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I checked my phone again as I stepped into the house.  Another message from Dani.  I couldn’t help smiling.  With each passing text, her tone seemed to be growing increasingly desperate.  I read it in the dark hallway, the light of the phone the only illumination. 

‘Just tell me. Can I 

see you alone when

Dad isn’t around?

Please. I need to

see you at some point’

I flicked the lights on, slipped my damp coat off.  The central heating had come on a little while ago, so the house was pleasant and toasty.  I took off my heels.  Walked through to the kitchen.  I switched on the kettle, even though I fancied something stronger.  I made a coffee and drank it, savouring the warmth.  I stood by the kitchen window, looking out onto the dark back garden.  Sleet swirled in the air.  

I replied eventually, although I’m sure it didn’t do much to put the poor girl out of her misery.

‘You’ll be here

soon.  We’ll have

to see what happens. 

Patience, little one ;-) ’ 

I went upstairs and changed from my office clothes to my more casual evening wear: baggy, faded blue jeans, with plenty of (increasingly necessary, tragically) room in the butt, and my thick brown sweater.  I did want to put on more of an effort, Knowing Dani was heading back, but her visit was supposed to be a surprise.  Kevin may have found it odd had he come home to find me all dressed up.  

Not that it really mattered: Dani would obsess over me however I looked.

I didn’t get a reply, so figured she must have arrived at the station and headed to her dad’s office by now.  Kevin worked on one of the streets behind the station: Dani was going straight there to surprise him, before the two of them came back here.  Kevin had no idea his daughter was coming up for the weekend.  They weren’t the closest parent and child, particularly since divorcing Dani’s mother in her early teens, but he did dote on her, in his own way.

How he would react to knowing his new wife had had her entire fist up his daughter’s vagina – which I’d managed the last time she’d stayed – heaven knows.

They got in about six.  I made a start with the dinner.  I wasn’t meant to know anything about Dani coming back either – why would I..?  It’s not like anyone knew she and I were in any way close… – but often made far too much food whenever I cooked, so there’d be plenty for her.  I fried up chicken with spices and peppers and put noodles on the stove.  

I heard them clattering through the front door, over the sizzling of the pan.  I had the radio on and a glass of red in my hand.

‘Hey baby,’ Kevin shouted through the house.

‘In here,’ I called back.

He came bustling through lugging Dani’s bulky rucksack, his daughter in tow.  She was gazing at me.  I don’t even know how to describe her expression.  Awe?  

‘Look which waif I picked up on the way home!’ he cried, over the moon.  I felt a slight pang of pity for the poor man.  She wasn’t here to see him: any fool could have told him that.

I gave her my usual stepmotherly hug: fond but not ecstatic.  The touch from her was charged, especially with Kevin standing there.

‘We didn’t know you were visiting,’ I smiled, pouring a couple of extra glasses of wine.  I handed one to her, one to her father.  We clinked glasses in a mini toast.  ‘How long are you back for..?’

‘Just the weekend,’ she replied.  Her eyes looked ravenous, eating into my soul.  I must admit, as much coy distance as I’d maintained with her, seeing her here again was definitely a thrill.  ‘I hope it’s okay me stopping by without notice.’

Kevin gave her a hug.  ‘Gosh, of course it is.  Any time.  What a fantastic surprise.’

I shooed Kevin and Dani out of the kitchen as I finished dinner.  We sat at the big table and ate, with more wine and lit candles, Kevin’s shock and delight masking the fact that he was the one doing most of the talking.  I sat quietly, chewing the gently spicy food, managing to at least pretend to listen, but Dani was clearly in a distracted, tongue-tied mood, moving her food around her plate, unable to make eye contact with him and shooting loaded glances in my direction whenever she could.  I ignored her, and Kevin, as always, was blissfully unaware of the mood around him.

I often wondered whether he suspected, deep down, that his daughter was gay.  I knew that she had come out to her friends at university, but had yet to tell her father.  He wasn’t the most observant of men, but still.  She’d never had a real boyfriend.  Was in the women’s rugby team at college.  She was by no mean an unattractive girl – and, at twenty, had youth on her side – but her body veered towards the broad, her nose, flat and prominent.  Neither of which would have been particularly noticeable had she embraced her femininity more, but she always dressed as a tomboy – tracksuits, trainers, never a hint of makeup or girlish glamour.

She looked like a college girl dyke, basically.

