at least a part of it. I soon realized that he wasn't about to take the lead in all this, so if I was going

to let anything happen, it would have to start with me.

Then I had an idea, getting up I asked if he would like a drink, to which he replied yes. I crossed over to the drinks

cabinet, and started to pour a couple of vodka's, making sure that his was much stronger than my own. Handing it to

him, I reseated myself opposite giving him a further show. I figured that if he was going to get horny after a few drinks,

he might as well have a good reason.

By the time we'd had three drinks, he was opening up a little, talking about things that he wouldn't normally talk

about such as sex. By now I just didn't care anymore, I'd even allowed my skirt to ride up my legs a little, it was then that the most exciting night of my life began.

He suddenly sat forward, and pointed straight between my legs.

"You know, you have the nicest pussy, I think I've ever seen," he said, uncharacteristically.

I will never forget those words, for as I thanked him for the compliment; I looked down and shamelessly pulled the

skirt upwards just so that he could get a better look.

"Do you think so?" I replied, noticing the glistening from the juices I was producing.

He suddenly stood up and crossed over to where I was sitting, and then got down onto his knees and ran a finger

around the moist hole before him. His touch felt electric, as my breathing became more rapid. He looked up at me, with

those eyes that reminded me of his father, and then smiled looking back at his prize. He gently pushed a finger into my

pleasure zone, knowing at last how wet I was, and then he leaned forward spreading my legs wider.

I felt extremely excited as I knew what he was about to do, and for the second time that day I came. It excited me

even more as I knew that his first taste of my juices would be from my climax, caused by his soft touch. When I felt his

tongue probing the entrance I threw my head back into the chair loving every moment of this encounter. The guilt that

I'd felt before had vanished; although I knew the next day might tell a different story.

I then gently placed my hands at the back of his head, pulling him in towards me. He responded by sucking in a

mouthful of pussy, which made me tremble slightly, and then I felt his tongue rubbing my clitoris, and gripped his head

even tighter. Suddenly, he opened me up with both thumbs, spreading my pussy lips apart in an effort to get as deep as

possible with his tongue, and once again I started to cum.

My eyes were tightly closed as I felt him lapping up the escaping wetness, his tongue sending me over the top with

ease, and then he stopped. I opened my eyes to see him standing before me, the bulge in his pants more than evident, as

he started to unzip them. Watching, with an intensity that I have never felt before, he allowed his trousers to drop

around his ankles.

Sitting up I reached forward placing my hands into the rim of his briefs, and then slowly started to pull them down.

My hands were shaking as I revealed his hard and throbbing cock, making me almost salivate in anticipation of feeling it

inside me. I tentatively held it with my right hand, making him twitch and then leaned forward some more.

With my mouth slightly open I surrounded the end of his magnificent member with my lips, slowly sucking on the

end. His moan of pleasure excited me as I allowed it to enter my mouth a little further, and then sucking harder I

started to give him a deep throat. His hands were now around the back of my head, as he gently pulled me into him,

wanting me to take him over the top.

I then began to work it, showing him just how it should be done, taking hold of his cock with both hands and working

them in rhythm with my mouth. At first slowly, and then faster, making him squeal as he drew nearer and nearer to that

magic moment. I didn't allow him to cum too quickly however, for I wanted him to remember this event for a very long

time.

Taking it out of my mouth, I licked up and down, sucking in his ball sack as I held his shaft up, and then going back to

the end to suck it in once more, making his knees shake. After teasing him like that for a few minutes more, I decided to

go for gold, sucking him hard and deep once again, until I knew he was about to cum.

When he did, I could feel the surge as the end of his cock swelled up slightly, and then tasted the salty substance, as

it shot out onto my tongue for the very first time. Sucking him harder I then commenced in draining him utterly, making

him shudder before me as his second load hit the back of my throat.

As he came for the third and final time, with just a trickle coming out of the end, I licked it off, and then stood up,

still holding onto his rock-hard cock. He rushed forward with his mouth; clumsily knocking my head back a little with his

lips.

"Don't rush son, it would be better if you allowed me to take control?" I said, gently pushing him back.

He seemed to apologize with his eyes, as he looked down, so I held his chin with the tips of my fingers, lifting his

head up and gently placing my lips onto his own. His hands were gripping my buttocks, squeezing me tightly as my

tongue entered his mouth to be met by his own. We kissed hard and long, without me realizing that he had undone my

skirt from behind and allowed it to drop onto the floor.

Stepping out of it, I started to take my top off, revealing my breasts to him and looking down at his hardened cock

twitching once more. We kissed for a while longer, and then he lowered me to the sitting room floor, gently laying me

down and standing above me. His cock looked magnificent as he started to kneel between my open legs, and I closed my

eyes as I felt it touch my outer walls.

He pushed forward suddenly, making me gasp as his large cock drove inwards. I closed my eyes, remembering how

his father used to feel exactly the same whenever we made love. Opening them again I remembered that this was my

son, but as he fucked me I told myself I didn't care, for that moment was all that mattered. His pace started to increase,

so I slowed him down, telling him not to rush.

From that moment on he paced himself, giving me long slow strokes and making me climax several times, before

giving the signs that he was about to cum once more. When he did, I held his buttocks tightly, feeling him draining his

fluids inside me, and then coming to rest on top of me. We stayed like that for what seemed ages, before I eventually

pushed him to one side placing him on his back.

Getting between his legs, I lowered my head and sucked the juices from his now limp cock, bringing him back to life

as it were. I then straddled him and lowered myself onto his shaft, making sure to work his balls with my left hand,

whilst holding his cock with my right. I don't think he'd been made love to like this before, because he was soon very

hard again, as I started to move up and down his gorgeous cock.

Then I decided to treat both him and myself, by taking him out of my pussy and placing his cock at the entrance to

my anal passage. It felt so tight as I sat down slowly once more, but soon I had the end of his cock inside my opening,

and was working it all the way in. He moaned out load, as I got faster, screaming out that he loved this.

I placed my finger onto my clit as I continued to fuck him, taking myself over the top as he too started to cum for the

last time that day, and then it was all over. We got dressed after that without saying a word, but once we were ready to

talk we didn't want to stop. I started it off by confessing that I had witnessed him earlier, to which he was a little

embarrassed, but glad none the less, for without that moment this event might never have happened.

We must have talked for hours, before going to our separate beds, but sleep escaped me for most of the night, with

thoughts of how wonderful the feelings I had had earlier being prevalent in my mind. In the morning I was washing the

dishes from the night before, dressed only in my nightgown, as Geoff came up behind me wearing only his briefs. I could

feel his hardness pressing against me as my soapy hands came out of the water, but he pushed them back into the water

and then lifted my nightgown. Suddenly he was inside me once again, bending me over the sink and thrusting back and

forth with such vigor that I came almost immediately.

His large cock pounded in and out, with all the lust I had felt the day before, and as I came again my legs almost

gave way, but he held me firm, not allowing me to drop to my knees. After twenty minutes he was still fucking me,

making me feel so good inside that I never wanted it to end, but end it did, for soon after those thoughts he came

explosively, shouting out loud that he was coming.

I turned when he withdrew, getting to my knees in order to clean him up with my tongue, and ending up by sucking

him off once more. The days that followed were much of the same, making them the best days of my life, and not once

feeling guilty about making love to my own blood.

 

The End


My Spicier Confession




By Nadia Nightside




I walk over to the door, checking for the fifth time to make sure it’s unlocked. Then I look out from right inside the

doorway, where someone would stand once they opened the door after a long trip.

To the right, there’s the living room, full of comfy couches. To the left, there’s the study where I’ve laid down a

series of blankets and some pillows. Right in front of the door is the thick rug, a great place for a hot, sweaty, needy rut

with Blake's cock stuffing me silly.

Everything is completely clean. I made sure of it all day, cleaning and recleaning, polishing and repolishing. Every

surface shines. The air smells crisp and fresh. The sheets are all turned, the beds all made. Each and every cushion is

lovingly pumped and ready to be used. I love my role as housepet for my Daddy, but today, Daddy is out of town, and I

belong to someone else.

Or, I want to, at any rate.

I need this to be totally perfect.

I need this to be perfect because today’s the day. At long last, my big brother is coming back home from his military

service overseas.

Of course, he’s not my real big brother. My Daddy, Ron, adopted us both at a very young age from different

families, but we grew up together. I’d trust him with anything. Blake is in some version of the special forces, and since

I’ve turned eighteen, he’s hardly been around. If he had, I probably would have acted before today.

But today he comes back. I’m brimming with excitement, and my pussy is crawling with hot lascivious need. I need to

tell him how I feel—I need to tell my big brother how I am so fucking desperate to be his personal loveslave cum

dumpster.

I remember when I was very young, I told him about my very first crush. It had been an innocent, temporary thing. I

thought I was SO in love with an older boy. When I told Blake, he just shook his head.

“You don’t want that guy,” he said solemnly, stroking my hair. “He’s not good enough for you. Hardly anyone is.”

I took that with me ever since.

And I know that he was completely right. Not just anybody was good enough for me. But Blake is.

I’ve had a crush on him now for the longest time. His body is completely chiseled, like he was carved out of the rock

of all-that-is-man. He’s silent and strong, never complaining, never saying anything out of line. He’s a real sweetheart

underneath all his steely exterior, but somehow, he’s never been with a girlfriend for very long.

I get the feeling, more and more, that it’s my fault he’s not with anyone. That he just can’t stop fucking other girls

without thinking of me instead.

Most of the girls he’s dated have looked like me, as a matter of fact, though of course they’re not as hot as me.

Hardly any girls are—I know that. Everyone in town knows that. It’s an easy thing to figure out when you’re as hot as I

am—when you’re born on top of the mountain, it’s easy to see all the people still trying to climb. And that makes me so

fucking turned on.

I’m tall, tanned, and gorgeous. I’ve got gorgeous long dark hair that I should practically charge people to see. If I

charged the men in this town to jerk off just to the sight of my voluminous, sexy hair instead of fucking their drab old

wives, I’d be a millionaire in a matter of weeks.

Of course, if all that was sexy about me was my hair, I’d hardly have good reason to be so arrogant and vain. Luckily

for me, I’m the whole package. Of course, I could just tell you that I’m toned, but would that really communicate the

achingly sexy turns of my midsection, so solid and complete as my abs connect with my obliques, leading lusciously down

into my heartbreaking hips and ass? There’s not a drop of fat on my body, and my tits are enormous fuck-pillows, made for the adoration purely and totally of the Men in my family.

Oh yes, that’s right. Nobody gets to have me but my Daddy…and after today, my big brother. All this is hotness was

just purely designed for their pleasure, as far as I’m concerned.

Other men can look, but they don’t get to have my perfect, angelic face looking into their eyes and telling them what

a hot little naughty fuckslut whore I need to be just for them for the rest of my life. Think about that for a moment—the

hottest face you’ve ever seen on a glamour magazine or in a celebrity rag, pouting and needing all the time, just

hopping at the chance to do the slightest thing for her man, aching to be used and abused as a domesticated,

housecleaning, meal-cooking fuckslut cum guzzling whore who needs more than anything else to be stuffed full of

fantastic family cock.

That’s all that I am.

It’s too bad Daddy’s out of town, or else today could have been real fun. But he was away on business.

So, Blake is coming home from his tour to me, and me alone.

I’ve made sure that the occasion will be a special one for him. Besides arranging every possible room for constant,

hot, hardcore fucking, I’ve dressed up just for him.

Decorating my body is the hottest, sluttiest prom gown I could find. My real prom was ages ago—more than five

months ago, in fact, before I graduated high school.

But I didn’t go. Nobody at the school deserved me, and I knew I couldn’t go with my Daddy like I would have loved

to. Instead, I stayed home with Daddy and sucked him off all night long in sexy pretty bridal lingerie, letting him know

that more than anything else, I wanted to be his special daughter fuckwife.

But that didn’t mean I only wanted to be Daddy’s fuckwifepet.

Oh no. I need to be my brother’s pet too. He’s always been there for me. Whenever I’ve been sad or down, big bro

was always there to let me know how much he cared. So now, I need to show him how much I care.

My gown is golden, with long slits down each leg, showing off my perfect hips and ass. The v-neck is perfectly

arranged around my tits, a thick semi-circle of gemstones attending my bountiful young cleavage.

Sleek, hot golden silk gloves adorn my arms, going all the way up to my elbows. I love the way I look in gloves. I

think it’s such a classy, hot way to announce to the man you care about that you don’t care about anything practical—

you are saying to everyone how you can’t get your hands dirty, you can’t do anything that will make you unclean,

because all of you is designed to be your man’s hot fuckdoll decoration who wants to give him a little extra softness as

you stroke his big, fat thick cock.

That’s the only way these gloves will get dirty—if they’re covered in a mountain of my big bro’s cum.

Mmm. I can’t wait.

Hot gloves are like long hair—impractical for anything except for being gorgeous and announcing to the world that

you want to be some man’s perfect little cockslut. That’s why my hair is so long, so teased and coiffed, its dark surface

so shiny and wonderfully arranged. My six-inch heels—golden as well, with long silk ribbon straps that wrap all the way

up around my calves and up past my knees—are also good for nothing but an announcement of how badly I want to be

seen as a hot little whore.

Topping it all off, I have on the prom queen crown. I came by it legitimately—they gave the silly thing to me at

school when I was taking finals. Or, more accurately, when I was hanging out in the hallway as some nerd took the finals

for me in a last-ditch effort to prove his love for me.

Apparently, the school tried to give it to some other girl, but there was such an uproar over how I deserved it more

—from teachers and students—that she was forced to let it go.

She probably cried about it.

Good.

This is probably the most amount of clothes I've worn at one time for the past few months, ever since I confessed to

my Daddy how badly I needed to be his special perfect fuckpet. Usually, when I get home, I take all of my clothes off

right away and dress in lingerie. The color is picked by Daddy, the outfit is chosen by me. Then I'll sit in the entryway,

kneeling, waiting for him to come home. If I've been very good, he lets me finger my hot teenage cunt while I wait, so

desperate to feel his manhood inside me.

The last week or so, Daddy has started choking me while he drills me from behind, spilling his seed deep inside my

dripping wet pussy. I begged him to do it. It's so fucking hot, feeling him control me like that, feeling him have my life in

his hands completely. He told me he wouldn't choke me until I turned him on enough—so I surprised him at his office

with a naughty schoolgirl outfit on. He fucked me right there, in his office—and he had to choke my sexy collared neck

just to keep everyone from hearing me scream and call him Master.

But my hot fucklord of a DaddyMaster hasn't made any rulings on whether I can fuck my hot big bro or not. Just

other men aren't allowed—inferior men, who don't deserve me like my family men do. When I walked out of his office,

all choked and fucked, there were open stares from the men in the office. They probably knew what was going on. I

didn't care. Daddy doesn't either. He's such an alpha stud that they do anything he says without question, just like me.

