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Chapter One

The red glow of the evening sun cast a romantic glow across the backyard as the party got ramped up. It was my eighteenth birthday bash and the number of people who had shown up just blew me away.  Both my mom and stepdad had invited their family and friends to help me celebrate entering adulthood.

It was almost overwhelming, which was why I had gone out to the backyard. I needed a break from all of the chaos that was ensuing in the house. I had finally made it to eighteen, the age when I could make my own decisions about my life. No more bending to the will of someone else, my will was all that mattered now.

I was a shy girl, never really interacting much with people. I suppose that’s why I had not dated many boys. I liked boys, but I just had a hard time relating to them. Most were too consumed with their car or their sports abilities. All I wanted was someone who was interested in me. I guess that’s why things happened the way they did.

I was, in my opinion, rather attractive. Blonde hair and green eyes, standing five foot five and weighing in at 120 pounds. My tits were decent sized, a 32B. Normally I dressed fairly conservatively, but I had decided to let loose a bit tonight in celebration of my new found freedom.

I stood out back and watched as everyone else laughed and carried on. Couples were being overly friendly, with guys grabbing their girlfriend or wives asses. To be honest, I was sort of jealous that I didn’t have anyone to play with like they did. But that’s when Stan walked into the backyard.

Stan was my stepfather's brother. He was a tall and muscular guy, medium length brown hair and blue eyes. He had some tattoos and rode a motorcycle, looking like a biker rather than a mortgage broker. I thought he was the most gorgeous man I had ever seen, but I was sure he had no interest in me.

With his looks and bank account, he could have any woman he wanted. He saw me as just a step-niece who was a nice girl. But standing there in the yard, watching him as he approached me stirred something inside of me. I felt it starting in my nipples as they hardened, then traveled down between my legs.

“Happy Birthday, Alecia,” he said as he got closer.

“Thanks, Stan,” I replied.

He gave me a hug, and I relished his scent as it filled my nostrils. I wished for more, I wanted more and I probably lingered a bit too long with my hug. I couldn’t help myself as I stood there feeling his strong arms around me, his rod pressing into my stomach. Any girl would be melting right about now.

“So how is the night going?” he asked.

“Good, just a little too busy for me,” I replied.

“Want to go for a ride and get away from the chaos for a few?” he asked.

“Sure!” I replied excitedly.

“Let me tell your mom first,” he said.

I waited in the backyard for him to return as I giggled to myself at the prospects of getting a ride on that big ass Harley of his. I had heard that a Harley was a girl's best vibrator. I was going to find out first hand if this was true or not. Stan already had me worked up, so it wasn’t going to take much for me to get aroused by the bike.

Stan returned and waved me over to the side gate.

“I had to do some convincing to get your mom to agree to the ride,” he said. “You know she hates motorcycles.”

“Yeah, I know,” I replied.

“I told her I would keep it slow and stay off the freeway,” he said. “Hop on, girl!”

I got on the back of the bike and put my arms around his waist. He stood the bike up and hit the button, the engine roaring to life. I could feel the vibrations of the motor rumbling through my crotch as he revved the engine up. I pressed myself down into my seat, feeling the engine stimulating my clit.

He pulled away from the house and hit the gas, both of us lurching back from the force of the bike ramping up its speed. We turned out of the development and headed towards the park. I could feel the vibrations on my clit as we sped down the two-lane road. It was all I could do not to cum from the stimulation that bike was causing.

We rounded the curve to the park, then slowed down as we rode through the entrance and started winding through the park. We came to a stop sign, and as Stan put his feet down to steady the bike, I slid my hand down to his crotch, feeling his dick through his pants. I couldn’t help myself. I needed to feel him, I needed him to know I wanted him. He turned his head back towards me and smiled. Then he gunned the bike and we sped down the road, winding through the curves.


Chapter Two

Stan turned off the main road and slowly wound his way down to a secluded part of the park. There was a small building there, but not much else. The bike came to a stop, and Stan hopped off. My heart was racing as I dismounted the bike, worried what Stan was going to do now that I had grabbed him.