Kevin had never mentioned anything to me.  I’d sometimes wanted to carefully bring the topic up with him, to gauge his reaction, but now – having periodically used her as a sub slave for the past year, and treating her body shamefully – it wasn’t exactly a topic I was desperate to bring up with him.

I sipped my wine.  Kevin was still bragging about a new client he had secured at work, and what that meant for the company.  Dani watched me, paying him no heed.

I glanced over at the clock.

‘Are you not meant to be meeting Derek at eight?’ I asked him, gently cutting him off mid-flow.  He blinked, looking at the clock too.

‘Ooh.  Bugger.  I guess I should have cancelled by now, shouldn’t I – I’ll just see if I can call him –’

I shot him a look in mild panic.  ‘Cancel?  You mean you’re not going out?’

He always went out on Friday evenings.  Always.  Dani had come up specifically on a Friday evening so we’d get a few hours together.

‘Well, I can’t go out now – not with Dani here –’

‘Oh, don’t worry about that,’ Dani said, waving a hand, and I hid a smile: it was the most animated she’d been all dinnertime.  ‘You always meet Derek on Friday.’

‘But you’re only here until Monday morning –’

‘Which means I’ll still be here all weekend.  Go on, dad, it’s fine.’

He glanced between the two of us.  He did look torn, wanting to go out for a drink but feeling guilty at leaving us.

‘Do as she says,’ I smiled at him.  ‘We’ve got no plans for the rest of the weekend.’

He grinned at us both, like a grounded teenager suddenly allowed out.  ‘You sure?’ he asked Dani, but she was already shooing him away.  He got up, hurriedly, and went upstairs to change.

He was barely out of the room before I’d pushed by chair back, reached over the table, and grabbed Dani by the throat.  She gasped, startled, looking up at me with wide, excited eyes.  Still choking her, I stepped closer to her.  With my free hand I grabbed her ponytail, wrenching her head back, and licked up the side of her face.

‘You filthy cunt,’ I whispered at her, surprised at the excitement already in my voice, the calmness that I’d been showing the past couple of hours crumbling within seconds.  I felt unhinged: I had to penetrate her somehow.  I forced my tongue into her ear, still choking her, still pulling her hair.

I knew the sounds of the house intimately.  I heard Kevin move across the floor above us, heading back to the stairs.  I let Dani go, and stepped away.  Her face was flushed red, and she blinked in shock, her hand going to her sore neck.

Kevin came bounding down the stairs, and back into the kitchen, oblivious.  I began taking dishes to the sink, my heart speeding.

‘Did you put my shirt away?’ he was asking me, checking his phone.  ‘The blue one, with the stripes?’

My poor, sweet, clueless husband.

I kept my distance whilst Kevin remained in the house.  Dani got up, quiet and shaky, and took her bag up to the spare room that doubled as her bedroom whenever she stayed.  I stood by the sink, elbow deep in warm water and suds, stunned at the power of the damp ache down the front of my jeans.  I’d clearly been in some kind of denial regarding the growing excitement I’d been feeling over the girl staying.  Now she was here, and we’d had those brief, intense few seconds alone, my arousal was almost uncontrollable.

My stomach growled, satisfied and full.

Kevin sidled up behind me, pulling his jacket on.  He slipped his arms around my waist.  ‘You sure you don’t mind me heading out?’ he asked.

I turned to him.  ‘Of course not.  Dani’s fine with it.  We’ll all do something tomorrow.  Head into town, get lunch, do some shopping.’

He smiled.  ‘Family day out.  I like that.’

I smiled back.  It felt strained, but I knew from experience it would look genuine.

He walked away.  He called up the stairs to his daughter.  ‘See you later, Dani.’

A muffled reply in return.

Kevin left, the door rattling as he closed it behind him.

I stood there, drying my hands and arms on a tea-towel.  He was gone.  Dani knew he was gone: that front door closing could be heard anywhere in the house.  I pictured her sitting up there on her bed, watching the door, with pulse-racing expectation.

God, the ache in my pussy.  

I took my time.

I poured the remaining drops of wine into my glass, and finished them.

I listened to the silence of the house for a few moments, savouring this anticipation.

My tummy continued to gurgle in post-meal digestion.