He came home that night, fucking me ruthlessly once again, choking me with open relish, telling me how he caught

and fired a man who was jerking off in his cubicle, moaning my name.

It always turns me on so much hearing about all the guys that love me, even though all I want to do all day long is

make love to the men in my family. Only those men are good enough. They’re the only men I can really trust to never

leave me, to treat me the way I really need and deserve.

I can hear the front door knob turning. I get in position at the stairway, pushing my tits up on the banister, one long

perfect leg held out sexily.

He comes inside, still in uniform, setting down his big green duffel bag.

“Welcome back, big brother,” I coo happily. “I’m so happy you’ve come back!”

His missions overseas were so secret that he couldn't even tell us where he had been. All I know is that he’s

definitely been in combat. He’s been able to tell us that over the phone.

God, that’s so hot to think about. My big hot brother fighting man to protect me and keep me safe.

And I know, too, that I need to have him protecting me, holding me tight—I need to have him filling me up and telling

me everything will be all right forever. He's so fucking strong, so capable of fighting and defending, that I know I could

believe him.

I used to guess that he was in the Middle-East, on the once or twice every six weeks when he could make a phone

call.

“No, sis,” he said. “Think farther East.”

“Asia? But we don't have any forces in Asia.”

“Are you sure about that?”

But he wasn't allowed to say anymore.

In the house now, he stands up straight, looking me over with a bemused smile on his face. His neck is flushed, and I

can tell he's aroused by the way his eyes focus on my tits, my bared hips.

I strut down the stairs, biting my lower lip in barely-repressed need.

His eyes roam over my outfit as I approach, just as they should. I’m dressed up for him. I belong to him, tonight.

I present myself for him, arching my back, holding my gloved hands up underneath my tits to push them up even

more. I know I look fucking gorgeous. I know that half the guys at my old school would die happy just to see me like this

—and they’d probably die from jerking themselves off too much, too. I don’t care.

All I care about right now is looking hot for Blake. My skin is shiny and smooth, so obviously made for nothing but touching, adoring, and loving—but only for the right kind of man. I'm so, so very lucky that Blake is just the right kind

of man, and that I have him all to myself.

“I guess now I know why you weren’t at the airport to say hello.”

I nod happily, biting my lip, pressing my hot gloved hands hard against my chest.

“I didn’t think anyone would understand,” I breathe. “They wouldn’t understand the way that I need to be yours.”

Quickly, eagerly, I wrap my hands around his waist, drawing him close and nuzzling my cheek against his chin. I can

feel his hands, somewhat unsure, moving over my backside.“Do you understand, big bro? I’m all grown up now. I can

show you.”

His hands slide up my sides, two of his big fingers pushing into my spine, sending hot thrills through my entire body. I

purr with his touch.

Then he pushes me away somewhat, shaking his head with a distant smile on his face.

“You grew up into such a hot little number, sis. I'm sure lots of guys are falling all over themselves to be with you.

You don’t need to ruin your life by being with your brother.”

I push forward again. He holds me back in his strong hands. Even though it's not being used how I want, I revel in the

feel of his strength on me.

“I don’t care about any of those other guys, big bro. I only want you. Do you like my prom dress?”

He nodded, eyes still a little wide. “Whoever you went with must have fucked…” He took a breath. “…must have

really liked it.”

I giggle and smile. My tits bounce invitingly.

“I'm all dressed up like this because I didn't go to prom with anybody, big bro. Nobody at school deserved to go with

me.”

“You're goddamn right.”

His response seems automatic. As if he can't help himself, his big, rock-solid arms slide around me and he holds me

tight. Possessively. I feel sooo safe. Nothing could go wrong right now, not with him so close. So strong and good and

protective. I need him to need me like I need him.

I stare up into his steely eyes, my tits crushed on his uniform, forming appealing half-gloves of pure lust.

“I wanted you to be my prom date, big bro. I want you to be my hot big bro boyfriend sir.”

He moans throatily, catching my chin under his fingers. His lips are so close to mine now.

“You know what happens to hot babes like me on prom night, right?”

“They have a good time?”

I nod. “They have a good time because their studs take them home and fuck them senseless.”

“Cassandra…” he shakes his head, trying to turn away. I stay near him. One of my perfect legs slides up his. “What

are we doing? What are you saying?”

“I'm saying I want my hot big bro to hold me tight and fuck me and make me feel all safe. Please? I love you, Blake.

I always have. I need you. I need only you. I’ll die if I can’t have—”

He moans and kisses me then, his hot brother tongue sliding into my mouth, making my little sister tongue all sloppy

and wet with his warm saliva. Threads of it slide out of lips when he pulls away, staring at me deeply.

“Cassandra…” he shakes his head again. “I’m glad that you’ve blossomed, and…man, you have blossomed. But you

and I both know that something like this can’t happen.”

I pout, fiddling with his uniform’s buttons. They’re actually easy to start moving apart. “Says who?”

“You know who.” He waved a hand. “Society.”

“I don’t care what society has to say. I want to fuck my big brother. I want your big brother cock jamming inside my

little sister pussy, showing me what a hot, good slut I can be for you. I want that all the time, big bro. I want it right now. I've set up rooms for us, Blake. We have all weekend.”

He is breathing hard, looking down my chest. I position my tits upward so he can see. I want him to look. I want my

big brother’s eyes all over me.

“What about...what about Dad?”

I look down, biting a lip.

“Don't worry about him. I don't think he'll mind. If he finds out...” I giggle. “Let's just say he doesn't have much

moral authority in the matter.”

“You mean you...you and him...”

His breathing increases, ragged and hot. I can tell the idea of my Daddy fucking me really turns him on. I think that,

beyond anything else, it lets him know how serious I am about fucking him. The boundaries are slipping away for him.

“That's right,” I purr. “He's been drilling me nightly. And I love it. I love the cock of my men in me. You're both so

special to me...he just...disciplines me, how I need. Lets me be his happy little servant. But that's not all I need, big bro.”

Working swiftly, I drop his pants. He doesn't stop me, doesn't protest. Such good news. He wants this. He just needs

a little more convincing. I don't mind. I love convincing him. I start stroking his cock. He's already hard—my brother, so

fucking hard just for me! I love it. He loves it too, I can tell...but doubt adorns his face.

“I need a partner,” I say hotly. “Someone I can depend on...a man that I know will treat me right and fuck me hard. I

just need so much cock, big bro, and Daddy doesn't have enough. But the two of you together...”

I stroke his cock even harder. Precum starts flowing out of the head, and I smear it around the shaft. My strokes

become slick and fast. His giant veiny rod is so fucking big. Eight inches at least. I need it inside me, all that meat, filling

me up. Oh my fucking god, I want it so much!

“You're so fucking manly and hot now, big bro,” I coo. “I bet the military has shown you all kinds of hot ways to hold

a girl down. Why don’t you show me some of them?”

Hot schlicking sounds from my gloves attending his cock start filling the room. He nods, finally, gyrating his hips into

the sizzling hot handjob I'm giving him.

“If this is going to happen, you’re going to do exactly what I tell you to.”

“Yes, Sir,” I breathe. “I wouldn’t think of doing anything else.”

He moves my hands away from his cock. I groan with need to keep touching it, but I obey. He picks me up with his

hands on my waist, enormous biceps bulging. He sets me down right on the rug I’ve arranged in the entryway. Letting

out a long breath, he slides on top of my body. His weight is so wonderful, so reassuring. His cock only feels harder and

harder as he moves up my thighs, my abdomen. He's smearing my pretty gown with his cum, marking me as his. His

hands crawl over my perfection, squeezing my tits harder and harder.

His lips are rough and welcome. Moaning, his tongue slides against mine. My gloved hands pull his face against mine,

needing more and more of him. I love him so much. I want to shout it to the world. I love my big brother! I love him!

A smile crosses his face as he sinks his hand down to my pussy. He finds I’m totally bare there…and totally wet. He

starts slinking down my body, kissing the soft slutty fabric of my gown.

“I’ve wanted to do this,” he growls, “for a very long time.”

I can’t fucking believe it, but my super stud military big brother goes down on me right then and there. He starts

relentlessly eating my pussy. His lips push purposefully against my hot little clit, his tongue flicking out rhythmically. He

grips my ass hard, harder, harder. I feel like I'm almost in the way of my own pussy for him. That's so hot.

He picks me up, his grip ironclad on my ass, still licking me with perfect rhythm. He bends me backward, my legs

wrapped around his head, and he just drives his tongue against my clit again and again. Soon, I'm doing a handstand,

bent over backwards as he licks my tight hot young teen pussy.

“Oh my god,” I moan into the rug. “Oh my god, Blake! Blake! Yes, Blake!”

His licking only increases. His tongue so lithe, so agile and strong. I love everything it’s doing. I love how he's bent

me over. I can't get away, I can only need more and more.

“I’m gonna cum,” I moan.

I really am. I've never felt anything like this, not even with Daddy! He only licks me harder, his frequency

increasing.

“I’m gonna cum! I-I-I’m go-gonna ohhhh Blake!”

His licks transform into hot, wet kisses as my orgasm arrives. The bliss finally boils over and the hot waves of

orgasm spread through my body. Bent in half how I am, I still thrash and turn, my gorgeous young hot body so perfectly

shaped to have just this exact feeling, to be rippling with lust and vibrating with such complete pleasure.

He moves my legs down from around his head to around his waist. I move my head around, and he's on top of me now

in missionary position. I lock my heels where they are, pulling him in. He rips at my gown, sliding his perfect, pleasure-

giving tongue over my tits. For several moments as I enjoy the post-orgasm bliss, he sucks at my hot young nipples.

Then, he whispers in my ear the hottest, most absolutely perfect thing I’ve ever heard in my life.

“I want to be inside you. Now.”

I can smell his breath, tasting just like my sexy hot teen cunt. I whimper out a yes.

“I need it too. I love you, Blake. I need my big bro inside me so bad.”

I can feel the length of his fully-hard cock sliding against my thighs and ass. It’s so big. It’s as big as Daddy’s—

maybe even bigger!

With a long, shuddering sigh, he spreads my legs just slightly and enters my hot young pussy. His big, hulking rod fills

me up, his military-carved muscles so hard and chiseled in the dim light of the room.

“Oh fuck, Blake,” I moan, running my gloved hands up his rock hard body. “You’re so good!”

I've never felt like this, so alive, so needy all at once! I just know his cock has been waiting for me for so long, just

like I've been waiting for his.

“Yeah,” he grunts, thrusting slowly into me, taking his time. “Oh yeah, my hot sister babe.”

“Oh god, yes! Fuck me, brother! Fuck your hot sister's hot little pussy!”

He unclasps my legs from around his waist and positions them forward, framing my gorgeous face with my high-high

heels. The position allows him to thrust in me unencumbered. He rams harder and harder, his length freeflowing into my

pussy.

“F-fuck,” he moans. “So tight. My little sister is so fucking tight.”

“That’s right, big bro. You’re so fucking big that my little sister pussy can barely handle it. You’ll ruin me, big bro.”

That seemed to excite him a lot. Ruining me. Making me only fit for a cock like his. I’m in love with the idea myself.

I can feel his body tensing up, his orgasm fast approaching. He must love that idea as much as I do. That’s so fucking

hot. Big bro and little sis, thinking alike, having the same exact thoughts about fucking each other.

“Ruin me, Blake! Ruin your little sister! Fuck me until I’m broken for you! Please, big bro! Please please!”

“Oh fuck,” he moans. “I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum, sis. I'm gonna fucking fill you up.”

“Yes, please!” I moan excitedly. “Please fill me up! Please, big bro! Please let me fill your big fat fucking cock fill

me up with your hot big brother seed, oh fucking please.”

My voice gets almost raspy with my begging, my need. His incredible hot goo explodes inside me, filling me up, and I

cum again with him. I can't fucking believe it, cumming like that again so fast. My big brother is so good! The pleasure is

too much, and I think I black out for several seconds, completely enraptured with his beautiful cock inside me, showing

me how much he cares for me.

When I come to, he's staring down at me, clearly as in love with me as I am with him.

“Thank you, big bro,” I moan. “I love you so much. I needed you to fuck me like that.”

“I love you too, sis,” he whispers, kissing my beautiful face. “Thank you for telling me.”

“I'm so fucking lucky you're my big bro. You make me feel so good. So safe.”

I just needed to tell him that. The need to confess my adoration for him was burning up inside me. We have the

whole rest of the weekend to explore how much I can do for him. Now all I need to do is get my Big Bro and Daddy

together to let loose one last big secret.

 

# # #




Oh, Daddy!
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Jessica couldn’t get enough of her boyfriend’s cock. Ever since her eighteenth birthday when he took her virginity,

she’s wanted to fuck him everywhere imaginable. From the backseat of her boyfriend’s shiny new car, to the cold, damp wood of the park bench up the street from her house, there was nothing that could satisfy her appetite for thick, hard cock.

Jessica had a body designed for sex. She was only a young girl, but she held the curves of the most voluptuous woman

you’ve ever seen.

Today, Jessica’s DD tits were squeezed into an undersized bra, forcing an abundance of cleavage to pop out of her

tiny hot pink t-shirt. She wore straight leg jeans that hugged her curvy hips and outlined her plump little ass.

She was quite simply; made to fuck.

“Suck my tits!” Jessica moaned into her boyfriend Porter’s ear. “Come on, Porter. Suck harder!” Porter eagerly licked Jessica’s large round nipple, her pink areola forcing its way into his hungry mouth. “Mmm, baby,” Porter sputtered, his face flushed in blistering heat. He couldn’t get enough of Jessica. “That feels so good,” Jessica moaned.

Jessica sat firmly on her boyfriend’s lap, her chest pushed tightly up against his face. Porter reached around her

petite body and grabbed her ass in his hands, squeezing and kneading them as he pulled her even closer.

Jessica squealed as Porter slid his tongue over her perky, round nipples. They were so incredibly hard that they stung

at his tongue.

Porter grinded his hips steadily, pushing his swollen bulge against Jessica’s ass. Tired of her unbuttoned shirt in his

way, he reached up and peeled it off her shoulders, throwing it in a heap on the sofa.

“Fuck my mouth,” Jessica breathed, licking Porter’s ear with her soft, pink tongue. “I want your cock in my throat.” Porter groaned, and gently pushed Jessica from his lap onto the sofa. He stood up and pulled his jeans off, throwing

them to the ground. His glistening cock stood at full attention, and Jessica licked her lips, eager to feel all 9 inches in her tight little cunt.

“Ohh yeah,” she moaned, purring like a cat about to pounce on her prey. “Bring that fat cock over here so I can suck

it.”

Porter walked over to Jessica who slid to the soft carpet floor. She squatted on her knees, and reached out to gently

squeeze her boyfriend’s dick in her tiny hands.

“It’s so big,” she whispered, as her lips made their way to the head of his thick shaft. She licked the tip before

running her tongue up and down the full length of his cock. Her shoulders pumped up and down as she struggled to breath.