He walked up to me and stood there looking down at me with those blue eyes of his as if he was peering into my soul. I stepped back a half step, almost afraid of what he was going to do. But he stood firm, finally reaching out a hand to grab my arm.

“Is that what you want?” he asked in his gruff voice.

“Y..yes,” I stammered.

I was almost afraid to break eye contact with him. I was afraid doing so would indicate to him I had reservations when I didn’t. He took a step towards me, and as I stepped back, his bike hit my ass stopping any retreat. I was committed to it now, and he knew it. He removed his right hand and put it right between my legs, clamping down on my pussy.

I moaned just a bit as the heat of his large hands seared into my labia. I grabbed his arms as my eyes rolled back into my head, my body aching to feel him.

“Oh, you’re a hot little bitch, aren’t you?” he said. “You’ve been wanting this for a while, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned.

He slid his fingers right next to my slit, causing my legs to quiver. My nails dug into his arm as I tried to steady myself. The pleasure and passion running through my body were making it hard for me to stand still. His fingers pushed my panties to the side, then I felt his fingers slide down my slit.

My knees buckled just a bit as his finger began to go into my hole. I had only had sex one time, and that didn’t go very well. I wanted him to take me, right then and there and show what sex was supposed to be like.  I wanted him to make me a woman, I wanted to feel him inside of me, filling me.

Stan used his other hand to pull the straps of my dress down to my waist, revealing my plump and aching tits for him to taste. His rough hand rubbing my nipples sent shivers down my spine, ending at the tips of my toes. My breathing was erratic, and I could not control it no matter how much I wanted to.

He moved his mouth down to my nipples and began to suck and lightly bite them. I ran my hands through his hair as my moans grew louder. He stood up, moved my dress to my waist, then reached into his pocket and pulled out a small knife. My eyes grew wide wondering why he had a knife in his hands.

When he flipped the blade out, I jumped a bit. This was scaring me just a bit as I saw the moonlight gleaming on the side of the blade. His hand moved down to my waist, and in one swift move, he cut my panties off my body. The feel of that steel blade so close to my pussy sent goosebumps all through my body. Cutting my panties from me was the most erotic thing I had ever experienced.

He knelt down and lifted my legs over his shoulders as I felt his hot breath on my clit. He went right to work, licking my hole and tongue fucking me. I held onto the bike for all I was worth as he began to lick my clit. It was a matter of minutes before I started to cum. My body was shaking and convulsing as I moaned loudly. My orgasm made my mind go blank. I forgot where I was, what I was doing, and who I was with. All I knew was the pleasure I was feeling right now.

Once my orgasm died down, Stan moved my legs off him. He stood up and undid his pants, letting his semi-hard cock out for the first time. I reached down and took it into my hand, feeling his size and heat. I stroked him with long, slow strokes loving how it felt as it got hard.

Stan pressed on my shoulders, and I knew he wanted me to return the favor. I had never sucked a dick before, but I had seen some videos. I tried to recreate what I had seen, hoping it would please him. I could see a small amount of his juices seeping from his head.

“Suck my cock,” he told me.

I opened my mouth and slid his shaft in.  I moved my mouth up and down, sucking as much as I could.  His hands went behind my head and began to press me into him. His hips began to move back and forth as his cock fucked my mouth. I found myself wanting him to cum in my mouth so I could taste him.

I played with his balls with one hand while the other stroked his shaft as my mouth worked to bring him to orgasm.

“Yeah, that’s it, baby, suck my dick,” he said.

Just hearing him talk to me was so erotic, I found myself getting horny again. I moved one hand down between my legs and began to play with my clit.

“Oh, fuck, baby,” he said. “Play with that pussy.”

I began to rub my clit faster and faster while sucking him off.  I could feel my orgasm just about to hit when the first shot of his spunk went down my throat. As he pumped load after a load of cum down my throat, I began to cum. My orgasm caused me suck his dick in a frenzy, wanting him even more.

I kept his shaft in my mouth until my orgasm was done, then stood up and leaned into him as he wrapped his arms around me.

“I have wanted that for so long,” I said quietly.

“So have I, so have I,” he replied.