I frowned, ever so slightly.  I hadn’t given too much thought to it earlier: the food we’d had hadn’t been spectacularly spicy, but enough to warrant… a touch of wind, shall we say.  I shifted my behind from the counter I’d been leaning against, and let out a small, silent fart.  It smelled.  I sighed, wondering what the best course of action would be.  Go to the toilet now, try and get it all out of my system, wash myself sufficiently before forcing Dani’s mouth down there?  

I glanced up to the kitchen ceiling, picturing her sitting up there in her room, paralysed with excitement.

Dani would let me do whatever I wanted to her.  I knew this.  I was feeling cruel.  

I wanted to exploit this power I had over her.

A cruel smile flickered across my wine-damp lips.  I slowly left the kitchen, and walked up the stairs.

She was standing by the window when I let myself in to her bedroom, back to me, gazing out onto the back garden.  She didn’t turn when I opened the door.  She’d taken her tracksuit top off, and was standing there in a baggy white vest top and jogging bottoms.  

I moved up behind her, as her father just had to me.  Instead of wrapping my arms tenderly around her waist, I slipped my hand down her waistband, beneath her pants.  I gripped her ample rear, squeezing her cheeks.  She let out a sigh, still gazing out into the night, and pushed her hips and bottom back into me.

I stood properly behind  her, and slipped my other hand down the back of her trousers too.  I kneaded both buttocks, really squeezing the muscles in her rump.  She ground back onto me.  I watched her face from behind.  Eyes closed, mouth open a touch, softly gasping.

‘You’ve been with girls at university,’ I said to her, my tone soft, but with an accusatory edge.

She nodded, barely, eyes still closed, still gyrating against my hands.  Her rear felt hot.  

‘Yes,’ she whispered.

I squeezed her.  I pulled my hands away from one another, spreading her arse cheeks beneath her panties.  She moaned.

‘Do you have a girlfriend?’

‘…Yes.’

Interesting.  Good for her.  

‘Her name?’ I asked.

Dani had to actually swallow.  It was a nice subconscious touch.  I wondered if she was feeling at all guilty over any of this.

‘Caroline,’ she managed eventually.

More rubbing.  More kneading.

‘Caroline,’ I mused.  Dani was groaning more freely now, leaning forward, shifting her thighs apart.  She wanted my fingers to wander to the centre… To her pussy.  I could feel the heat radiating from it.  ‘That’s a nice name.  It must be difficult being apart for the weekend.’

Without warning I slid my fingers across and nipped her pussy lips.  She yelped, in shock more than pain.  In that brief touch, I could feel the dampness from her.  Almost continuing the same movement, I slid her pants and tracksuit bottoms  down her legs, yanking them down to her chunky knees.  She groaned out loud, hastily yanking the curtains closed in front of her.

I knelt down, to take in her rear, as she continued standing there.  Her skin was pale, milky.  She was well built, but much of it muscle.  Thick thighs.  Round buttocks.

‘Hands on your cheeks,’ I told her.  ‘Spread them.’

She did as she was told immediately.  She turned her head, looking over her shoulder towards me.  She would have seen me licking my finger, to coat it with lubricating saliva.

Her pussy was trimmed, not bare, but neat, with short blonde hair.  Her lips practically shone from the dampness.  Her anus was a dark enticing circle, devoid of hair but for a few stray strands.  I looked at it.  I sniffed it.

A day’s worth of sweat aside, she was clean.

I’d explored Dani’s anus before.  I’d explored all of her before, with my fingers and tongue and strap-on, but tonight the sadist in me needed to be arse-heavy.  I wanted to dominate her with a discomfort she almost certainly wouldn’t receive from her girlfriend.

I jammed my finger up her rear.  It was easy access, because she was spreading herself, but she was a tight fit, her rectal passageway sucking on my digit as I pushed it in.  I wanted to go all the way: knuckle-deep I probed, Dani leaning forward, gasping and groaning in disbelief and conflicting sensations, resting her head against the wall.

I moved my finger around in there.  I felt shit up there, packed tightly, a firm warm wall of resistance.  

‘Oh Jesus oh God oh fuck,’ Dani was gasping, babbling.  I pressed into the fudge packed into her rectum.  It felt curious.  I could see her wincing, and feel her body clenching, as she tried to maintain control.  

My stray thumb accidentally-on-purpose stroked her wet pussy lips, and her knees gave way, and she stumbled twitchily to the carpet.