“Don’t choke on my cock,” Porter moaned, enjoying the sight of his teenage girlfriend struggling to deep throat his

dick.

Jessica pulled his cock out of her mouth, and sucked in hard, filling her lungs with air. She slid her mouth back over

his shaft, pushing in – deeper, and deeper until his cock rammed the back of her slippery throat.

“Oh yeah,” Porter groaned. “Suck my cock, baby.”

Jessica kept her mouth wrapped tightly around Porter’s shaft, pulling her head up and down as her pigtails bobbed

along with her steady rhythm. She kept her hand squeezing the base of his dick, as she moved her fingers from his shaft to his balls and back up again. She continued slurping and sputtering on his heavy cock, as he forcefully rammed it into her mouth.

Porter wrapped his hands in Jessica’s hair, controlling her movements, his fists gripping each pigtail. He pushed down

on the back of her head, forcing his young girlfriend to suck his cock even harder.

“You’re going to make me cum if you keep doing that,” Porter huffed, his muscular, young body growing tense as he

drew closer to orgasm.

Jessica had no intention of making her boyfriend cum so soon. She still wanted him to fuck her, and as she continued

sucking and deep throating his cock, she felt her pussy get hot and wet.

“Fuck me,” Jessica moaned, begging her boyfriend to satisfy her. She tugged on his shaft, her fingers gripped firmly on his dick that was slick with her saliva. Porter looked down at his little girlfriend who was still on her knees before him. Her eyes were wide with

excitement, and they glistened as he pushed her mouth down on his dick again.

Jessica gagged as Porter’s thick cock forced its way into her throat. She couldn’t pull away in time. His hand

wrapped tightly around her ponytail, as he forced her tiny mouth to deep throat his throbbing cock.

It was too late. She felt the sweet taste of his cum flooding her mouth, and filling her cheeks. She struggled to

swallow it, while gasping for air. Porter kept his firm grip on her head, refusing to let her mouth move from his dick.

“Ughh. Oh, God!” Porter moaned, pushing his hips up and down, as he crammed his cock into Jessica’s pretty pink

mouth. “Swallow my cum!”

“Mmm!” Jessica breathed, trying to fill her lungs with air. Porter still refused to let go of her head, as the last drops

of his cum made their way into Jessica’s mouth.

Satisfied, Porter finally let go of Jessica’s head and she angrily pulled her mouth away from his cock. “What the hell?” Jessica’s eyes glared up at her boyfriend who nuzzled into the sofa, still glowing in the aftershock

of his orgasm.

“What?” he asked, as if he didn’t understand her anger. “What’s your problem?” Jessica climbed up to her feet and grabbed her t-shirt from the sofa. She pulled the shirt over her head, forcing the

thin material to cover her big, round tits.

“Nice, Porter,” she growled. “Real nice.”

“I didn’t think you had a problem with swallowing,” Porter replied, shrugging his shoulders. “I don’t have a problem with swallowing!” Jessica replied bitterly. “But you really need to learn how to please a girl

because you really have no clue.”

Porter’s face flushed with anger.

“Satisfy a girl? I know how to satisfy a girl, believe me,” He nearly spit the words out at her. “Just ask Shelley.” Jessica spun around to face her boyfriend, her hands clenched in fists of rage. “Shelley? You fucked Shelley?”

Porter stood up from the sofa and walked towards the foyer, as Jessica followed on his heels. “Answer me!”

Porter ignored her. He tied his sneakers up and grabbed his coat from the rack by the door. “You son of a bitch! Why would you fuck my best friend?” Porter turned to face his girlfriend, a sly grin forming on his lips. “Hey, she came on to me,” he replied, shrugging as if he had no choice but to bang her best friend. Porter stepped out onto the walkway just in time, as Jessica slammed the door behind him. “I hate you!” she screamed at the top of her lungs. Her heart beat furiously in her chest, and she felt herself slinking

down to the coolness of the floor.

“Son of a bitch,” she screamed, in between sobs. It wasn’t that she was all that serious about Porter. After all, they

had only been dating for a few months, but to fuck her best friend? She was going to make him pay for hurting her. One way or another.

She grabbed a handful of Kleenex from a box on the kitchen counter, and headed for the phone. She was going to

give Shelley a piece of her mind. As she plucked the receiver from its cradle on the wall, she heard the sound of a car pulling into her driveway.

“You better be sorry,” she growled, anticipating Porter on her front doorstep. Of course he was sorry for what he

did. She couldn’t wait to see the look of sadness on his face.

She walked to the front door, opening it before the doorbell even rang. “Hey! How are you doing?”

It was Allan, Porter’s step father.

Jessica looked down at her feet, desperately trying to hide the tearstains on her cheeks. She scrunched the ball of

Kleenex in her hand.

“I’m fine,” she replied barely looking up at Allan.

“I just came by to tell Porter that I have to leave on business for the weekend. Is he here? I didn’t see his car outside

but he left a note saying he was coming by.”

“We broke up,” Jessica replied. “He left a few minutes ago. I don’t know where he went but he won’t be coming

back here.”

Allan’s mouth opened, forming a silent “Oh”. He awkwardly fumbled with the zipper on his jacket. “I’m so sorry to hear that,” he replied.

Jessica nodded, finally looking up at Allan. He was good looking for a man in his early forties. His hair was chestnut

brown, and he had the deepest blue eyes that Jessica had ever seen.

“Okay, well I better get going. I’m really sorry, Jessica. Maybe you two can work it out.”

Jessica shook her head, her eyes filling with anger as she thought about Porter and Shelley together. “No chance,” she replied, her voice choking in sobs.

Allan frowned, feeling sorry for the young girl. Unsure of what to say, he reached out, offering comfort.

Jessica melted into his arms, as he wrapped his hands around her, patting her softly on the back. “Young love is never easy,” he whispered, running his fingers up to Jessica’s hair. He cupped the back of her head in

the palms of his hands and looked down at her, his gaze locking on her beautiful face.

“Trust me,” he mumbled, his voice barely above a whisper. “You won’t have any trouble finding a new boyfriend.” Jessica looked up at Allan, her eyes red from crying and her cheeks burning with the salt from her tears. Without thought, she lifted her hands to his shoulders and reached up on her tippy-toes, pushing her mouth softly

against his lips. Her tongue slid into his mouth, and he gasped as the young girl pushed her tender body tightly against his broad chest.

“Jessica,” he muttered, his voice suddenly filled with seething lust. “Jessica, this isn’t appropriate.” Jessica ignored him, wrapping her arms around his neck. She forced her mouth against his; tugging gently on his lips

with the brim of her shiny, white teeth.

She felt her pussy get wet and hot as the older man passionately struggled to follow his conscious as the young girl

continued to force herself on him.

Now silent, Allan allowed the girl to explore his mouth with her own, as his arms went limp and hung to his sides. He

didn’t know what to do, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t turn away from her. It was like she had him under her spell.

She pulled him through the foyer and up the stairs, leading him along like a puppy dog, panting for some attention

from his owner. Allan’s eyes darted around, frantic to get a grip on what was happening, but he continued along, allowing the little nympho to lead the way, until he found himself standing just inside the doorway of her freshly painted bedroom.

A splatter of pink flooded the four walls, and her giant Queen sized bed was placed next to the partially opened

window. It looked like the bedroom of any All American teenage girl, and he felt his cock throbbing as the little vixen pulled him over to the middle of the room.

“Let me touch it,” she whispered, slipping her hands down to his waist. Her fingertips brushed over his thick leather

belt, clasping the buckle on the front. Grinning up at her bedroom captive, she moved her hands further down, until her fingertips pushed down on the hard spot in his pants. She twisted her fingers, covering his entire crotch with the palm of her hand.

“Oh, God,” Allan groaned, his mind begging for her to stop – yet his body was anxious for her to continue. He hadn’t

had sex in months, since he separated from his wife.

The hot, young girl in front of him was making it impossible to think clearly, and he found himself nudging up against

her, wanting desperately to feel her young, tender body under his own.

“I’ve never fucked an older man before,” Jessica whispered into his ear before wrapping her teeth lightly around his

earlobe. Her soft wet tongue darted out of her mouth and ran over Allan’s neck, sending a shudder of heat through his body.

“You’re a very young girl,” Allan breathed, nearly coughing on his desire. He could barely speak as his heart

pounded heavily in his chest. “Why would you want an old guy like me?”

Jessica giggled quietly, her hand still cupping the crotch of Allan’s pants. She moved her fingers in slow circles,

tracing the lines of his thick, hard cock.

“Guys my age have no idea how to please a woman,” she whispered, taking a step back. She pulled her t-shirt up and

over her head, deliberately allowing her big breasts to bounce and jiggle as she flung the shirt on the bed.

“I need someone with experience.”

Jessica’s eyes twinkled as she stood in front of the older man, her young body filled with desire. Allan found himself reaching out, and cupping his big hands around her soft, curvy tits. Her nipples were big and

round and puffed up as his fingertips grazed her soft, warm skin. He tweaked her breasts, wrapping his index finger and thumb around her nipple, and tugged gently but firmly, forcing them to stiffen up.

“Oooh,” Jessica moaned, her head rolling back as the older man fondled her tits. His hands were certainly calloused

and rugged, but they felt delightful as they squeezed and pulled at her breasts.

“You like that?” Allan asked, pinching her nipples harder between his fingers. Jessica winced; the sting of his fingers squeezing her nipples both excited and frightened her. She nodded, a moan

escaping her lips. She felt like a ragdoll in the arms of a puppet master and she allowed him to take control of her body.

“Get naked for me,” Allan whispered, his voice growing deep with command. A sudden wave of confidence engulfed him, and he felt his body fired up with intense sexual energy.

Jessica obeyed, unzipping her jeans and tugging them down until they lay on the floor around her ankles. She lifted

her sculpted legs, stepping out of her panties.

Allan felt his body trembling with excitement as Jessica stood in front of him, her toned, young body anxiously

awaiting his command. Her pussy was small and bare, and it glistened with wetness.

Allan pulled Jessica against him and cupped her tender ass in his big hands. Squeezing hard, he lifted her off of the

floor, forcing her tender body to heave onto his chest.

“Oh!” Jessica gasped, surprised by his aggression. She was so turned on that she would let Allan do just about

anything he desired with her.

She wrapped her legs around his waist as Allan carried her to her bed, tossing her gently onto her back. Allan stood back, analyzing the young girl. Her body was so soft and curvy, yet she looked so damn young, laying

there in nothing but light pink ribbons fastened into the elastic bands that held her hair in place. Those pigtails, that soft, delicious skin and the look of incredible lust on her face lured him deep into a place that he hadn’t gone in years. He wanted to ravish her, to fuck her hard and fast, and to use her tender body to fulfill his every desire.

“Spread your legs for me.”

Jessica’s face flushed, as she playfully bit her bottom lip. She was horny, and Allan’s aggression was only turning her

on even more.

She spread her legs slowly, her knees pulling away to reveal the soft, pink mound of her hairless pussy. Allan shifted his weight onto the bed, kneeling between her open legs. His hands slid up from her ankles to her thighs,

and he gripped them hard in his hands, leaving light red fingerprints on her legs.

His fingertips fluttered to the base of her ass, teasing and tormenting her with every light touch. Jessica groaned

louder, her eyes closing tightly as she focused on every light brush of Allan’s hungry fingers.

His hand grazed the baldness of her pussy, applying enough pressure to where he could feel her budding hard clit

poking through her pink, glistening lips. He ran it through his fingers, squeezing hard enough to make her squeal, before releasing, to rub the small opening of her pussy.

“Oh,” was all she could muster, as her chest heaved in ragged breaths. Her eyes remained closed, as Allan continued

to explore her young, tender body.

Allan grabbed her ankles firmly, abruptly pulling her to the edge of the bed, her legs and feet dangling in the air. He crawled down on the floor, positioning himself on his knees as he knelt before her pussy. Jessica’s eyes shot open as Allan blew on her bare cunt, his hot breath soaking into her skin. “ohhhh,” she squealed, watching as the man moved his face closer to her hot, little pussy. Porter had never done this

to her before, and she felt her body soaring with electricity as Allan slowly opened his mouth, and leaned down, his mouth suckling on her bare little cunt.

“Oh My God!” she moaned with a whimper. Her fingers flew up to her mouth and she nibbled and sucked lightly on

her fingertips, as waves of intense pleasure coursed through her little body. She watched as Allan carefully slid his tongue through her slippery, pink folds until he had her tiny clit delicately placed in his mouth, sucking and licking hard and steady with the flat of his thick, wet tongue.

“You have such a nice little pussy,” Allan mumbled, continuing to lick and suck her clit. “So soft and tender.” Jessica moaned louder and louder, shocked by how incredibly good it felt to have this man licking so gently on her

bald little pussy.

She pressed her fingertips tightly against her mouth, stifling the groans that floated from her lips. Allan cupped her clit between his lips and tugged gently as he moved his head from side to side, quickening the pace.

Jessica lifted her ass from the bed, pushing her pussy into his face, willing him to go faster and harder.

Allan’s breath was hot and ragged, as he devoured the little slut’s pussy in his mouth. She tasted so incredibly sweet

and her hot juices trickled over his tongue and down her legs, landing on the soft mattress below.

Allan moved his fingertips up against her tight little hole, applying enough pressure to where she squirmed, desperate

to intensify her pleasure with his tongue and fingers. Allan continued lapping at her pussy, her clit buried in his mouth, as he carefully pushed two fingers into her soaking wet cunt.

Jessica screamed, as if her body were on fire. She bucked her body wildly against his mouth and fingers, as Allan slid

his fingers deeper into her tender pussy.

“You’re so incredibly tight,” Allan groaned, feeling her cunt wrapping around his fingers. He pumped in and out of

her pussy, moving his mouth from her clit to her thighs, and back again, leaving a wet trail of saliva behind.

Jessica’s body grew tense as the muscles in her ass clenched together. Her moans turned into screams, as she rattled

against his fingers, begging to cum.

Allan was absorbed in licking and finger fucking her pussy, his cock throbbing in his pants, begging to be freed. Jessica’s body began to violently shake, and her hands flew up to her chest, cupping her breasts tightly together. She

squeezed her nipples between her fingers, and spread her legs as wide as they would go.

“Ohh, lick my pussy. Oh, yes, lick my little pussy!”

Allan knew that he could make the girl cum at any time, but he deliberately held back, teasing her clit between his

lips. When he felt her body tighten, he knew that she was moments away from orgasm, and he pulled away, swiftly moving to his feet. He pulled his pants off quickly, unleashing his thick, hard cock.

Allan was incredibly well endowed, and he knew he’d have to take it slow with Jessica’s little pussy. Jessica laid still, her body covered in beads of sweat and her face flushed in red heat. She gasped when she saw his

monstrous cock.

“That’s so big,” she moaned, breathlessly. The sight of his cock made her tingle and she felt her pussy grow wetter

as Allan kneeled on the bed, hovering his muscular body over her tiny frame.