I pulled back and looked into his eyes, not believing he had said that.

“Is that true, or just pillow talk?” I Asked.

“It’s true,” he replied. “I have waited for a long time for you to turn eighteen. And now I can make you mine.”

I hugged him tightly, so happy he had wanted me. I had never thought in a million years he would want someone like me, but here we were. My thoughts soon drifted to mom and dad. What would they think of our relationship?


Chapter Three

“So where do we go from here?” I asked. “I don’t think mom and dad are going to be very pleased with us being an item.”

“We’ll just keep it quiet for now,” he replied. “We’ll have to gauge when we can tell them.”

He kissed me again and put my dress back together, albeit without my trashed panties. We got back on the bike and headed home. I was on cloud nine as we rolled back into the driveway. I kissed him deeply when we got off the bike, then followed him back into the yard.

It didn’t even seem like I was missed. No one said a word until mom finally came out and asked about my ride.

“Well? How was it?” she asked.

“It was awesome!” I replied. “We went down to the park and he rolled through the curves. Feeling the power and agility of that bike was so cool!”

“I’m glad you kept your word, Stan,” she told him.

“Of course I did,” he replied. “I wouldn’t let anything happen to my precious cargo.”

The night ended shortly after that, and I said bye to everyone. I wanted to hug and kiss Stan goodbye but knew it would cause a scene. Instead, I just hugged him and thanked him for an awesome ride. I could tell he knew what I meant. He winked at me and walked out the front door.

I wasn’t sure when I was going to see him again, but I hoped it was soon. Our oral sex was great, but I still wanted him inside of me. I needed to feel his cock sliding in and out of my cunt as he fucked me silly. It was all I could think about. I drifted off to sleep thinking about what he would feel like as he filled me with his rod.

The next few days were torture as I waited to hear from Stan. Each day brought the promise of hearing from him or seeing him, only to end with no contact. Maybe he just wanted a quick fling, and I was the young, hot thing he needed that night. But I trusted that he still wanted me, even if the seeds of doubt were creeping into my mind.

Wednesday came and I came home from school, not expecting to hear from Stan. But as I turned into the driveway, I saw him leaning on his bike. My heart skipped a beat as I instantly became aroused just from the sight of him standing there.

“Do they know you are here?” I asked as I got out of my car.

“Yeah, they invited me over for dinner,” he replied. “Figured it wouldn’t hurt to come early.”

He followed me into the house, and just as I closed the door and set my purse down, he grabbed my arm, turned me around and kissed me deeply.

“I’ve missed you,” he said.

“God how I have missed you,” I replied pulling him tight to me.

I took his hand and led him upstairs to my room. Once inside, I turned and kissed him again.

“We have about an hour before mom gets home,” I whispered in his ear.

He dropped his hands to my ass and began to squeeze my ass cheeks as my hand slid down to his crotch.

“I want you to fuck me,” I whispered.

I swear I felt his cock jump when I said that to him. I stepped back and began to remove my clothes as I watched him undress. I noted every single muscle that rippled as he removed his clothing. The sun shining through the window made shadows that danced across each little ripple.

Completely naked, I once again pulled him close and began to kiss him deeply. His hands moved down to my tits and began to rub and twist my nipples, causing me to moan loudly. Instinctively, I spread my legs in anticipation of his hand grabbing my pussy. He bent over, then lifted me up and onto the bed.

He got on top of me and kissed me as his hand slid down to my slit. His fingers parted my folds as he lubricated his finger with my juices flowing from my hole. He lifted my legs up over his shoulders, then pressed his cock against my cunt. I could feel his head penetrating me, then gasped as his length slid all the way inside of me.

He began to fuck me, but a sudden noise caused him to stop. A car door! Quickly, he got off me, grabbed his clothes and ran to the bathroom. I dressed as quickly as I could, then bounded down the stairs and into the kitchen. Just as I opened the cupboard as if I was looking for a snack, mom stepped into the house. Now that was a close call!

“Hey, baby, how was school?” she asked.

“Same stuff, different day,” I replied.

