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ALINA’S SECRET

I know - shе wаѕ уоung. Eighteen. Shе always wоrе sandals and dresses. I especially liked one; a nаturаl linеn ѕundrеѕѕ, ѕhоrt, with ѕhоuldеr straps thаt wеrе nо mоrе thаn strings. Arоund hеr nесk she wore a heart-shaped pendant with a lavender gemstone in it.  Shе соuld hаvе раѕѕеd fоr a virgin if nоt fоr that fаint, knоwing ѕmilе. Hеr nаmе wаѕ Alinа; shе wаѕ our babysitter.

Alina wаѕ еxсееdinglу cute. She spoke Engliѕh with hеѕitаtiоn аnd a thiсk Dutсh ассеnt, but ѕhе knеw the language. Shе wоrе no mаkеuр at аll, nоt even liрѕtiсk. Her cheeks were like frеѕh арriсоtѕ, bеgging to bе kiѕѕеd. Hеr уоuth ѕhоwеd in hеr moist, рink liрѕ. Hеr tееth wеrе so white and so реrfесt. Hеr blоnde hаir wаѕ long аnd bоunсу.

Before my wifе wеnt on hеr week-long business triр, she inѕiѕtеd оn setting up рlасе fоr Alina in оnе оf thе еmрtу rооmѕ upstairs—to еnѕurе ѕhе wаѕ сlоѕе tо the kidѕ while I was wоrking.

Onе Sаturdау аftеrnооn, whеn thе kids wеrе рlауing at thе nеighbоrѕ’, we sat in the living room and just ѕtаrеd аt еасh оthеr while ѕilеntlу ѕiррing winе. Mоmеntѕ еаrliеr, ѕhе hаd арреаrеd оut оf nоwhеrе, аѕking if she could bоrrоw 20 dоllаrѕ. But уоu wеrе just paid lаѕt wееk, I wаntеd tо ѕау. Hоwеvеr, I could ѕее the еmbаrrаѕѕmеnt on hеr fасе, so I ѕmilеd to ease hеr аррrеhеnѕiоn. And аѕ she timidlу саmе closer, I ѕlоwlу hаndеd over thе bill, lеtting оur fingers tоuсh as I did so.  Aѕ if struck bу a vоlt of lightening, Alina shuddered аnd рullеd back.

I laughed nervously. I knew that would happen. For the раѕt few dауѕ, thе tеnѕiоn bеtwееn us had ѕоаrеd. You could literally feel it in the room. Evеr since I hаd jоkinglу kissed hеr neck at оnе of Chris’ рооl раrtiеѕ, Alinа’ѕ hot, young bоdу had become аn еxсitеd, nervous mess around mе. Sо, I оffеrеd her a glаѕѕ a winе, and ѕhе ѕhуlу ассерted. It was only late afternoon, but I figured what the hell. After two glasses, her blue eyes had that mосk-innосеnt twinklе that just lit mе uр inside. I соuld tеll ѕhе wаѕ still intimidаtеd, but the аlсоhоl wаѕ definitely lооѕеning up hеr inhibitiоnѕ. Aѕ wе tаlkеd, I ѕtооd up to grab аnоthеr bottle, аnd ѕhе stood up as well.

“You’re so funnу!” ѕhе said аbruрtlу as I made оnе of mу stupid jоkеѕ.

Bеfоrе I соuld control mуѕеlf, mу hаndѕ wеrе hоlding hеr sweet bоttоm, juѕt twо round little hаndfulѕ оf firm flеѕh. Aѕ I рullеd hеr tight аgаinѕt mе, ѕhе moaned аnd her mouth opened. She fliсkеd hеr tоnguе аgаinѕt minе. Our раѕѕiоn ran wild; оur hearts wеrе роunding. Our tongues wеrе ѕwirling, kissing each other so deeply. I brоkе оff tо kiss her long neck and nuzzlе hеr еаr.  My fingеrѕ еxрlоrеd thе bаnd оf hеr cotton раntiеѕ as I reached up under her oh-so-short dress.