“Spread your legs wider, baby,” he whispered, pushing the head of his cock up against her tiny opening. Jessica stretched her legs wide open, her hands still kneading her big, round breasts. Allan pushed his cock against Jessica’s pussy, forcing his head to squeeze in. He kept it still, barely resting inside of

her tight, pink walls.

Jessica groaned, thrilled with the incredible feeling of such a swollen cock filling her up, she moved her legs even

wider apart, wanting Allan to push deeper.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

Allan pushed harder against her, forcing his thick cock deeper inside of Jessica’s slick little cunt. “Oh yeah,” he moaned, watching as the little slut teased her nipples, her ass sliding down against Allan’s balls. She wanted every inch of his girth snuggled inside of that tiny cunt. Heaving against her, he forced the rest of his dick inside of her, pushing her body back up on the bed as he pumped

hard and fast.

“Oh My God!” Jessica shrieked, engulfed in the incredible feeling of her pussy being spread apart by such a massive

dick.

“Fill my little pussy with that fat cock!” she wailed, begging for the man to go harder. Allan fired his cock into her pussy again, heaving back and forth, as it slid deep and fast into her little snatch. Her

pussy was so warm and wet and he struggled not to cum instantly.

“Ohh fuck yeah,” Allan groaned, pushing deep inside of her teenage cunt. “That feels so .. so, good…” Jessica groaned, reaching down to rub her clit in round, steady circles. “Oh fuck me!” she screamed, not getting enough of Allan’s cock. “Harder! Please fuck me harder!” Her voice quivered as she begged for him to go deeper and harder. Allan struggled to keep up with the young vixen,

her tender tight cunt wrapping tightly around his dick was too much for him.

“Oh god, I’m going to cum,” he moaned, grunting loudly and uncontrollably, as his cock took on a life of its own. Jessica grinded against him, thrusting her small hips up and down, forcing Allen to pump her pussy hard and steady. “Cum on my belly,” Jessica whispered, as she watched the older man struggling to hold off. It drove her over the

edge knowing how her tight little body was making him so incredibly hot, and she reveled in the power she felt over this man.

“Oh God – I’m coming!”

Jessica rubbed her clit faster and harder, her body aching as the vibrations flooded her body. Allan’s cock beat into

her pussy, as she continued to rub and pull at her little clit.

“Mmm. That’s it. Cum all over me!” Jessica moaned, as Allan pulled his cock from her cunt and exploded all over her

stomach. The white juice gathered in a small pool just below her belly button.

“Ohh… Ohh,” Allan moaned, desperately trying to catch his breath. His head whizzed and he fell back, his knees

crashing to the floor. Holding the bed, he remained still as the dizzy aftershock fizzled through his body.

He looked up at Jessica, unsure as to what she might do or say, but suddenly feeling very exposed and paranoid. “You’re amazing,” he breathed as Jessica sat up on her bed and watched him. She said nothing, only nodding, a small smile forming on her lips. Allan quickly redressed, fumbling with his words as he wondered whether to kiss her goodbye, or just walk out. He

had never felt so awkward in his life, but as Jessica lay there, her taut, sweat glistening body, still spread across the bed in a dazed and lazy pose, he wished that he had the stamina of his younger years so he could mount her again.

“Are you .. “ he paused.. “okay?”

Jessica rolled over on her side, her long dainty fingers sliding up her hip to rest on the flat of her stomach. She was dreamy, there was no doubt about it, and as she smiled up at Allan, her cheeks dotted with dimples, reminding him of their incredible age difference.

“I’m fine,” Jessica sighed, her face lit up with a broad smile. She eyed Allan up and down, her gaze finally leading

away from him through to the open bedroom window, a peculiar look suddenly flushed across her face.

“Is something wrong?” Allan asked, unsure as to what had captured her attention. Jessica’s gaze remained locked on the window, and she shook her head slowly, from side to side. “Nothing is wrong,” she replied. “Actually, things couldn’t be better, but you better get going.” Allan winced, confused by the young girl and her sudden distraction. He was such a broad, strong man a few minutes

ago when he as fucking her, yet now, he virtually cowered as he stood alongside the bed, twisting the buckle on his pants.

“Are you okay?” Jessica asked, finally looking over to where Allan stood. Allan simply nodded, trying hard to fake a smile. He was worried that the young girl would tell her parents, or worse,

his stepson, but the damage had been done and there was nothing he could do.

“Okay, I’m going to go then,” he replied, tipping his head towards Jessica in a feigned act of respect – or apology,

she couldn’t tell, nor did she care.

“Drive safe,” Jessica replied steadily, her eyelids batting farewell, as her fingers continued stroking her hips in slow,

deliberate flutters.

Allan turned and disappeared from the room. Jessica heard the sound of his feet shuffling towards the staircase and

in minutes, he was gone. She rolled over onto her stomach, cradling her face in her arms. She couldn’t believe just how easy sex came to her, yet here she was, still so unbelievably unsatisfied.

Allan had an awesome cock, but regardless of his delusion, he had a lot to learn about making a woman happy. Like

stepfather like step son, she thought.

“Come on,” Jessica whispered to herself, rolling her eyes back towards the window. She was sure that she had heard

his car backing into the garage, but he was certainly taking a long time to get into the house.

Suddenly, she heard a loud clamor of noise down the stairs. Then, she heard the sound of shouting, something

breaking and finally, the front door slammed shut.

Before she could turn over onto her belly, her stepfather burst through her bedroom door, his face in a wash of deep

red rage.

“What the hell were you doing with Allan Fischer?” he bellowed, his angry fists demanding an immediate

explanation.

Looking around the room, he spotted his stepdaughter lying on her bed, her stark naked body rippled in sweat. He

gasped, jumping back to the doorway entrance, turning quickly around so that he stood back to his daughter.

“Get dressed!” he shouted, his voice filled with anger and confusion. Jessica lay still, unflinching. A smile spread across her face, as she slowly turned over onto her stomach, “Daddy,” she whispered, her head suddenly filled with a naughty idea. “Daddy…? “ Her stepfather, Matt, didn’t understand what was going on. He turned towards his daughter, his eyes widening in

shock, as his little girl laid her head flat against the firm mattress of her bed, and lifted her ass and pussy up in the air, giving her Daddy complete access to her soaking wet pussy.

“I’ve been a very bad girl and I need to be punished, Daddy,” Matt knew his lovely little stepdaughter was always looking for ways to shock him, but this was a whole other thing.

He couldn’t believe his eyes, as she swayed her tight little ass back and forth on the bed, taunting him, daring him to come touch her.

He had thought about this exact thing many times before, when he watched Porter fucking her ass through the

window in the rec room, or when he saw her pretty little mouth suckling tightly on her boyfriend’s dick. He had masturbated to her ivory face and those luscious lips more times than he could count.

“Daddy…”

Matt locked the bedroom door and moved swiftly across the room to where his daughter lay. He clenched Jessica’s

ass in his hands, squeezing hard enough to incite a squeal from her pouty little lips.

Raising his hand up a few inches from her ass, he let the palm of his hand fall flat against her skin, bringing it down

hard and steady.

“Ohh!” Jessica screamed, as she felt the burn of her Daddy’s hand against her soft skin. “You’ve been a bad little girl,” Matt whispered, his hand coming down on her ass again. The whizz of his thick,

calloused palm against her tender, young skin burned, but Jessica found herself filled with incredible desire. She didn’t want him to stop.

“Tell me you’re sorry,” Matt commanded, as he brought his palm down on Jessica’s tight ass again, this time,

allowing his fingertips to graze the after burn.

“I’m sorry for being a bad little girl,” Jessica whimpered. She couldn’t believe how good it felt to have a man control

her this way.

Matt paddled her ass again with his bare hand. Her skin burned with desire, and he found himself struggling to

control himself.

“I don’t believe you,” he replied, his hands resting on his daughter’s ass, ready to strike again. Jessica sucked in her breath, her body raging with excitement and lust for the man. He hadn’t been her stepfather

for long, and already her Mother was screaming for a divorce. Jessica felt an instant attraction towards him from the moment that he walked in her life, only a few months ago.

She squealed, closing her eyes tight, reveling in the electricity of his touch. “I’m so sorry, Daddy!”

“You better be sorry,” Matt replied, his voice overflowing with lust for his young stepdaughter. Matt bent his face forward and gently kissed her skin, brushing her ass with his fingers, kneading the pain away. “Stay still,” he commanded his little vixen, as he pulled his heavy cock from his shorts. “Okay, Daddy,” Jessica sniffled, in a quiet voice. She was so hot for her Daddy, and she knew that if any man could

make her cum it would be him.

She perched her ass up even higher, spreading her legs wide apart. Matt’s cock was already as hard as nails, and he wasted no time in getting undressed. Shielding his cock from her

sight, he returned to his position behind her, grabbing her ass in his hands again.

“Do you want your Daddy’s cock in your pussy?” he asked, stiffening by the vibrations of her body as she pushed

against his own.

He felt a surge of inextinguishable heat rushing through the shaft of his dick. “Yes, Daddy. I want to be your good little girl.”

Matt groaned, leaning his knees on the bed. He slid his hands to the small of her back and gripped her tightly, pulling

her hips towards his throbbing dick.

“Uhh,” he grunted, as his cock swooshed over his step daughter’s slippery opening. Her tight pussy fought against his

cock, as he slid it between her folds.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” Jessica breathed, her hands clutching the sheets of the bed. She kept her face glued to the

mattress, her rosy cheek pressed firmly on the bed.

Matt was overwhelmed at the hot sensation of his daughter’s trembling pussy, and he pushed the head of his cock

through her slit, into her tiny hole.

“Ohh God,” Matt moaned, feeling Jessica’s pussy clenching around his thick shaft. His dick glistened with her juices.

Pulling back, he reached down to grip his cock tightly, aiming it back towards her tight cunt. Feeling his way in, he forced it deep and hard into her pussy.

Jessica screamed with pleasure, her small body heaving up against him, begging for her Daddy to push harder and

faster. She couldn’t get enough.

Matt’s hands kneaded his daughter’s tanned skin between his fingers, squeezing her hips tightly, before sliding his

hands around her waist.

He lifted her up against him, cuddling her against his chest, his hands wrapping tightly around her curvy, round

breasts.

“Squeeze my titties, Daddy!” Jessica moaned, as she felt her body being caressed and controlled by her Daddy. He was a passionate lover, and she had never felt so incredibly hot before, as he forced his cock in and out of her

tight pussy walls, clutching his baby girl in his hands.

“You feel so good,” Matt panted, his hard body rocking back and forth in a steady rhythm, his stepdaughter lying

gently in his arms.

Jessica threw her head back, resting her neck against Matt’s shoulder, as he continued fondling her tits, mashing

them together, cupping them tightly and squeezing her nipples, in constant circles.

Letting go of her sweaty little body, Jessica collapsed on the bed, her tight stomach resting firmly on the hard

mattress. Matt kept his cock pumping deep inside her cunt, as Jessica turned to the side, looking back over her shoulder as her Daddy thrust his cock deeper and faster inside of her tiny cunt.

“Fuck me, Daddy. Oooh, Daddy! That feels so good!”

Matt couldn’t get enough of his naughty little girl.

“You have such a tight little pussy,” he breathed, looking down to watch his cock slipping in and out of her bare cunt.

Jessica’s body sizzled with electricity, as she lay on her side looking up at her Daddy. He looked so hot, his face

rippled in muscle as he struggled to regain control. His cock squeezing in and out of her little snatch nearly sent him over the edge, and he knew he needed to slow down, before he came all over his little girl.

Pulling his cock out of Jessica’s pussy, he pulled gently on her hand, tugging her up to her feet. Guiding her across

the room, he sat down in the leather chair nestled into the corner, and pulled her down on his lap.

Jessica groaned, straddling her Daddy, her feet dangling from the floor. They sat face to face, their gaze locked on

one another.

Matt pulled her face closer to his, and hungrily kissed her lips. His tongue darted in and out of her mouth,

passionately and he reached around to squeeze her body tightly, pushing her large, round breasts into his thick chest.

Jessica fidgeted on her Daddy’s lap, feeling the hardness of his cock squashed between her thighs. Her pussy

throbbed with heat, and she wanted nothing more than for her Daddy to fuck her again.

Matt brought her closer, smashing her tits into his face. He lapped at her hard round nipples, gnawing them gently

between his teeth, before fluttering his tongue in thick, long strokes between her breasts.

Lifting her up gently, he positioned his cock so that she was forced to throttle him. Bringing her ass slowly back down

to his lap, Jessica felt her heart pounding in her chest, as she felt her Daddy’s cock wiggling its way into her small, bare cunt.

“Oh yes, Daddy!” she moaned, nestling her head against his shoulder. They were glued together, her big breasts

rubbing against her Daddy’s chest, his hands tightly squeezing her ass, as he forced her back and forth against him. Her pussy rocking up and down on his cock, Matt bucked hard and fast, pumping his little girl’s pussy steadily, as Jessica felt the vibrating sensations wash through her body.

“I’m going to cum, Daddy!” she wailed, her face flushed in lust. “That’s a good girl,” Matt whispered, not breaking the rhythm. He reached up to Jessica’s shoulders, pushing her

down, forcing her pussy to accept every inch of his thick, hard cock.

“Ohhh!” Jessica moaned, as her pussy clenched tightly around her Daddy’s dick. “I’m coming, Daddy!” Matt pumped his cock as hard as he could, forcing it in and out of his baby girl’s pussy, squeezing the cum from her

tiny body.

“Cum for me, baby,” he whispered, anxious to feel his stepdaughter’s little cunt washing his dick with her sweet

juice.

Jessica’s body trembled uncontrollably, her little ass frantically grinding against her Daddy’s lap. “Ohh! I’m coming!” she hummed.

Matt felt his balls tighten, as his cock penetrated his little girl. His big hands wrapped around her waist, and he

hugged her tightly against his chest, as his cock surged.

“Oh, baby,” Matt moaned, his breath echoing against Jessica’s neck. “I’m going to cum.” Jessica’s body continued to tremble, swept up in the most intense orgasm of her life. “Cum in my little pussy, Daddy!” she moaned.

Matt groaned, pumping her tiny cunt furiously. His body shook violently, as he lost all control. “Ohh, God… “

He felt his cock exploding in his little girl’s pussy, his cum raging free. He had never cum so hard in his entire life,

and it felt like it would never end. His dick throbbed, spurting cum in waves, as Jessica’s tight cunt sucked and squeezed every drop.

When it was over, he flopped back in the chair, all energy instantly draining from his body. “Oh baby,” he whispered, struggling for air. His chest heaved up and down violently, as Jessica cuddled tightly

against his chest. He could feel her heart pounding in her chest.

“That was incredible,” Jessica gushed, kissing her Daddy’s neck. Her lips were on fire, as her tight little body

continued to tremble. She had never felt this good.