“I saw Stan’s bike out front, is he here?” she asked.

“Yeah, he needed to use the bathroom,” I replied.

“Ok, well dad will be home shortly, so I am going to get dinner started,” she said.

“Need any help?” I asked.

“Sure, I need potatoes peeled,” she replied.

I got the potatoes and started peeling them as Stan walked into the kitchen.

“Hey Mary,” he said as he hugged mom and kissed her on the cheek. “How was work?”

“Ok, a bit busy, but not too much,” she replied.

“Cool,” he said. “I was thinking of taking Alecia for another ride after dinner.  You ok with that?”

“I guess,” she replied. “I really don’t like bikes, but she seemed to have fun on the last ride. Same rules apply, ok?”

“Sure, no problem,” he said. “You up for a ride?”

“Absolutely!” I said.

I knew what our ride was going to turn into, and I couldn’t wait.  It was probably going to be another encounter at the park, but I didn’t care. As long as I got to fuck him, I was okay with wherever he wanted to do it.

All through dinner, I fidgeted as I tried to quell the passion I had built up inside of me from earlier. I was hoping no one noticed so I didn’t have to explain my strange behavior. I helped mom clear the table and do the dishes, then waited for my ride.

“Ready?” Stan asked at last.

“Ready!” I said.

“We’ll be back after a bit,” he said.

“Have fun, honey,” mom replied.

We got on his bike and headed back to the park.  I knew what was going to happen, and I wanted him to get there as fast as he could.  My pussy needed a dick, and it needed his!


Chapter Four

Stan pulled back down to the same spot that we had been at during our first encounter. But this time he took me by the hand and led me to the small building that was there. It was dark inside, but enough moonlight was shining through to allow me to see his body.

He walked up to me and began to press me backward. I had to stop when my back hit the wall. I loved his aggressive behavior. It made me feel like he could do anything to me, and I could nothing to stop him. It actually turned me on when he took control like this.

He peeled off my clothing and removed his as he stood in front of me. He put his hands between my legs, then lifted me by my ass cheeks. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he lowered me down onto his cock. I sucked in my breath as his long rod slid deep inside of me.

I put my arms around his neck and held on as he started bouncing me up and down on his shaft. I was moaning as he filled me and went deep inside of me. I had never felt anything go so deep inside of me. He was pounding my pussy hard and grunting as he fucked me.

His dick was hitting my G-spot, and I soon began to cum, my pussy pulsing on his shaft as he continued to slam himself into me. I was shaking from the ecstasy and holding on for dear life as my body responded to my orgasm and the constant fucking of his cock.

“Oh, god!” I screamed. “Oh, shit!”

He continued to fuck me as another orgasm began to build. My body was tensing up as I crested the wave of ecstasy and exploded into even more intense orgasm.

“Holy fuck, I’m coming again!” I screamed.

I was now panting as he slammed his long dick into my pussy. I didn’t think he was ever going to cum!

“Oh, god, baby, cum,” I wailed. “I want to feel your cum inside of me.”

Apparently, my talking was all it took.  He slammed me down onto his shaft one more time, then exhaled loudly as his cock began to pulse inside of me. I could feel him coming and that sensation just added to the ecstasy I was already experiencing. When his orgasm subsided, he kissed me deeply, then set me back on the ground.

We got dressed, kissed one more time, then headed for home.  I was dreading him leaving as I didn’t know when we would see each other again. The waiting was the hardest part, but I knew it had to be this way for now. He dropped me at the house, then left as I stood there watching his figure ride away.

Saturday came and I had not heard from Stan.  After much debating with myself, I decided to drive over to his house and surprise him. I told mom I was going shopping and would be back later. I hopped into my car and headed for Stan’s house, happy and giddy at the same time.  We could have all the time we wanted today.

I pulled up in front of his apartment and was about to get out of my car when I saw his front door open.  A dark-haired woman appeared as she stuffed her shirt back into her shorts.  Stan was standing in the doorway with his belt undone, then he kissed her and went back inside.