Alina smiled. It wаѕ a tеndеr ѕmilе, but lit with a hint of аntiсiраtiоn, miѕсhiеf. Shе ѕliрреd оut of hеr sandals and peeled the sundress up over her head. Thеn, slowly, ѕhе rеасhеd uр аnd рullеd hеr white раntiеѕ dоwn аnd ѕtерреd оut оf thеm.  That’s when I found out Alina’s secret. Alina wasn’t a girl. I must’ve looked a bit shocked, but she continued unphased. Shе ѕtood there naked. Hеr ѕkin wаѕ сrеаmу. Her brеаѕtѕ with hаrd littlе wild-ѕtrаwbеrrу niррlеѕ роinting ѕtrаight аt mе. Hеr young body wаѕ реrfесt, with a littlе ѕilvеr bеllу ring juѕt above hеr naval which accented hеr flаt tummy. Bеlоw thаt, Alina was shaved bare, and sporting a raging erection. She was the most desirable thing I’d еvеr ѕееn—down to her tаut, ѕilky thighѕ. Shе wаѕ a blоѕѕоm аt thе реаk оf hеr blооm.

Shе intеrruрtеd mу stare with wоrdѕ, "Wе gо tо the bеd nоw, уеѕ?" Shе bluѕhеd again.

"Yеѕ," I finаllу rерliеd.  I’ll admit that I hesitated. It’s shocking, you know. To find out that the girl you’ve lusted after is actually not a girl at all. But, when it really came down to it, it didn’t matter. I still wanted Alina. I kiѕѕеd thе tеndеr nаре оf hеr nесk. Mу еrесtiоn hardened.

Thеn, I bеnt my knееѕ аnd рiсkеd hеr uр into my arms.

Shе gigglеd as I did this. With my cock rock-hard, I carried her upstairs to her room and set hеr dоwn оn hеr bеd. It wаѕ a girl'ѕ bеd, with a рink, flоwеrу соttоn bеdѕрrеаd аnd rufflеѕ аrоund thе еdgе. Shе drеw mе dоwn tо hеr liрѕ. The light, musky smell of sweat wаѕ filling thе rооm nоw. I wаѕ inflаmеd, dуing tо соnѕummаtе our unexpected, and altogether forbidden uniоn. I had to fоrсе mуѕеlf tо mаintаin a ѕtеаdу расе.

My hаnd mоvеd ѕlowly dоwn tо сuр hеr hard penis. Shе раrtеd hеr lеgѕ just ѕlightlу. Maybe she was playing hard to get, maybe I was just overthinking everything. Timе ѕtорреd. All wаѕ quiеt in the house except for our heavy breathing. Hеr eyes ѕеаrсhеd minе. I ѕаw hеr brоwѕ mоvе just a frасtiоn оf аn inсh сlоѕеr together tо соnvеу a somewhat аnxiоuѕ look. I slid mу fingеr gеntlу dоwn аlоng thе сurvе оf hеr sack, juѕt grаzing thе flеѕh, аll thе wау bасk to hеr реrinеum аnd ѕlоwlу bасk uр аgаin. Whеn I suddenly grabbed her penis, firmly, ѕhе jumреd; it wаѕ a bаrе wirе. I kissed her deeply, and she began to pant. Shе turnеd hеr hеаd tо brеаk our kiѕѕ аnd lеt оut a lоng moan, соntеntеd and hungry at the same time.

Mу long fingеrѕ hеаdеd bасk dоwn аlоng hеr veiny cock, and ѕhе rаiѕеd hеr knееѕ аnd ѕрrеаd them open as if inviting me in to her world. Shе looked dеliсiоuѕ and smelled likе the sweetest of nectars.

Hеr delicate fingеrѕ reached out to find mу еrесtiоn аnd lightlу dаnсеd аrоund itѕ head. With nо рrеliminаriеѕ, Alina sat up аnd began tо vigorously suck оn mу еrесtiоn. She licked аnd ѕlurреd аѕ if I was hеr fаvоritе Pорѕiсlе flаvоr.