Matt reveled in the aftershock of his own orgasm, as he cradled his little stepdaughter in his arms. Their bodies stuck together with the glue of their sweat and neither of them made any effort to move. Jessica’s body relaxed, and she sighed deeply, finally satisfied. She lifted her head from her Daddy’s shoulder and

nuzzled his face, kissing his mouth lightly.

“I have never felt this way before,” she whispered; sprinkling her Daddy’s face with soft, gentle kisses. “I want it

again and again.”

Matt looked into his stepdaughter’s eyes and saw a passion that he had never seen before. “You can have me any time you want,” he replied.

Jessica smiled, her head filling with many naughty and delicious ideas of what she would do to her Daddy.

“Any time?” she asked, playfully.

Matt chuckled, kissing his stepdaughter lightly on her soft, round mouth. “Any time,” he nodded.

Jessica giggled, sliding away from her Daddy’s lap.

“Let’s go take a shower,” she replied, tugging Matt’s hand. She had lots of ideas of what she wanted to do with her Daddy, and a little slippery, hot fun in the shower sounded

like a great way to end the day.

Matt smiled, shaking his head softly.

“You’re a nympho,” he replied with a grin.

Jessica paused, as she led her Daddy into the hallway and towards the shower room. She flashed him a bright smile, her blue eyes lighting up in mischief. “You have no idea,” she replied, pulling her Daddy into the shower. “No idea.”




Taken By The Marines




By Terry Towers




"Ah, fuck yeah baby. Take it! Take it!"

Huh? A bewildered look crossed Vanessa's features as she walked through the front door of the quaint two-story

home she shared with her husband Adam. The voice emanating out of her living room seemed to be that of a man having

sex. Her frown deepened as she tossed her keys into the pink glass candy dish by the door and quickly shrugged off her

jacket, hanging it up in coat closet.

"Give it to her!" A round of cheers and whistles sounded followed by loud moaning.

She quickened her steps and finally stopped when she got to her living room. Her bewildered look faded and was

replaced by a grin as it dawned on her what was going on in the other room. She had been held up at work leaving her

husband, Adam, to entertain himself for the evening. It was obvious that he found himself some raunchy porn to

pleasure himself with.

"That's right cunt, suck it good!"

Vanessa covered her mouth to stifle the giggle that was threatening to erupt as she carefully slipped off her heels and

quietly made her way to the living room. Her bare feet moved soundlessly on the hardwood floor as she snuck up behind

him.

Adam was a conservative man even after five years of marriage. To her dismay, he seemed to be becoming more and

more conservative as the years went. His idea of kinky was anal sex and usually she had to be the one to initiate it -

hell, beg for it even.

He never allowed her to watch him masturbate and refused to admit to watching porn. She knew he was full of shit,

but pretended to believe him. What man doesn't watch porn? Another giggle threatened to escape at the thought of his

reaction when he realized he'd been caught in the act. After all, he had been the one to adamantly deny ever watching

porn. Her grin widened, as a wave of excitement rushed down her spine and her pussy clenched at the idea of watching

him jerk off without the knowledge that she was right behind him watching.

Some more cheers and whoops sounded. He was watching gangbang porn. "Take her ass Brian!" More cheers.

Vanessa stopped dead in her tracks just before entering the living room and a feeling of déjà vu hit her. Her giddy

mood darkened as she listened another moment.

The woman cried out as presumably someone slammed his cock into her ass. A frown appeared on her face as she

took the final steps and entered the living room. Her blue eyes widened and she gasped, her eyes locked onto the 50-

inch television screen.

The woman on the screen was bent over a billiards table and as presumed a large blonde-haired man was hammering

his cock into her ass while a dozen other men looked on, while stroking their cocks to the show. The woman was

slender, with long black hair covering her face, but Vanessa didn't need to see her face to know who the woman on the

screen was.

Sensing her arrival, her husband who was seated on the burgundy leather sofa, paused the video and turned to face

her, his dark eyes locking to hers and his face distorted in a look of horror, pain and sadness.

Oh-my-God! Vanessa tore her eyes from his, unable to bear peering upon his pained expression. Her legs suddenly

felt like jelly and she fell back against the wall to steady herself. She felt faint. She needed to sit down.

The room turned deathly quiet. She shivered, despite it being the middle of summer and close to a hundred degrees;

she couldn't shake off the chill running through her body. He'd discovered her deepest, darkest secret. And of all the ways to find out, he discovered it surfing the net for porn?

It felt like hours, but was closer to a minute before she felt steady on her feet and the nauseous feeling began to

subside. Pushing herself off of the wall she slowly made her way around the sofa and sat on the opposite end from her

husband, afraid to look him in the eyes, and trying her best to not stare at the vision of herself on the screen with her

mouth shaped in a giant O as she got close to hitting her climax at the hands of multiple strangers.

"Adam," she whispered gaining the courage to finally lift her eyes to meet his.

"Why?" his tone wasn't angry, but solemn.

"It was before we met, I swear to you," her voice cracked and she felt the tears well up in her eyes. She forced them

back. Would he leave her now that he knew? She didn't think she could handle losing him. She knew what was on that

video, many people would feel uncomfortable watching even a stranger being taken like she had that night, but for him

to see his wife in that situation. She shuttered at the thought of what he must think of her now.

"That wasn't the question Vanessa," he chided. "Was it a way to pay for college? Were you that broke? Surely your

parents could have helped you out. I know they would have. So, why? I don't understand. I need to know why."

She looked from his confused, hurt eyes to her image on the screen and then back to him. She cringed. Their eyes

locked once more, tension radiating between them. How could she tell the one and only man that she ever loved that

that was what she really wanted? What she longed for, both then and now. How could she explain to make it okay? By

her own admission what she liked sexually was fucked up. She loved being fucked and humiliated by numerous men until

she was too exhausted to do anything other than lay there as they used her body for their own gratification in whatever

way they felt fit.

She couldn't lose Adam; he was the best thing that had ever happened to her. The sex was good with him, but he

didn't fuck, he made love. There was a difference and sometimes she needed to be fucked. But, it was a small sacrifice

to pay in her mind for such an amazing man. Adam was a sexy, kind, intelligent man who loved, provided for and

cherished her. One day soon they were going to start a family and she knew in her heart he would be the most amazing

father. Adam was the perfect man and the ideal husband. Her fucked up kinky sexual fetish was of low priority when

considering what she'd lose in order to quench it.

"Why Vanessa?" he repeated when she didn't respond.

She took a deep breath in and slowly exhaled loudly. "Because I like it. I like being dominated and forced and..." She

sighed and ran a shaky hand through her silken strands.

Adam's mouth dropped open and his frown deepened. He eyes shifted to the television screen, stared for a moment

and then shifted back to her.

"I'm sorry," she blurted out. She didn't know what to say, what could she say? Damn, why did I agree to do that

video? Fuck, fuck, fuck!

"When was this?"

She chewed at her lower lip a moment. "In college," she gave him a faint smile and shrugged, "I was involved in

that... lifestyle, for a few years... until I met you. I was twenty-three in that video and it was the last session that I

participated in." She nodded her head towards the television screen, "that happened a couple of days before our first

date."

Adam's breath hitched and he raked a hand through his dishevelled dark brown hair. She could see in his expression

that he was in the process of accessing the situation. She remained quiet, terrified that she may say something to make

the situation worse than it already was. What if he couldn't live with such a perverted deviant as a wife? What if he

could never look at her the same way again?

"I'm not satisfying you, am I?" he said quietly.

What? Vanessa blinked, her face blanching. How could he think that? It may be true to a certain extent, but she couldn't bear the thought of him thinking that. What they did do, he was extremely good at. He was a fantastic lover,

warm, giving, affectionate. He was the type of lover a woman read about in romance novels.

But what she considered to be the fucked-up part of her needed more; rougher, harder, kinkier sex. Perhaps she

should have revealed that other part of her to him long ago. Shaking her head furiously she closed the distance between

them on the sofa and threw her arms around his neck, burying her face on his shoulder.

Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her tight to him and stroked her long dark silken hair. "I want to be what

you need honey. You need to tell me. Explain to me. Show me. Why couldn't you talk to me about this?"

A sob escaped her lips as she clung tight to him. "I'm so sorry. You do. You do please me." She pulled back to look

him in the eye. "I don't need that. I need you."

"But you want it," he prompted. Pulling back from her his dark, perceptive eyes watched her.

Vanessa sighed and ran a hand through her hair. She couldn't lie to him if she tried. He knew her more than anyone

ever had, the fact she'd kept this a secret for so long had been nothing short of a miracle. Resigned, she nodded.

His body stiffened, his lips pressed into a tight line. "I see." His eyes averted back to the image of her on the screen.

The room went silent again. She frantically searched her brain looking for the right words to make it all okay. What

she wanted and what she needed were two entirely different things. She may want to experience the rush of what she

went through in the video again, but she needed him. However, she somehow doubted that saying that to him would

make it better. Despite how hard it was for her, how much she wanted to throw herself back into his arms and beg him

to forget about ever seeing the video to begin with, she refrained. Instead, she continued to wait.

"I need to be alone. I need to think about this," he muttered as he stood.

"Okay," chewing at her bottom lip and keeping her eyes downcast she fought back the new wave of tears threatening

to escape and nodded.

"I'll be back in a while." Without another word he strode past her, and out of the house, slamming the door behind

him. Moments later she heard him start his truck and back out of the driveway.

Looking back up at the screen, she snatched the remote from the coffee table, and shut off the offending video. He'll

he back, she told herself curling up into a ball on the sofa, and letting the tears fall.

 

****

 

Adam paused at the front door, with his key inserted into the lock but he had yet to open it. It was a little past 2am.

He'd been gone for over six hours, spending the majority of the time at the tavern down the street lost in his own

thoughts and a series of beers. His biggest upset was the fact that he let their sex life go stale when he should have been

prompting her on what she really wanted; not just assuming everything was fine as it was. If what she wanted was what

she'd done in the video then he was a long way from giving that to her. It was a kick in the balls for his pride that was

for sure.

Unlocking the door, he quietly walked into the house, while grasping tightly to the handle of a brown paper bag. By

the end of the six hours spent thinking he'd decided to stop by the all night sex store on the way home and pick up a few

things. If she was willing, there were a number of activities on that video that he was willing to do with her and he

planned on starting tonight.

Would it help? He didn't know, but he was willing to try.

Closing the door behind him, he locked it, tossed his keys in the bowl by the door, kicked off his shoes and hung up his

jacket. He immediately made his way up the stairs to their bedroom. Considering all of the lights in the house were out,

he figure it was safe to assume she was already sound asleep. A grin touched his lips for the first time that night at the

thought of what her expression would be when she awoke to what he had planned.

He was still against letting a group of strange men fuck his wife, but he would do what he could to help quench her urges. Could he give in to what she really wanted? Could he let a dozen men fill her? Adam cringed. He just didn't

know.

Baby steps, he told himself.

By the time he made it to their bedroom his eyes had adjusted to the darkness of the house. A streak of moonlight

shot through the room, from a crack between the curtains highlighting his beautiful wife, her dark hair fanning out

around her, as she slept soundlessly in the middle of the bed, wearing a sheer pink negligee.

His cock rapidly began to harden. Setting the bag of toys on the dresser he stripped off his clothing and tossed them

into the clothes hamper. He quickly emptied the content of the bag onto the dresser; a blindfold, soft leather restraints

for her wrists and ankles, vibrator, nipple clamps, lubricant, soft leather flogger and an assortment of other toys. While

he hadn't used the vast majority of the dozens of items that were laid out in front of him, he was familiar with most.

Looking over at his wife, a plan of attack began to form. His cock jerked in anticipation and a devious smile touched

his lips as he grabbed what he needed from the dresser and stalked over to the bed.




Chapter 2

 

Vanessa moaned softly as her dream took an unexpected and exciting turn for the better. She was in the middle of a

field and invisible hands took hold of her wrists, stringing her up to the rail of a children's' swing set. Next to be

restrained were her ankles, now she was no longer able to move.

As a soft breeze tickled and teased her moistening pussy. She moaned louder. She felt the hands on her again, this

time they were on her breasts, pinching her nipples, making them hard, long nubs. She moaned a little louder this time.

"I want to see you. Who are you?" she gasped.

"Wake up baby," a deep, seductive voice echoed in the wind. The voice sounded so familiar.

She shook her head. Wake up? And leave this mystery man who was making her body quiver. "Sleep," she sighed, but

to her disappointment she was being hauled from her dream before it had a chance to get really good, and brought back

to consciousness.

She groaned softly and attempted to stretch, but she couldn't move. Panic rushed through her. Oh-my-God! What's

going on! It then occurred to her that she was naked. She cried out, her heart thumping wildly in her chest, as she pulled

against the restraints, and her eye fluttered open. She gasped, there was complete darkness. I'm blindfolded? The feel

of the band around her head holding the black satin blindfold snug over her eyes confirmed it.

"It's okay baby. Calm down."

His deep soothing voice immediately calmed her, Adam. Her terror was immediately replaced by confusion. "Wh-

what's going on?" She tested the binds around her wrists and ankles once more. "Why am I naked. And restrained. And

blindfolded." She frowned, still trying to figure it all out.

She felt his weight as he sat on the bed next to her. She waited, breath held, waiting for his reply. She didn't get one.

Suddenly she felt something soft, a feather, as it traced her collarbone, then slowly made its way down between her

breasts, down her stomach and to her mound. She sighed loudly, "Adam. What are-"

Her sentence was cut short as he slipped a finger between her soft, dampening pussy lips and traced the length of her

slit from her ass to her clit. He spread her lips wider, bent over her and blew a soft stream of warm air along her moist

opening. She moaned once more and the fire within her ignited. The how and the why was no longer important, all that

mattered was the sensations rushing through her. She wanted to see his beautiful, muscular body. She wanted to touch

him, trance her fingers along the contours of muscle on his chest and back. She both loved and hated that she was

deprived of those things.

He flicked her swollen clit with his tongue and then took it into his mouth, sucking hard. She cried out again, her hands

balling into fists.

"My God Adam! What's going on? Why are you-"

He chuckled sending a chill down her spine. "You want me to stop?" he inquired, his voice low and husky, laced with

humour.

"God no!" she squirmed uneasily as her pussy clenched and the dampness between her legs began to become

uncomfortable.

Adam licked the length of her slit, lapping up her juices, before thrusting a couple fingers deep into her. She cried out

at the sudden forceful invasion, bucking against his hand. Damn, she wanted to touch and see him, as he sucked and

teased her clit. He was driving her to madness. And she loved it!

He continued to stroke her inner wall, bringing ripples of pleasure through her entire body. She was coming closer and

closer to her brink at a rapid pace. She struggled in vain against the restraints longing to pull him to her and have him

sink his big beautiful cock into her moist core. "Make love to me Adam!"

"No," he abruptly stopped, slipping his fingers from within her and standing. She found herself feeling empty. Needy.

Her pussy was throbbing and her stomach ached from the need for release.