I yanked my finger out of her.  I looked at the tip, but still remarkably clean: only a soft brown residue around my clipped fingernail, which, considering I thought I’d been properly fingering her shit, seemed fairly conservative.  Dani was on her hands and knees, head down, unsure what to do next, her thighs still trembling.  I smacked her arse several times with hard, open-palmed spanks.

I reached for the buttons of my jeans.  I began frantically fumbling them open, desperate to free my own aching pussy.  Dani turned to me, her face red.  I grabbed her roughly by the hair and forced my tongue into her mouth, her fingers desperately pulling my jeans down.

I stepped out of my trousers.  I took her by the hand and pulled her to her feet.

‘Bed,’ I growled simply.  ‘Now.’

She stepped out of her bottoms and pants and climbed onto the bed wearing nothing but her vest and heavy sports socks.  She looked at me for instructions.

I laid her down on her back, head near the edge.  I kicked my knickers off and climbed on myself, feet either side of her head.  She gazed up in wide-eyed awe as I bent my knees and lowered my hairy pussy onto her young face.

A muffled grunt as I rested my weight on her.  Almost immediately I felt her tongue frantically lapping at me.  Her arms were by her sides, pinned beneath my legs, and I could feel her rubbing at her own cunt with such eagerness that her body rocked beneath me.

I shifted.  Dani’s pussy eating was excellent, and much more would have seen me crying out and coming over her face, but I still had the need to own her.  I held her hair for stability and scooched backwards a little, and up, pushing my arsehole to her mouth.

She continued licking and lapping apace.  Both my holes were clenching with utter, raw, sexual overload.  Her tongue was trying to snake in my crapper.  This young whore.  Fuck.  I had to.

Holding her head in place, grinding my pussy against her big nose, I pushed on the soft gurgling in my digestive tract.  A loud, heavy fart was only too eager to escape.

Dani did cry out, but never attempted to move her head.  She never stopped licking as she took the full blast directly to her face.

‘Oh, good girl,’ I gasped breathlessly.  ‘Oh, you good thing.  I have more.  Eat them.  Eat them for momma.’

I felt unhinged, and Dani was with me every step of the way.  She stopped her frenzied licking, and I felt instead her mouth opening wide, gaping around my anus.  Her face was mostly obscured between my thighs, but her eyes were clear, looking up at me, matching mine.  She was perfectly aware.

I pushed.  A little harder to catch, this one, and my heightened state of arousal was causing all kinds of internal clenching that weren’t helping, but we got there.  A loud, creaking, rumbling noise as I let rip, pumping fetid air directly into my stepdaughter’s waiting, eager mouth.

‘Oh, you fucking dirty slave,’ I muttered at her, grinding my dripping cunt against her nose and cheeks.  The smell was beginning to drift up to my nostrils, so Lord only knows how overpowering they must have been full-on in Dani’s face.  ‘Take them.  Eat them.  You eat them for momma… Oh, I can feel another one…’

More nasty wind blown into her mouth.  I was rocking my hips back and forth, effectively fucking myself with her nose as I farted into her face.  And by god was it working: what felt like the sleaziest orgasm I’d ever experienced was creeping over me, causing my pussy to spasm, causing me to grip onto Dani’s hair as if for dear life.  I pushed two fingers inside me and crudely finger-fucked myself over her.  Pleasure was distracting me, but I was with it enough to force one final blast of wind from my bowels.  More open-mouthed worship from Dani as I felt her crying out, her own orgasm pushing her over the edge.  I let myself go too: I screamed foul-mouth abuse as I squirted over my fingers and Dani’s fringe as I slumped back, losing control, howling wildly.

Thank god we lived in a detached house.

I felt a filthy and depraved deviant as I lay slumped there, legs over Dani’s chest, the two of us breathing heavily.  The room smelled musty, of wet cunts and fresh farts.  I’d need to open a window.

I managed to sit up.  Dani remained beneath me, as if in a daze.

I laughed at her expression.  ‘You look out of it,’ I said.

She laughed back.  ‘That was so fucked up.’

I leaned over, and kissed her, slipping my tongue deep into her mouth, pressing it against hers.  We kissed passionately for a while.  I couldn’t tell if I could taste my own wind on her breath, or whether it was my imagination.


About the Authors

Brown Stain are a kinky male / female couple with a fetish for the taboo and experimental.  They live in Manchester, in the UK.

Say hi at tabtaste@hotmail.com  

OEBPS/images/image_7346c99e-092c-4d5b-9f96-4adb598c5e3c700627635452022685.jpg