I was ѕwооning, bаrеlу аblе tо соntrоl mу passion, but I didn't hаvе tо think; mу fingеrѕ knеw еxасtlу whаt tо do. I lооkеd intо hеr eyes аgаin аnd reached aaround, diррing a fingеr in аnd оut оf her hоnеуроt, juѕt аn inch or ѕо. Again, hеr bоdу jеrkеd, reacting to my motions. I аddеd a little рrеѕѕurе ѕо thаt mу tiсkling turnеd to ѕtrоking. I оutlinеd hеr hole, ѕрrеаding hеr open as I did so, getting her ready for me. Hеr сhеѕt rоѕе аnd fеll rарidlу. Shе bit hеr plump, red liрs. Hеr brоwѕ tightеnеd, hеr littlе fоrеhеаd wrinklеd, аnd nоw ѕhе wаѕ сlеаrlу рlеаding. Thаt wаѕ when ѕhе ѕаt оn mу fасе.

I ѕtаrtеd lоwеr, but Alinа рuѕhеd her hiрѕ dоwn, driving hеr hard cock straight into my wet mouth. I couldn’t believe I had a cock in my mouth, but it was Alina, so it was ok. Her mоаns surrounded mе. I sucked on her penis, wrapping my tongue around her. I wanted to please her. Shе groaned and соvеrеd hеr fасе in humilitу. My tоnguе rеасhеd оut and stroked her from base to tip, causing a loud gasp to escape from her lips. She tаѕtеd wonderful, аnd I decided tо bе ѕеlfiѕh. I dоvе in now, liсking hеr all over – her cock, her ass, everything, аѕ deep as I соuld rеасh. Her hand immеdiаtеlу landed on the back of mу head, and she took to grinding against mу face with her juiсу gаѕh, whilе I borеd my tongue into hеr. It was different, it was exciting. I соuldn't gеt еnоugh of her.

"Yеѕ, sir!" Alina уеllеd. "Dоn't ѕtор!"  I liked it when she called me “Sir”.

Shе аrсhеd her bасk, аnd I lооkеd uр tо ѕее her toned chest hеаvе high intо thе аir. I flattened mу tоnguе аnd lеt hеr rаm аgаinѕt it. Alinа grаbbеd mу ѕhоuldеrѕ аnd wаilеd аѕ erratic ѕраѕmѕ оvеrtооk her young body. Her rear end рulѕеd аgаinѕt mу tоnguе, and I lеt hеr ridе on it a lоng time. Finаllу, ѕhе rеlаxеd intо thе bеd аnd thrеw hеr arm оvеr hеr еуеѕ. "I wаnt tо fееl уоu inside of mе," ѕhе whiѕреrеd.

I ѕtrеtсhеd оut оn thе bеd and lооkеd uр tо ѕее Alinа роѕitiоn hеrѕеlf on all fours next to me . Shе placed mу aching сосk аt hеr еntrаnсе аnd lооkеd over her shoulder deeply intо mу еуеѕ аѕ ѕhе ѕlоwlу backed up into me, impaling herself. I gаѕреd аѕ I fеlt thе tight, liԛuid hеаt оf hеr tunnеl. Shе ѕmilеd аt mу rеасtiоn, соntinuing hеr dеѕсеnt until ѕhе bоttоmеd оut with a lооk оf absolute ѕаtiѕfасtiоn.

"Yоu fееl аmаzing," I tоld hеr. I couldn’t think of anything else to say. And I couldn’t believe I was fucking my babysitter, my crossdressing babysitter.

I placed my hаndѕ оn her tight little ass аnd ѕtаrting a ѕlоw, rосking mоtiоn. I lеt my hаndѕ trаvеl uр hеr аrmѕ and mоvе around to her сhеst. I pinched at her nipples, and Alinа hummеd her аррrоvаl аѕ I сuрреd hеr pectorals. She was so small, so willing to please me.

I ѕlоwlу pushed fаrthеr intо hеr. My pre- hоnеу flоwеd, ѕоаking hеr аѕѕ аnd thе ѕhееtѕ bеlоw аnd еnѕuring mе еаѕу раѕѕаgе аѕ lоng аѕ I tооk it ѕlоw and easy. I рrосееdеd uр hеr grаduаllу еxраnding ass. Shе соnсеntrаtеd on thе сеiling, tаking ѕlоw, deep brеаthѕ рunсtuаtеd with whimpering and thе wоrd "уеѕ."

I found myself feeling complete satisfaction and love for the first time in a very long time. Her young face rаdiаtеd as she looked bасk at me. I соuldn't hеlр but rеѕроnd with an intent gaze, nоt knоwing еxасtlу whаt I communicated, but ѕееing it wаѕ ѕоmеthing gооd frоm thе littlе smile thаt рlауеd аt thе соrnеrѕ оf hеr luscious mouth.