"Please." Damn, she wished she could see him. She heard him over by the dresser and found herself wondering what

he had in mind for her now. Perhaps seeing that video wasn't such a bad thing. She had expected him to come home

angry, or solemn, but never had she imagined this.

Moments later he was back and sitting beside her. He cupped her mound, stroking it. She moaned and her wetness

increased. "I'm fucking your ass tonight baby."

A thrill shot through her. Yes, yes, yes! She bucked against the hand caressing her pussy. "God, yes, please." She

expected to feel him entering her, but instead he removed his hand and without warning his palm was back, as he

slapped her wet cunt. A wet slapping sound echoed throughout the room.

It wasn't nearly as hard as she'd experienced in the past during one of her gangbang sessions. However, it was so

unexpected and been so long since she'd experienced anyone handling her roughly that she cried out. She pulled at her

restraints, eager to grab him and pull him onto her.

"Adam please," she begged, panting hard, her moderately sized breasts jiggling with each breath in.

He didn't reply, but another slap came. Smack. She yelped and moaned, eager for more of the sweet sting. And then

another. He continued to assault her pussy until her pink pussy turned rosy and she was thrashing around under him. She

had never needed him as badly as she did at that moment.

"So fucking wet. I've never seen you so excited baby," he groaned. Finally, to her disappointment and excitement it

stopped and he spread her soft folds, drenched in her own juices. He lapped up the evidence of her excitement, in one

long lick, rimming her ass a moment with his tongue before following through the length of her slit to her clit.

I'm going to fuck your ass. She moaned at the thought of what he intended to do and over the fact that he still had not

allowed her the benefit of an orgasm.

He stood and again a sense of anticipation rushed through her. She then felt the restrains on her legs being taken

way. She smiled, anticipating his beautiful cock at any moment.

He grabbed her legs and pulled them together. Then in one swift movement causing her to yelp in shock he flipped her

to her stomach, leaving her hands restrained above her head. Soft tremors rushed through her, as she waited for

whatever else he had in mind for her. His footsteps walked back over to the dresser and then moments later he was on

the bed behind her.

His large, firm hands grabbed her by the waist and lifted her ass in the air. Oh-God yes! Without warning he thrust

two fingers into her pussy, to the second knuckle. Her pussy gripped his fingers begging for something more, begging

him for his cock. But it was to be denied.

After teasing her until she was about to explode over his hand he pulled his fingers from her and she immediately felt

them replaced by a vibrator pressing at the entrance of her pussy. Soft waves of pleasure flooded over her as the device

hummed against her. He slowly pressed it into her, her pussy stretching further than it had for as long as she could

remember to accommodate the massive invasion. She moaned loudly, bucking back against the intrusion attempting to

have it plunge deeper into her.

She groaned again, the sound muffled by the pillow her face was buried in. Again, she clenched her hands into fists,

trying to calm herself as the vibrator, fuelled the storm raging between her legs.

"Have I ever told you how much I love fucking your ass?"

You do? She would have lifted her head and inquired, but he was slipping a finger past the tight rim of muscle and

sinking it deep into her, sending another wave of fire through her. He rarely fucked her ass, despite her wanting him to

so his confession was slightly shocking.

Her stomach now in knots, Vanessa pressed back against him, until his finger was deep inside her anus. The vibrator

in her pussy along with his finger fucking her ass was such a pleasurable combination that she didn't want it to end, but considering how rapidly she was coming towards a climax she knew it would be ending soon.

He added a second finger to her ass, scissoring them and widening the hole to accommodate his generous shaft. "Take

me please!" she begged lifting her face from the pillow. "I need you Adam. Please!"

Pulling his fingers from her ass, he gave her a slap on the behind. The slap stung and she cried out, though all it

managed to do was make her want him more. He quickly placed the head his thick cock at her entrance and pushed hard

into her. She groaned, as his dick stretched her anus. It burned, as he pressed further in, but the sweet sensations the

vibrator was sending through her overpowered the slight pain of his cock's intrusion.

Gripping tightly to her hips he groaned loudly as he sank fully into her ass, stretching her tight ass and filling her

fuller than she'd ever felt before.

"Oh-my-God, Adam!" she screamed out as the presence of his cock slamming into her was enough to send her

spiralling over the edge. But he refused to give her a moment to recuperate or bask in her glorious climax. He began to

pound into her mercilessly spurred on by her whimpers and moans.

"So. Fucking. Tight!" he groaned, accenting each word with a thrust balls deep into her.

Vanessa fists clenched tighter as she met each of his thrusts with her own. She wanted to touch him, see him, but she

couldn't. All she could do was listen to him as his groans and words grew louder and more vulgar; and the slap of his

balls as they slammed against her wet pussy.

She was seconds away from losing herself in the pleasure of what his cock and the vibrator were doing to her. She

could feel herself rushing towards another orgasm in record time. It had never been like this with him before: raw,

intense fucking. And she loved it!

"So damned good baby."

"Mmmm." Close, so close to another glorious orgasm. Her pussy tightened around the vibrating toy as the fire

threatened to consume her. Just a few more thrusts and he'd have her a second time.

"Oh fuck Adam!" she screamed as her body tensed, and her pussy exploded over the toy, leaving her exhausted and

light-headed. Mere seconds after she came, Adam's hands gripped painfully tight to her hips, his fingers digging into her

soft flesh and he slammed into her so hard that she fell flat on her stomach. He unloaded several spurts of his warm cum

into her.

Adam collapsed over her, bracing his weight to keep from crushing her. He slowly removed his shaft from her anus. A

stream of cum followed his cock out and dripped between her legs. He then reached between them and removed the toy,

leaving her feeling empty, too empty. She wanted to fall to sleep with him buried inside her heated core.

Straddling her back, he pulled the blindfold from her eyes and then reached over her and undid her wrists from the

bedpost above her head. Once she was freed he placed the items on the night table beside the bed and slipped off her to

stretch out beside her on the bed.

Vanessa rolled over to her side, facing him. Her blue eyes locked onto his dark hungry ones. She reached over and

placed her index finger on his chest, tracing the line of muscle. "I thought you were angry with me?" she whispered.

Shaking his head, he slid an arm around her and pulled her close to him. "No. At myself," he admitted, kissing the top

of her head as she buried her face against his neck, enjoying the combination of spicy musk which was his cologne. A

scent that was all Adam.

Exhausted, she had no time to question him further as she closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep wrapped up in his

strong, protective embrace.

 

****

 

Adam woke to the faint smell of bacon drifting up to him from the kitchen and a throbbing headache. One too many

beers before going home he supposed. Getting up he didn't bother dressing, instead he made his way downstairs, his stomach beginning to grumble as he got closer to the mouth watering smell of breakfast.

His breath caught in his throat as his eyes focused on the sight before him. Standing at the stove, plating breakfast

was his stunning wife, her long dark locked tussled from their previous nights' activities, wearing nothing but a tiny

apron that barely covered her nipples and mound. His cock instantly hardened at the sight and eating breakfast took a

backseat to his desire to bend her over the cupboard and fuck her senseless.

Sensing him in the doorway she turned and eyed him. Taking her lower lip between her teeth, her eyes took on a

hungry look as they moved slowly down, pausing at his rock hard cock, and then back up to meet his eyes. "Hi," she

finally whispered, blushing slightly.

"Hey," he gave himself a mental pat on the back. Going to the adult store and then fucking her last night was one of

the best decisions he'd ever made. He loved how she was looking at him, like she used to when they had first gotten

married. Over the years the look of fire for him that used to reside in her eyes had dwindled. But it was back now, and

he couldn't be more pleased or aroused.

A wide grin touched her lips as he stalked towards her, his intention perfectly clear. In five long strides he was in

front of her, his hard body pressing against her, pinning her against the cup board. Slipping a hand into her hair, he fisted

the long, silken locks, forcing her eyes up to meet his.

"I assumed you'd have been angry with me..." She hesitated, "Because of the video."

He sighed. Pressing his forehead to hers. "No. Angry at myself, but not you. I didn't know that's what you've wanted

all these years."

"I don't need that," she whispered, "last night was amazing."

"But you want it," he urged, pulling away slightly from her. He needed some distance to fully evaluate her responses,

while struggling to keep his desire in check - for now.

With hesitation she nodded. "But I don't need it."

His body tensed. Could he allow that to happen? Could he sit by and watch men use his sweet, beautiful wife for their

own deviant pleasures? He just didn't know. She was his and sharing what was his didn't please him.

"Adam?"

Her calling his name broke him from his thoughts and he looked up to meet her eyes.

"What were you doing watching gangbang porn while I was at work?" she raised an eyebrow at him, a smirk touching

her lips.

"We all have our secrets baby," he replied as he grabbed her waist and hoisted her up onto the counter. Slipping his

hands around her back he undid the ties of the apron and removed it from her, tossing it to the floor.

Before she had a chance to reply he grabbed her knees and forced her legs wide apart, exposing her fully to him.

"Adam I-" she didn't have a chance to finish whatever it was she planned on saying to him. Instead, her sentence was

cut short by a loud gasp and then moan as he lowered his head between her legs and buried his face into her soaked

pussy.

For the moment she was all his.




Chapter 3

 

Three Months Later

 

"Are you sure about this?" Vanessa's concern was evident as she inquired for the fifth time since they left the house

on their way to see the people who ran Humiliated and Gangbanged.com. "I don't want you doing this if-"

Flicking on the blinker, Adam turned into the parking lot of the building containing the website offices. "We've been

through this already Vanessa. I can handle this."

She sighed, letting out a loud huff of air as she sunk back into the car seat. Their sex lives had taken a dramatic turn

since the day he discovered her online persona. He'd fucked her every way imaginable and they had experimented with

just about everything, just about everywhere. He was like a new man. It both excited her and to a certain degree

intimidated her. There were times where he took her rough and hard, and other times where he was as gentle and loving

as he had always been, cherishing every part of her body.

As much as she was pleased with the changes in him, the changes in his attitude took some getting used to. Now that

they were on their way to book a gangbang session, with the stipulation that he was to be present watching, ironically

she seemed to be the one who was nervous.

"But you don't want to..."

He sighed, exasperated, as he pulled the car into an empty slot in the parking lot and shut off the engine. Taking her

hand in his he brought it to his lips and kissed it lightly. "You want this, and I want to make you happy, which means I

want this."

"But do you want this?" She didn't want to admit it, but after the last few months with the new, sexually insatiable

Adam her longing to be devoured by a group of strangers had diminished. It was still there in a sense, but the powerful

tug was no longer present.

"Let's go, our appointment with Becky is in a few minutes." With his mind made up and no apparent interested in

discussing the matter he opened the car door and stepped out, motioning for her to follow suit. Taking a deep breath in

and releasing it, to steady her frazzled nerves she stepped out of the car and they made their way into the building.

Less than five minutes later she and Adam, were led by a petite redhead into a small office and asked have a seat.

They were told Becky and her husband Robert would be with them in a moment. Vanessa remembered Becky well,

they'd become close friends and had on a couple of occasions fucked, until she met Adam and gave up the lifestyle.

"Oh-my-God Vanessa!" a squeal sounded behind her causing a grin to touch Vanessa's lips as she and Adam stood

and turned towards the door to greet the owners of the website.

Vanessa's first impression as she looked upon the beaming Becky was how gracious the years had been to her. Her

complexion was still flawless, her figure stunning and her long golden hair silky smooth. She doubted the years had been

as kind to her as they had been to her former friend and lover.

Passing the clipboard she had in hand over to her husband, Becky immediately closed the distance between them and

pulled her into a tight embrace. "It is so good to see you again." She pulled away from Vanessa and eyed Adam, a look

of appreciation reflecting in her eyes. "I can see why you left us."

Glancing over at Adam, Vanessa was amused to see his face redden. Adam had never been one for praise. His face

reddened further when Becky stepped up to him and gave him a hug as well. Holding onto him a little tighter and a little

longer than Vanessa felt was necessary. Looking over at Becky's husband, Robert, she could tell by his expression the

thought was running through his mind as well. But he shrugged at her as if to say, Well, you know how she can be.

When Becky finally released Adam, she motioned for them both to sit back down as she and Robert took seats across

the desk from them. "So you're back for a session," she was beaming, she eyes glistening with excitement as she looked

over at Vanessa.

Vanessa nodded her confirmation. "We are. We were thinking that I would partake while Adam watched."

Becky made a few notes and then peered back up at Vanessa. She tapped the tip of her pen against her teeth, her

brow creased in thought. "You know what... I have just the group for you."

"Oh?"

Nodding enthusiastically, Becky looked back down at the clipboard. "Yes. There is a group of marines coming in next

week, they just got finished with a tour and they are looking to blow off some steam and I think someone with your

experience would be able to handle them."

Marines? Fuck. She'd been gangbanged by a group of marines years ago, for a birthday she believed it was and it had

been rough. Mind blowing good - but rough. The boys were enthusiastic to say the least. Was she really ready to take

them on? She looked over at Adam who merely shrugged. She was on her own with this decision it seemed.

"You'll be fine," Becky assured her sensing Vanessa's hesitation. "And it just so happens that out of the group of ten

there is a set of fucking hot twin brothers!"

Again, Vanessa glanced over at Adam and again his expression appeared to be impassive.

"This is a golden opportunity. If I didn't have to lead it then I'd take the boys on myself."

Vanessa realized she was much more nervous than she wanted to be. She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

After a minute's hesitation she nodded. "Alright."

"Awesome!" Becky frantically began making notes. "Now do you two want this filmed for the thousand dollar pay?"

"Hell no," Adam cut in before Vanessa had a chance to reply.

Becky shrugged. "Okay." she made a few more notes on the papers and then flipped to the next page and then slid

the clipboard over to Vanessa. "The contract hasn't changed since you used to participate, but I'll go through the main

points for you now, and then you and your husband can read the details in private before signing. All participants are

required to go through a physical exam and blood tests to check for STD's and drug use. All men must wear condoms

upon penetration, vaginally or anally. There will be three guards on site at all times, just in case."

Becky gave both Vanessa and Adam a reassuring smile and then continued. The final page is a list of acts that you will

and will not agree to. A few things we do not allow are bestiality, scat play, or bloodplay. And of course, everyone is to

be of legal age, but that is a given I would assume."

Vanessa glanced over at Adam and was amused to see that his impassive expression had turned into a slight frown.

Her sweetheart may have broadened his horizons sexually over the past few months, but she was comforted knowing

that he could still be shocked.

"Alright. We'll look these over," Vanessa accepted the clipboard from Becky's outstretched hand.

"Good. Robert and I will be back in twenty minutes and then maybe we can all go out for drinks?" Becky looked

hopefully from Vanessa to Adam and then back again.

Vanessa glanced over at Adam who shrugged and nodded his approval of drinks. "That sounds great... Thanks."

Once the other couple left, closing the door to the office firmly behind them Vanessa turned to her husband with the

clipboard in hand. Catching his eye she gave him a coy smile, thrusting the clipboard listing dozens of sexual acts on it

towards him. "Well, I guess it's time to decide what we're going to allow ten horny marines do to me," she held her

breath hoping he'd take her teasing with good nature.