I was floored!  I thought he wanted me?  I thought we were going to be together.  Apparently, I was just a quick piece of ass whenever he wanted some.  I guess that explained the park encounters.  Furious, I sped off and headed back home. How could he use me like this? Just when I thought I had the one thing I had wanted, it was yanked out from under me.

Mom knew something was wrong when I stormed into the house and went to my room.  I rarely ever did that. She followed behind me, prying me for information. Even though Stan had used me, I couldn’t bring myself to tell mom about our relationship. I just used a boy’s name from school to throw her off track. She tried to console me, but I just wanted to be left alone.

If this was how life was going to be as an adult, then I wanted no part of it. Did people really use other people like this? Whatever happened to integrity and treating people right? My world was crashing down and I had no way to stop it. I felt like this was a sign we should have never been together, to begin with. Was this payback for fucking my step-uncle?

I woke up in the morning and realized I had cried myself to sleep. I made my way downstairs to get some coffee when I saw Stan sitting at the table with dad. He had a lot of friggin’ nerve coming here after what he did. I got my coffee and sat at the bar, staying as far away from him as I could. I didn’t even want to see him.

Dad got up from the table and went upstairs, and that’s when Stan came over to me.

“Hey gorgeous, want to hang out today?” he asked.

“No,” I said curtly. “You got a lot of nerve coming here.”

“What are you talking about?” he asked feigning surprise.

“You know damned well what I am talking about,” I replied.

“No, I don’t,” he replied.

“Well then, I guess we have nothing left to talk about, do we?” I said as I got off my stool and headed to my room.

“What is wrong with you?” he asked as I walked away.

I wasn’t going to stoop to his level and explain what I had seen.  He knew what he did, and now he knew he had been caught. I slammed my door and dropped onto the bed, my fresh wounds opened up again by his presence. I was done, and I never wanted to talk to him again, ever.


Chapter Five

The next week was miserable.  As hard as I tried, I could not get Stan out of my mind. I was playing a tug of war in my head as I tried to reason with myself over why I should give him a second chance, or just go on being miserable.

When Friday night rolled around, my parents informed me they were going out for dinner and a movie.  I opted to stay home and watch TV instead.  I just didn’t feel like being around people right now. I said goodbye as they left, then ordered a pizza for myself. I settled in on a decent 80’s movie and waited for my pizza to arrive.

At last, the doorbell rang.  It was a good thing because I was starving. I flung the door open, but instead of the pizza guy standing there with my delicious pepperoni pizza, it was Stan.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“I want to talk to you,” he replied.

“About what?” I replied.

“About you and what your problem is all of a sudden,” he replied.

“You still don’t get it do you?” I replied.

“Get what?” he said. “What don’t I get?”

“I saw you last Saturday,” I said as I folded my arms. “You just used me for some fresh piece of ass.”

“Huh?” he replied. “What are you talking about?”

“The brunette, I saw the two of you,” I replied. “I saw her fixing her shirt and you kissed her with your pants undone. Didn’t count on me wanting to surprise you, did you?”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said laughing.

“It’s not funny!” I yelled.

“Oh, but it is,” he said. “That was my cousin. She and her husband are having marital problems and she has been staying with me. Why do you think I haven’t taken you to my place?”

“You kiss your cousin?” I asked.

“Well, yeah, I mean it’s just an affectionate kiss,” he replied.

I stood there processing what he had just told me.  Had I jumped to conclusions before even finding out the truth? Now I was on a self-inflicted guilt trip. I felt like an ass and was ashamed of what I had done.

“I am so sorry,” I said. “Can you forgive me for jumping to conclusions?”

“It’s not totally your fault,” he replied. “I should have told you about her from the beginning.”

I hugged him and kissed him deeply, remembering why I wanted him in the first place. With mom and dad gone, we now had plenty of time to make up and enjoy each other. I pulled him inside and closed the door.  Holding his hand, I led him to my bedroom.

“Maybe this time we can finish here,” I said softly.

He pulled me close and kissed me deeply as his hands roamed all over my body.  My senses were heightened from being aroused, and I moaned with each pass of his hands. He pulled my blouse over my head, then unsnapped my bra. I let it fall to the floor, waiting for his tongue to suckle me.