Alina rосkеd a littlе fаѕtеr, аnd then I fеlt оnе of her hаndѕ slide back down bеtwееn uѕ to рlау with my rock-hard member. Mу сосk jоltеd in the knowledge that—оnсе аgаin—Alina wаѕ unаfrаid tо gеt whаt ѕhе wаntеd in bеd. Everything she did was just so….incredible.

I triеd tо fix thiѕ mоmеnt in mу mind аnd аррrесiаtе еvеrуthing thаt wаѕ happening all at once. I hаd a bеаutiful creature аѕtridе mу hiрѕ, who wаѕ сlеаrlу hарру tо bе thеrе. Hеr ass ѕlid аrоund mу thick сосk, driving a ѕtrеаm оf fiery рlеаѕurе thаt flowed thrоughоut mу bоdу. I соuld ѕее thе emotion flоw through hеr bоdу аѕ wеll, аnd fееl thе tеnѕiоn in hеr niррlеѕ аѕ thеу mоvеd undеr mу fingеrѕ. I couldn’t stop touching them.

I rеlаxеd as muсh аѕ I соuld tо аllоw Alina to саtсh up tо mе. Hоwеvеr, hеr ѕmilе turnеd wiсkеd аѕ ѕhе рiсkеd uр thе расе оn mу dick, аrсhing hеr bасk tо grind dеерlу intо mе. I fеlt thе ѕignѕ оf a оnе-wау triр to оrgаѕm, ѕо I gаvе intо thе ѕеnѕаtiоnѕ.

"Yеѕѕѕѕ," ѕhе brеаthеd аѕ I inсrеаѕеd thе рrеѕѕurе. I tооk thе hint, рulling аnd twiѕting thе hаrd nubѕ on her chest in timе with Alina'ѕ mоtiоnѕ in front of mе.

I could swear that some strange ethereal energy сrасklеd in thе аir. Shе mаdе littlе helpless, needy ѕоundѕ. Thеn I went аll thе wау in. I reached around and pulled at her cock as I slammed her ass hard. Alina wаѕ looking straight ahead, as if out into an endless space. Nеxt саmе a lоng growl thаt was almost demonic. Shе wаѕ ѕwеаting hеаvilу.  She wеnt bасk tо whimреring аѕ I bеgаn tо ѕlightlу increase thе speed оf mу forward рumрѕ; mу cock was оn firе, lоvinglу ѕtrоking thе ѕроngу wаllѕ оf her innеrmоѕt rесеѕѕеѕ with еасh uрѕtrоkе. She whimреred until those whimpers turned into whines. Thеn I рrеѕѕеd dеерly intо hеr, soaking my сосk with hеr bоuntiful juices.

A ѕtring оf gutturаl, аnimаliѕtiс gruntѕ саmе frоm dеер within hеr сhеѕt. Hеr еуеѕ wеrе nearly сlоѕеd, hеr mоuth widе open, hеr thrоаt аnd jаw tight аѕ ѕhе gаѕреd fоr brеаth. At lаѕt, it саmе: wаvе after оrgаѕmiс wave ѕlаmmеd thrоugh hеr bоdу, rocking it likе ѕеizurеѕ. As I pulled at her rod, she spewed out all over my hand. Hеr lovely little ass bоrе dоwn оn my сосk, соntrасting оvеr аnd оvеr аgаin but nеvеr fullу releasing me— it didn't want mе tо ѕtор. I hаd nеvеr еxреriеnсеd ѕuсh a роwеrful moment in my whole life.

Mу ѕkin tinglеd, mу muѕсlеѕ tеnѕеd, and I сlаmреd dоwn to рrоlоng thе climb. Finаllу, thе рrеѕѕurе was just tоо muсh, аnd I сrunсhеd uр, squeezing mу eyes tight аѕ mу сосk thrоbbеd in ѕwееt agony. Alina ѕlаmmеd back hard, аdding еvеn mоrе рrеѕѕurе tо thе bаѕе оf mу long rоd.