The corners of his mouth started to rise into a smile, but he forced himself to keep a stern expression as he held his

hand out for the list. ''Yes, let's."

 

****

 

"Are you certain you want to do this?" Vanessa didn't seem very excited about the prospect of the session which

would be taking place in a few minutes' time. He'd come to terms with the fact that this was something she wanted to do; a part of him had actually grown excited over the idea. In a few minutes there would be a bunch of men fighting over

the woman that he would ultimately be taking home. When he looked at it that way, it didn't seem all that bad, because

he knew, without a doubt, when all was said and done she was his. Always.

She took a deep breath in and released it. Her eyes fixing onto his. "Yes, but only if you're certain that it isn't going

to change the way you feel about me."

Her pleading eyes touched him. Leaning over her, he kissed her softly on the lips. "I promise. Nothing could ever

change the way I feel about you."

"Good. I love you Adam."

"Love you too baby."

He had just gotten the words out of his mouth when a knock sounded at the door of the small office they were in. The

gangbang was taking place at a pool hall. The company had rented the place for the night. He doubted there would be

many games of billiards going on.

"We all ready," Becky asked as she peeked her head into the room.

"Ready," Vanessa confirmed.

"Alright." Opening the door fully Becky extended her hand to Adam. "Come on handsome, we need to get you a

front row seat for the event."

Giving his wife one last look and a reassuring smile, he caught her eyes and she nodded. She wanted this and God help

him, he wanted it now as well. "I'll see you soon baby."

"I do want this," she assured him a final time, before Becky gave his hand a tug and led him from the room.

 

****

 

Vanessa was so nervous she felt as though she were going to vomit. Becky led her into the main room, on all fours,

with a leash that was attached to a thick black collar around her neck. Aside from the collar, Vanessa was completely

nude as she crawled behind her master.

As soon as the men, all of whom were already naked, took notice of Vanessa and her master the chattering stopped

and was replaced by a series of cheers, whistles and crude comments.

"Hello boys," Becky addressed the crowd as she led Vanessa up several stairs and onto the stage in the middle of the

room.

Upon arrival on the stage there were more cheers.

As Vanessa glanced around at the men in the room, some of which were beginning to form erections of varying sizes,

she felt a shiver of anticipation run through her and her pussy immediately reacted. The men were buff, all muscle and

energy. She gulped down a lump that was beginning to form in her throat. How in the hell was she going to survive being

ravaged by such fine men?

Vanessa noticed the hook hanging from the ceiling. It was a tradition that the gangbang always began with a

ceremonial dual penetration fucking before the woman was unhooked and given to the men to do with as they pleased.

Apparently today was no exception.

Her eyes scanned the room and immediately caught sight of her husband. He was also without clothing, his eyes

fixated on her, his jaw clenched, and his cock hardening. Their eyes locked for a moment before a tug on the collar had

Vanessa lifting her eyes to meet her masters blue ones.

"Sit up cunt! Let them get a good look at you."

"Look at those tits. Fucking amazing!" a voice to her left yelled out. Vanessa was surprised to feel her face flush. It

had been too long since she'd had someone speak like that in reference to her. She wanted to turn her head to see the

face behind the voice, but knew better. Becky demanded obedience.

Cheers sounded.

"I call first shot in her ass!" a voice from behind her called.

Becky walked around Vanessa placing herself behind her. Bending down, she slid her hands down Vanessa's chest to

cup her generous breasts, palming them. "Don't worry boys, you'll all have a turn at this one."

Vanessa's pussy began to throb and she moaned softly as Becky's fingers rolled her nipples between them, pinching

and teasing until her nipples became two long, tight peaks. Becky smelt so sweet, like strawberries and peaches. Her

scent brought vivid memories of their time together, of how good it felt with Becky's tongue licking her. How beautiful

she looked eating her out. The throbbing between her legs increased.

"Fuck yeah. Make the bitch eat you out!"

A round of cheers signalling the other men's approval sounded.

Mmmm. Yes, she'd like that.

Becky's torture of her nipples stopped and she slipped her hand to Vanessa's mound. Spreading the lips of her pussy,

Becky slipped a finger along her drenched slit. Becky's finger glistened with Vanessa's juices as she brought it up to eye

level. "Suck it," she commanded of Vanessa.

Taking Becky's perfectly manicured finger into her mouth, Vanessa took her finger into her mouth and sucked hard,

rolling her tongue around the slender finger. Hearing her master's voice hitch as she seductively sucked gave her a

sense of power and satisfaction.

"I have something you can suck baby!" A man in front of her yelled, stroking his massive cock as he did. A round of

cheers and whistles followed his comment.

"Lick her!" Another yelled. More cheers that turned into a chant. Over and over a harmony of male voices called

out. Lick her, lick her, lick her.

"Just like old times Vanna," Becky whispered into Vanessa's ear, using the old nickname she had given her and

sending goosebumps up and down her arms. Standing, she walked back around to where she was facing Vanessa.

Hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her black spandex shorts she slowly peeled them down her hips, to reveal her

clean shaven pussy to Vanessa. With the shorts at her heels she stepped out of them and tossed them into the crowd of

men. One particularly large man snatched them up and brought them to his nose, inhaling.

Vanessa licked her bottom lip in anticipation of Becky's sweet pussy. It had been over five years - close to six - since

she'd tasted pussy and a part of her was overjoyed at the prospect. She was nearly as eager to bury her face in Becky's

cunt as she was to have the group of beautiful, naked men filling each of her orifices, and cumming over her body. She

pussy clenched and she moaned softly at the thought, her juices pooling between her legs.

"Lick it good whore," Becky ordered. Hooking her leg over Vanessa's shoulder, she fisted her dark hair and roughly

pulled her face into her wet, sweet cunt.

"Fucking gorgeous!" a man yelled from behind her.

Spreading her pussy lips with her fingers, Vanessa eagerly buried her face into her long-time friend. Becky's juices

covered her face as she ran her tongue along her slit. Becky moaned and thrust against Vanessa's mouth. Spreading her

soft folds wider she thrust her tongue deep into Becky's warm core.

"Wanna share a taste baby!" yet another voice yelled. More cheering and then she heard the sound of someone

groaning loudly, shouting obscenities as he did.

My first satisfied customer, Vanessa couldn't help herself from thinking as she continued to piston her tongue in and

out, while rolling Becky's swollen clit between her fingers. Becky, began to fuck her mouth with much more vigour and

the sounds of the men seemed to get drowned out by the soft sighs and moaned coming from Becky.

"Someone get up here and make this whore cum for me," Becky groaned out. Her hands tightened into Vanessa's

hair, pulling painfully.

Seconds later Vanessa felt the presence of a man behind her, but she didn't stop to see who. The new arrival slid a

hand between her legs from behind and thrust two thick fingers deep into her wet pussy. She groaned against Becky's

pussy at the sudden invasion as he began to finger fuck her, stroking her inner wall. His other hand wrapped around her

and palmed her breast, pinching her nipple roughly. She winced, but the pain only added to the sensations running

through her body.

God, oh God! Fucking amazing! She felt empowered, exhilarated, egged on by the cheers and shouting marines.

She'd forgotten how good it felt to be in this situation. She'd forgotten how much she missed it. For a moment she'd

even forgotten about Adam sitting across from her as she was swept up into feelings of immense pleasure as she joined

Becky in her rapidly ascending journey towards a climax.

"Oh, fuck you're a tight one baby," a deep male voice groaned into her ear, his hard muscled chest pressing against

hers. His hand left her breast and he grasped his cock. A soft slapping sound notified her that he was jacking off against

her back. She began to gyrate back against him, teasing and taunting. Begging him to enter her ass, quick and without

mercy.

She moaned as she came closer and closer to the brink. Becky was also about to reach her climax. Her moans became

louder and more frequent and her thrusts against Vanessa's mouth came with more force.

The stranger's fingers became more insistent, moving in and out faster, harder. Her body became a bundle of nerves.

She wanted the strangers cock so bad it pained her. She was on the brink, moments away from giving in to the sweet

temptation. And just as she was about to let go, Becky cried out slamming her groin against Vanessa's mouth and

releasing.

Vanessa quickly followed suit. Her body tensed and as she bucked once more back against the stranger, her pussy

released in an intense orgasm making her cry out, coating his hand with a layer of her juices.

"Oh fuck yeah!" he groaned behind her, seconds before he began to coat her back with a series of cum shots.




Chapter 4

 

Adam watched on, his cock rock solid, but he had yet to begin stroking himself to the show before him. A part of him -

the possessive part - wanted to march up onto the stage, grab Vanessa's elbow and pull her from the stage and away

from prying eyes. But there was another part of him that was aroused; so aroused that he was comfortable in this new,

unorthodox situation. He felt a sense of pride with regards to the fact that so many men lusted after her. He reassured

himself that regardless of whatever happened tonight, he'd be the one taking her home.

He was the one she wanted.

He was the one she loved and needed.

Seeing her licking the blonde woman to orgasm had him so excited that he was certain if he indeed touched himself

he'd have blown his load right then and there. As it was there were several men who had already jerked themselves to

satisfaction.

When Becky stepped back from Vanessa, his cock jerked once more at the sight of his beautifully erotic wife. She

was panting, her generous breasts bouncing with each intake of breath. One of the men was crouched behind her, his

mouth on her neck and hand cupping her mound. His eyes wandered up to her face, which was flushed, her blue eyes

wide, and her mouth and chin glistening with Becky's juices.

Damn, he wanted her. He wanted to fuck her while the men cheered them on. He gritted his teeth attempting to calm

the storm within him. He knew there were bodyguards around if things got out of control, but he still felt like he needed

to keep alert - just in case.

 

****

 

"Thank you baby," Becky nodded towards the man who had just come over Vanessa's back and reluctantly he stood,

nodded and made his way from the stage. "I need another volunteer," Becky called out as the first man leapt from the

stage. A man who appeared to be the youngest of the group raised his hand and anxiously made his way to the stage and

jumped up.

Vanessa's eyes caught Adam's and the fire within her flared up seeing the hunger in his eyes and his massive erection.

He was enjoying this. A wave of relief washed over her and her need for him intensified. She had had reservations on

whether or not it was a good idea to do this, but now they had made the right decision.

Her hands being cuffed and jerked upwards, shifted her attention from her husband and to the marine who was lifting

her to her feet and hooking her now joined wrists to the overhead hook. Once strung up she found herself dangling from

the ceiling, her bare feet just barely touching the floor. The stress on her arms made them ache slightly, but the position

of having her hands over her head pushed her breasts out beautifully.

Robert came up to the stage and passed a leather strap and something else to Becky and then scampered off to take

up his position at back of the room.

"Here," Becky passed the young man the strap. He looked down at them and then back to her for further

instructions. "I want to see her backside nice and red." She turned around to face the men. "Do you men want to see

this naughty bitch punished?"

"Fuck yeah!" one yelled out. Cheers and whistles sounded.

"I just want to fuck her," another yelled, followed by the laughter of a number of men.

Grinning, Becky turned back to face Vanessa. She then used the nipple clamps her husband had passed her, adjusting

the tightness until Vanessa moaned and cringed. She had adjusted them just tight enough that there was a mixed

sensation of both pleasure and pain rushing through Vanessa which ended with a throbbing between her legs.

"I want you counting each time he whips you understand?" Becky asked.

Vanessa gulped back the fear she was beginning to feel. I can stop this at any time. I can stop this at any time. I just

have to say the safeword and its over. She kept reciting to herself as she nodded her consent.

Becky nodded to the young marine with the strap in hand. "Show that tight ass no mercy marine."

"Yes, Ma'am."

The words had barely left the young man's mouth when Vanessa was struck by the first assault to her backside. She

cried out, the sting burning the flesh of her bottom. She gasped. "One!"

A second assault hit, slightly harder than the first and bringing tears to her eyes. "Two." Becky stepped off to her

side, but slipped her hand between Vanessa's legs. Finding her clit, she began to stroke the swollen nub as the whipping

continued.

A third and a forth came, resulting in a loud slapping sound of leather on flesh. As he continued to assault her ass with

the strap the sting turned to a throbbing and her screams became moans. The nipple clamps, the men's yelling and

cheers, Becky's teasing of her clit and the sting of her bottom were all assaulting her senses and sending tiny spasms

through her body..

The pleasure, the pain. Oh-my! Vanessa closed her eyes and she found herself sobbing and moaning at the same time

as she screamed out "Five! Six! Seven!"

When she called out ten, she heard Becky yell something and the beatings stopped. Her heart was in her chest and

her heartbeat racing. Opening her eyes back up, her eyes immediately sought out Adams. He was staring directly at

her. His expression was intense, his body looked tense, as if he was deciding if he was going to jerk himself off or stop

what was going on up stage.

"Good girl," she heard Becky whisper, as she cupped Vanessa's chin in her hand and grazed her lips against hers.

"I fuckin' love lesbians man!" yet another voice yelled out.

"Fuck yeah!" another confirmed.

Vanessa moaned and parted her lips allowing Becky's tongue entry into her mouth. Her juices which were forming

between her legs began to drip down her inner thighs. The kiss lasted less than a minute before Becky was stepping

away, leaving Vanessa breathless and wanting more.

More cheers. Another groan of what could be assumed to be another man finding his release at his own hand.

Relieving the young marine of the strap, she ushered him from the stage and called upon the twins. Vanessa's blue

eyes widened as two identical looking stunning men made their way on stage. Both men were just over six feet tall, with

large, well-defined muscles, strong square jaws, sexy dark eyes and gigantic cocks.

Vanessa's eyes widened as she stared at their massive erections. Holy fuck one of those is going in my ass! She was

sure that it could easily rip her apart. Adam was large, but these cocks were gigantic. She squirmed uncomfortably.

"Fuck her good Carson," a shout came from the crowd.

The twin to her left grinned as he walked around her to position himself at her rear.

"You two know what to do," Becky informed them as she jumped from the stage, her naked breasts bouncing. "Once

they finish with her, she'll be fair game for the rest of you." A round of cheers sounded from the men and a new chant

began. Fuck her! Fuck her! Fuck her!

The other twin stepped up in front of her, capturing her eyes with his. "Ma'am," he nodded and gave her a slight

smile. Although his smile was friendly his eyes were hungry and intense. The look he gave her sent a chill down her

spine and the throbbing between her legs intensified.

Wasting no time he grabbed her thighs and lifted her up onto his waist. In one quick, smooth motion he thrust his thick

cock deep into her stretching her further than she imagined she could be stretched. She groaned loudly, feeling the

fullness he was giving her.

"Big enough for you honey," he asked as he pulled out and rammed into her a second time. She groaned again, caught

her bottom lip between her teeth and nodded. He chuckled. "Then you'll love when my brother takes that tight ass of

yours."

Keeping himself buried deep into her, he held her tight as his brother pressed up against her back. She froze, scared.