I pressed his head into my chest as he sucked in a nipple and began to nibble on it.  Tingles were shooting down to my pussy as I quivered with passion. His hand slid behind my waistband and over my cotton panties until he was cupping my pussy with his large hands.

I unbuckled his pants and let them fall to the floor. I grabbed his cock with my hand and began to stroke him hard. I loved the feel of his hot and hard shaft in my hand. It was wonderful knowing I could get that kind of response from him. He lifted his shirt from his upper body, then kissed me deeply again as he slid my shorts down to my ankles.

As I stepped out of my shorts, he turned me around and had me bend over, placing my head on the mattress. He spread my legs wide, then rubbed his fingers up and down my slit as I moaned loudly. The feel of his fingers parting my folds and rubbing across my clit was causing my juices to run down my thigh.

I felt his tongue on my anus, which caused me to suck in my breath and coo. I had never felt anything like that before, and I loved it! His tongue slid into my hole and he began to tongue fuck me with it. I could feel his cheeks hitting against my ass as his tongue slid in and out of my hole.

He removed his tongue and stood up, placing one hand on my hip, then guiding his cock into my cunt with the other. I arched my back when he slid into me, going deep and placing his other hand on my other hip. With a strong, firm grip, he began to fuck me hard, bottoming his dick out in my pussy with each thrust.

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god!” I wailed.

His powerful thrusts had me coming in about three minutes, my legs shaking and quivering as my cum coated his shaft. My tits were rubbing against the blanket as he slammed his rod into me deeper and harder with each successive thrust.  I felt like he was trying to get his cock into my mouth via my pussy!

I felt another orgasm building and told him so.

“I’m going to cum again!” I screamed. “Oh, fuck you’re going to make me cum again!”

I could feel my orgasm just about to let loose as I screamed at him.

“Fuck me hard! Oh, god baby, fuck me harder!  Yes, yes, yes!” I screamed.

Just before my orgasm let loose, I felt something slide into my asshole, and I knew it was his finger.  Just as my pussy began to pulse with each wave of orgasm that swept over me, he began to fuck my ass with his finger. The sensation he was giving me was driving me wild! I thrashed on the bed, screaming and grabbing for anything I could clench in my fists.

“Oh, god baby, cum!” I screamed. “Fill me with your cum!”

I felt him starting to tense up and knew he was about to cum. I reached between my legs and began to fondle his balls just as he exploded his jizz inside of me. I worked my hips back and forth as I tried to milk his cock with my pussy. I wanted every single drop of his cum inside of me.

With his cock going limp, he pulled out of me as I convulsed, then turned me around and hugged me. I kissed him deeply and hugged him tighter than ever before.  I knew he was mine, and I was ready to tell the world.  I didn’t care what anyone thought. If they didn’t like it, then tough shit, they would just have to get over it.

“I think we need to tell mom and dad what we are doing,” I told him. “Sooner or later they are going to find out.”

“I already did,” he said looking into my eyes.

“You did? When?” I asked.

“Last weekend when you came downstairs and were mean to me,” he told me. “I had come over to tell them about us seeing each other. They were sort of put off at first, but the more I talked, the more they understood.”

“So they are ok with this?” I asked.

“Absolutely,” he said. “Why do you think they are at a movie tonight? I told them I needed to talk to you about whatever was bothering you.”

“Huh, I wonder why they didn’t say anything to me?” I said.

“Because I told them to let me tell you first,” he replied.

“Well, I’m glad you did,” I said kissing him again. “Where do we go from here?”

“Well, I was thinking that with my cousin having moved out, maybe you would want to move in with me,” he said.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Yes, I’m serious,” he replied.

“I would love to!” I said smiling.

When mom and dad came home, we all sat down and talked.  Dad told Stan he expected him to take good care of me. I moved in with Stan two weeks later, and life has been wonderful. We fuck as often as we can, making sure we satisfy each other completely.

We’ve had our ups and downs just like any other couple, but they have mostly been ups.  Oh, and the great news? I am now pregnant with our first child! Life has been a blessing to me, even if I did start young.
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