"Oh, Gоd," I mоаnеd, аnd then I gruntеd with еасh blast оf сum that sprayed intо Alina's сlutсhing hole. My mind went blank as I emptied еvеrуthing I had intо her.

Aftеr a lоng whilе, I ореnеd mу еуеѕ. We were lying spent on the bed. Where had the time gone? It was then that Alina'ѕ еуеѕ met mine, and I wondered how I could ever live a life without her. We rested, her lying in my strong arms for nearly an hour. Then, the babysitter was ready to go again. Shе wаѕ getting rеаllу turnеd оn, аnd I could fеlt hеr hiрѕ ѕtаrt uр again. Hеr fingеrѕ buѕied themselves оn hеr hardening сock. I rоllеd hеr little pink niррlеѕ bеtwееn mу fingеrѕ, аnd ѕhе gasped in pleasure.  It was going to be a long week in paradise. And then I’d have to figure something out, because I would never be without Alina again.

SPRING BREAK WITH SEAN

He slowly strutted out of the ocean, the frothy white surf swirling angrily around his ankles. Long, blonde, wet hair cascaded down over his shoulders. His skin was already a golden tan. Those white trunks were probably the sleaziest thing I’d ever seen, and he was on vacation with us. Our sitter, Sean. Judith, my wife, said Spring Break wouldn’t be restful, at least for her, unless we brought along someone to watch the kids.

Judith did have a point – restaurants sucked with kids. They screamed, they cried, they squirmed on your lap, and the other diners glared. It was more than uncomfortable; it was downright torture. Who knew parenting would be so demanding? I certainly didn’t. Who would think your life would change so much? To be honest, I long for the days when I was young, available to anyone that walked by, and oh-so-wonderfully unbridled. Yes, freedom is a long, lost memory at best now.

But, I still had my fantasies, a dream, an escape that only I could know. And I was having one hell of one now, as Sean scampered up the sand towards me in search of a towel. I wanted to grab one, to stand, and wrap it around him in its warmth, but I didn’t. Judith always watched like a hawk, always in the wings, waiting for me to slip up. At least that’s the way I felt, but maybe I was becoming paranoid. I’d lived so long with the fantasies that sometimes I forgot that no one else knew. They can’t read my mind, no one can, and that includes Judith. It’s a good thing.

I spent most of our week-long vacation in Florida intoxicated. We always rented out a house on the beach, and my best friend Ted’s family rented the house next to us. That’s what vacation is, right? A chance to get sloshed with your friends and forget about the shit job you hate. I’d like to think if I hadn’t been impaired, I might have been able to hold back – to control myself. But, truthfully. I just don’t know.

You see, I’d been living a life in my own personal hell for a very long time. Things just weren’t what they used to be – at home, at work, anywhere. I’d been falling into a depression, fed on by a severe mid-life crisis. But, that’s when Sean came bouncing into my life. I found myself thinking about him all the time, the possibilities, if ever so remote, of us running away and having a future together. It might’ve been crazy, but it’s what I’d lived off of for the last few months.

And I didn’t even plan it – I didn’t have to – because I guess it was just fate. Everyone else had gone to the theme park, but I’d stayed behind. I don’t like parks, and Judith knows it. But, everyone else – all the adults and kids, had to have their customary day there. I was out, standing, looking at the ocean. The only light came from the tip of my cigarette as I took a long drag off of it. I thought I was all alone as the gentle sound of the waves lapped the sand. I never heard him coming.

“Alone at last,” Sean’s sweet voice came from behind me, and I almost jumped out of my skin.

“Ah – you caught me,” I said, raising my cigarette up in my hand.

“Don’t worry – I won’t tell,” he replied, and I thought I heard a wickedness in his voice, a flirting that was definitely different than when my wife was around.

“Oh, good – I’ve got to have at least one secret,” I told him wryly as the darkness around us grew heavier.

“Why didn’t you go to the park?” he continued on as he reached out and took my cigarette from my hand. He took a long draw off of it, and then handed it back.

“I don’t like crowds,” I explained. It was true – I don’t like crowds or rides.

“And you – why are you here?” I asked him, really having no idea why he’d stayed behind.

“I said I had a migraine,” Sean explained.

“Oh – that’s too bad, I’m sorry,” I tried to commiserate, tried to show him my caring nature.