She heard the click of something opening and then felt the brother's hands on her backside, spreading lube between her

folds and around the rim of her ass.

He inserted a finger covered in lube into her ass, and she whimpered at the intrusion. He began to pump his finger in

and out of her ass until she was moaning steadily and bucking against his hand. Having a cock, buried inside her pussy in

combination with the torture of a finger in her ass was divine.

"Hurry the fuck up bro. She's fucking tight. I'll blow my load before you even get in her ass."

The brother behind her chuckled and removed his finger. Moments later, he stepped up tight against her back and

positioned his cock at the entrance to her anus. "Relax," he whispered in her ear, his deep, seductive voice soothing

her. As he spoke he slipped a hand around her and his fingers spread across her pelvis.

Taking a deep breath, she released it and did as instructed. Sensing her loosening up he began to push into her, his

cock burning, as it filled her ass, inch by excruciating inch. He groaned loudly against her hair, as his massive cock tore

its way into her making her scream out, her hands turned into fists above her head. Her screams were quickly muffled

by the other brother's mouth as his lips came crashing down onto hers.

"Fuck you feel good sweetheart," the brother behind her groaned as he finished filling her ass with his cock, burying

himself balls deep.

The sound of her responding groan was muffled as the brother in front of her as he slipped his tongue between her

lips. Their tongues danced, as both brothers began to move inside her. As if working on the same mental wave length,

their movements were perfectly timed with each other.

Their bodied rubbed and thrust against hers as their cocks brought her rapidly to the point of orgasm. The brother in

front of her tore his mouth from hers and began to kiss his way down her neck. She groaned loudly, closing her eyes and

letting her head fall back against the shoulder of the brother behind her.

"Oh-my-God. So good," her voice was slightly husky and filled with desire. The sensations rushing through her were

intense and rapid. Wave after wave over took her, until her stomach pained, and her pussy longed for release. Closer

and closer she came to the brink until she couldn't take it a moment longer.

Her body tensed and she exploded, crying out as she came. Urged on by her orgasm the brothers began to increase

their speed, hammering into her harder. She wanted a moment to bask in the pleasure of her orgasm, but they were

relentless. She pulled against the restraints. She needed to touch their beautiful bodies. But it was no use; she was at

their mercy until they were through with her.

"Dammit that feels good," the brother buried in her pussy growled as her heated juices coated his dick, slowly

dripped onto his balls.

Opening her eyes, she looked over the shoulder of the brother in front of her and locked gazes with her husband. He

was stoking himself now, his eyes dark and intense. Oh God! She wanted him, she wanted them. She groaned, her

pleasure increasing as their cocks continued to fill her.

In and out. Hard and fast. Their fucking was intense, and merciless.

"Oh fuck, I'm coming sweetheart," the brother behind her warned. His warm breath on her neck and then his lips on

her shoulder, nipping lightly, sent shivers through her and she trembled against their bodies.

"You going to come with us honey?" the other asked, his mouth claiming hers once more, not giving her the

opportunity to answer.

Oh fuck yes! And she found herself spiralling over the edge once more. This time, however, the orgasm seemed like a continuous event. Over and over, wave after wave it crashed over her. She screamed and moaned and whimpered,

thrashing wildly against the bodies of both men.

Almost in unison, both men drove up deep inside of her, to the hilt and both groaned as they gripped her body in their

hands and released. Their cocks throbbed and pulsed within her orifices. As they finished releasing, she watched as her

husband's jaw clenched and with one final tug, his cock exploded spending a spray of cum in front of him, landing on the

floor a couple of feet from where he was sitting.

She licked her lips. She longed to lick the pre-cum from Adam's cock and tease the slit with the tip of her tongue, but

the men had other plans for her. The two marines pulled out of her, leaving her feeling empty and needing more. Once

they were out, they lifted her up and unhooked her from the ceiling. The first part of the session was complete, but she

had a good many cocks to please before it would be over.




Chapter 5

 

The crowd had gotten rowdier as they watched their two pals unloading into his wife. Their cheers and comments

became more frequent, louder and more obscene.

"Bring the whore down here."

"I'm going to ram my cock down her throat!"

Adam had never wanted his wife as badly as he wanted her at that moment. He'd just unloaded onto the floor in front

of him and he was already hard again. As he watched, his eyes filled with hunger, his beautiful and already tired wife

was taken from the stage and laid across a bench. Her head hung over the edge, her eyes capturing his and her legs

were spread wide as one of the marines stepped between them and unceremoniously rammed his cock into her.

"I think I can take care of that for you," Adam tore his eyes from Vanessa's to see the beautiful and voluminous

Becky standing before him her eyes downcast, and staring at his dick which was dripping with cum from his recent

ejaculation.

Before he could answer her, she dropped to her knees between his legs and grasped his dick in her hand. He gasped,

and then moaned softly as her soft, delicate hand began to stroke him in firm fluid motions. His eyes shifted back to

Vanessa. He didn't have enough time to read her reaction to Becky approaching him, before one of the marines stepped

over to her and pressed the tip of his long, yet thin cock to her lips urging her to take it.

Adam's attention was drawn back from his wife to the blonde-haired seductress as she removed her hand from his

shaft, and replaced it with her mouth. Her tongue flicked at the tip, licking the cum from the tip and then circling the

head, as her hand moved down to his balls cupping and gently massaging them.

"God Damn Becky," Adam groaned, his hands moving to her head and fisting her silky blonde hair, urging her to take

him in deeper. To suck harder.

She moaned over his cock, sending a series of pleasurable vibrations through him.

For a brief moment guilt filled him. They were there for Vanessa, not him. Him getting blown by her friend hadn't

been part of the deal. He glanced over at Vanessa, now surrounded by muscular men, one fucking her pussy, one her

mouth and three jacking off over her breasts and stomach. As each one ejaculated, either in and on her, a new man

would replace the last. It became a never ending cycle of fucking, sucking and swapping.

Becky squeezed his balls lightly, once more bringing his attention back to her. Looking down, his dark eyes caught her

wanton blue ones as her mouth moved up and down his length. The sight of her full, lush lips as his cock disappeared and

reappeared from between them was almost as good as the feeling itself. Almost.

"Ride my cock," Adam growled. He had a sudden need to feel her cunt over his cock, taking him in fully and coming

over his lap. And those tits. Her large breasts, with the huge pink nipples called to him, he was anxious to pull each one

into his mouth.

Nodding she snapped her fingers and one of the guards passed her a condom. Ripping open the packet she proceeded

to place the condom over his cock with her mouth. For the love of God! He groaned inwardly.

With the condom now on she stood, swung a leg over his lap and slid onto his cock. He groaned loudly as her moist,

heated pussy took him in effortlessly. For a brief moment he felt another slight bit of guilt for being inside another

woman, but he wiped it from his mind as she pressed here breasts up against him, and lowered her lips to his.

"You're so fucking hot Adam," she purred against his lips, "and damn your cock feels amazing." He opened his mouth

to reply, though he didn’t get a chance since she slipped her tongue past his lips in search of his.

Grabbing onto her hips, he thrust up into her, as his tongue dominated hers. Moving with him, she began to rotate her

hips on his lap in a circular motion. Adam's fingers tighten onto her hips, pulling her down tightly to him with each

downward thrust. Pulling her lips from his she thrust her chest forward and he captured one of her large pink nipples in his mouth.

Becky moaned loudly, as he sucked hard, nibbling at the tip, and turning it into a tight, long nub. He proceeded by

letting the first one fall from his lips before he moved to the second one. Again he sucked and licked the nipple to a

deliciously hardened peak.

He was faintly aware of the cheers and voices around them, but he was heading rapidly towards his climax, and all

that mattered at that moment was the feel of her pussy on him, milking his cock of his precious cum. "Holy fuck, you're

good!"

A soft, satisfied laugh was her response. Holding tight to his biceps, Becky leaned back onto him, pulling her now rock

hard nipples from his mouth. She then increased the speed and force of her thrusts. Her pussy tightened onto his cock,

begging it to come.

Her breasts with taut nipples jiggled, taunting him as she rode him violently. He grunted as he approached his climax.

Normally he would try to make it last so he could feel Vanessa coming over him and get the pleasure that came with

having her juices cover him, but tonight was about satisfaction. Her satisfaction and his.

"I'm coming," he warned through gritted teeth.

As if on cue, Becky slammed down hard onto his lap and cried out as her pussy exploded in a gush of her juices,

surrounding his cock. His cock and balls tightened painfully, preparing for release. Gritting his teeth, he pulled her down

onto him tightly as he thrust up and with a loud groan of relief; he shot his load deep into her in a series of forceful

spurts.

Becky sighed and fell over onto him. Instead of his attention being on Becky his eyes quickly looked past her in search

for his wife. He found her immediately. Vanessa was back up on stage. She was lying over one man, as he fucked her

pussy, while another was taking her ass. She was moaning as she watched him and Becky, with a look of ecstasy on her

face, but there was also something else, he detected a slight bit of jealousy in her blue eyes.

 

****

 

Vanessa's body was near exhaustion. Every part of her body was sore, especially her pussy and her ass and her body

was layered in a sheen of cum and sweat. She was certain she wouldn't be able to sit for days once they were finished

with her. From what she could tell, all of the men in the group had their turn with her and most of them had come back

for second and thirds.

"So. Fucking. Good," with the final word the man fucking her ass grunted and released his seed into her with one

final, forceful thrust. Vanessa cried out and climaxed with him, her body trembling as she hit yet another orgasm. Her

release triggered that of the man under her. He groaned, held tight to her hips and rammed her down hard onto him

shooting his cum up into her.

He had barely finished unloading into her when she was lifted from him and found herself straddling yet another man.

A handsome Latino man, who positioned his cock at her entrance and pulled her down onto him without hesitation. She

moaned softly, as her aching, sore and abused pussy took him in.

She looked over at Adam and watched as he finished fucking Becky. A hint of jealousy crept from the back of her

mind. She knew she shouldn't be jealous. Who was she to be jealous? She of all people certainly had no right. He had

one woman, while she on the other hand had been fucked over and over by ten.

Having apparently gotten what she wanted from Adam, Becky was now pulling herself up and off of Vanessa's

husband, while Vanessa was having yet another cock slam into her abused ass.

Adam's eyes locked onto hers as she began to move with the men under and behind her, but the connection was soon

broken by yet another man, one of the twins, stepping in front of her and offering his cock to her mouth.

"Suck it sweetheart," he ordered softly.

She nodded her compliance and opened her mouth for him.

"Take us both," a second cock of identical size approached her mouth, from the other side. She chewed at her bottom

lip and nodded. Taking the first one into her mouth she sucked, licking off his cum, while attempting to ignore the taste

of latex. Her mouth moved up and down onto him, as she got fucked in the ass and pussy. While it was an awkward

movement at first, the group soon got into a rhythm working with each other.

After a minute she released his cock, and began to stroke it with her hand, as she took his brother’s dick into her

exhausted mouth. She was thankful that the Latino man under her was kind enough to hold her up, because she doubted

she'd have the strength to support herself over him any longer.

A groan sounded to her left and she felt a spurt of warm cum covering her back. "Fuck yeah baby!"

She moaned around the cock in her mouth and was rewarded by the owner of said cock, groaning.

"My turn," the other brother slapped her cheek with his rock solid cock.

She released the cock in her mouth and took the second brother's dick in her mouth. She found a rhythm, moving back

and forth sucking first brother’s cock and then the other in roughly thirty second intervals.

"Time's up boys!" a female voice yelled. "Those with her finish up as soon as possible."

A series of disappointed groans sounded from the men in attendance.

She was so exhausted it took her a moment to register who belonged to the voice. Becky. To Vanessa's relief, their

hour session was coming to a close.

"Coming in this sweet ass," the man behind her yelled. A slap sounded, followed by a sharp sting on her -already sore

- right ass cheek as the man fucking her ass roughly spanked her as he shot his load deep into her ass.

The slap and the feel of his cum pulsing into her ass seemed to be the final straw for her as she began to orgasm. Rush

after rush flowed through her as she came onto the cock inside her. Her pussy clenched, begging the Latino man to

come with her. He obliged. With a grunt, he pulled her tight onto him, his balls hardened and his cock pulsed seconds

before he released.

Once her series of orgasms stopped and the man behind her pulled out from her ass, she sat up on the Latino man,

keeping his spent cock deep within her. Stroking the twins, one grasped firmly in each hand, she urged them closer to

each other so she could lick them together. Her tongue and mouth teased one then the other. She smiled wickedly as she

heard them both groaning in unison for her.

"We're coming on your beautiful tits honey," one informed her as she felt both cocks tighten in her hands. Seconds

later, both men began to shoot powerful streams of semen down her chin, neck and chest. The warm liquid, slowly made

its way down her chest and stomach until her whole front was covered in their cum.

Exhausted, both physically and emotionally she slumped back down onto the Latino man who wrapped his arms

around her and held her tight to him. It was over and all she wanted at that moment was to go home and snuggle up to

her loving husband in their large, warm bed.

 

****

 

"I know you're tired baby, but you're covered in semen."

The sound of Adam's voice and the water gently splashing had Vanessa's eyes fluttering back open as she snuggled

back against him chest in the bathtub.

She didn't remember much from the time she left the billiards club until that moment. To say she was exhausted would

be an understatement. She didn't even recall Adam undressing her and getting into the bathtub.

"I love you," she muttered closing her eyes once more."

"Love you too baby."

The warm water and his soft hands gently washing and massaging her bruised and aching body, made her feel closer to heaven than she'd ever felt. She felt loved and cherished.

"You fucked Becky," she muttered then scolded herself for bringing it up, but in the state she was currently in, the

sensor in her brain that told her to keep quiet was not working.

He stopped washing, and kissed her temple, wrapped his arms around her waist and holding her tight to him. "I'm

sorry," his voice was soft, soothing.

"It made me jealous."

"I noticed."

"Mmmmm. It's okay. She's beautiful and she wanted you. I understand. I could tell from the first day she laid eyes on

you that she wanted you," she managed a weak smile. "I've been giving it some thought."

"Giving what some thought baby," his voice was soft and sexy against her ear. Oh how she loved him.

"I think that part of my life is over now. The only man I will ever want is you."

Silence overtook the room.

"Are you sure about that?" he finally asked with hesitation in his tone. She could hear the relief in his voice, as

though he'd been hoping it would be a one time deal.

"Positive," she confirmed, lifting her eyes to captures his. "You are more than I'll ever need and I was crazy to think

otherwise."

A wide grin touched his lips. "Good." He planted a soft kiss on her forehead, then the tip of her nose and finally her

sore, swollen lips. "Because you are everything I will ever need."

Adam lowered his lips to hers and she melted into him. Everything she needed was right there with her. While it had

been an unforgettably wild and erotic experience, and fun to relive the past, she realized that that life was far behind

her. Her future, her heart and her body belonged to one man; and one man only.

 

The End
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