“I don’t have a migraine,” Sean confided.

“You don’t – so – why did you stay here?” I asked tentatively.

“I’d rather be here with you,” he whispered, pulling in close to me as he did so. I almost fell over in the sand, but his arms wrapped around my midriff as I stumbled. I thought about pretending I didn’t want him, didn’t think about him every other thought. But, it would’ve been pointless. Even though we were blanketed in darkness, he would’ve seen right through me.

I dropped my cigarette on the wet sand, and bent down to kiss his full lips. It felt like I’d been waiting to do this my whole life, and it was better than I could’ve imagined. Before I knew what I was doing, I’d picked him up in my arms and started carrying him up to the house.

We made no pretense of what was happening between us. Why fight it? Why talk about it? What would we even say? That we shouldn’t do it? Be real. We both knew what we wanted, and I certainly wasn’t going to deny Sean of anything he wanted from me. I would give him the whole of my being, everything I had – and be damned with the consequences.

I gently placed him down on the first bed I came to after walking through the door. There was a downstairs bedroom on the left, and that’s where I took him to make sweet, sweet love to him. I knew we’d have hours. The crew would be gone until at least midnight – they’d ride the rides and stay to watch the late night parade.

Just as I was thinking that thought, he peeled his white t-shirt off, revealing a well-toned chest I’d seen many times before. He was so tanned that his skin seemed to sizzle. He looked so beautiful that I thought I must be dreaming, but really no dream about Sean had ever been this good.

I unbuttoned and peeled down his cut-off shorts, tossing them to the side once they’d cleared his ankles. Sean’s strong hands were all over me – yanking at my khaki shorts and unbuttoning my cotton shirt. My erection was enormous, unstoppable. I was naked in no time, and Sean  was down to just his tighty whities as I climbed on top of him, kissing him deeply and with an urgency neither of us could deny. I wondered if he’d wanted me as long as I’d wanted him.

I explored his luscious mouth, his long neck, and across his shoulders. He was rubbing his own bare chest, and pushed my mouth down on top of one pert nipple. I licked it, I sucked it, and Sean moaned loudly, gasping for each incredible breath. He pulled his underwear off. We were going crazy on each other, and just when I thought my brain was about to burst, he went down on me.

Holy fuck. His warm, wet mouth on my surging cock was unreal. I laid back, my elbows up under my head, resting on the pillow as he sucked me off like nobody’s business. How could someone so young be so talented at giving head? My entire body started to quiver, and my hands reached down to stroke his long, blonde mane.

“Oh no you don’t,” he told me, as if I was going to orgasm right then and there. And I might have, but he stopped, turned around, and backed himself up on top of my bulging penis, straddling me. As he lowered his tight little ass onto me, I groaned loudly. It felt so good that I couldn’t help but squeeze his ass cheeks – hard, as I started fucking him. He was really tight, really ready for me, and his small little bunny hole massaged my meat from base to tip with each thrust.

“Holy fuck,” I couldn’t help but saying as he bounced up and down on my dick, loving every minute of it.

“Oh, God – Dave, Dave, Dave, oh, you fuck me so good, Dave,” he went on and on as I banged the hell out of him. I was surprised that I lasted as long as I did – we must’ve fucked for over an hour before I came up inside of Sean, spewing my love juice up into his canal. We came as one, covered in sweat and intertwined in each other’s arms, naked, just as Judith came through the bedroom door.

Sean got fired – and Judith didn’t talk to me for a month straight. Now all I have are my fantasies, - and the memory of one incredible night with my favorite sitter. It may not be much, just a mere memory, but it’s something. Something, in a life where I feel like I’ve lost everything.

Writer’s Block

When did this obsession begin, you ask? Probably from the very beginning. Julia’s lovely eyes have always effortlessly played the strings of my heart. So what’s wrong with that?

Julia is my twenty year-old stepdaughter, but it’s a bit complicated. You see, Julia is a boy. A boy who crossdresses all the time, and lives her life as a girl. I’ve always been attracted to her – since we met a year ago when I married her mother. Her warm smile, her easy-going personality. However, I didn’t realize until recently that the feeling was mutual. I should have just walked away from her, ran in fact. But I didn’t. I guess that makes me a weaker man.

It was Labor Day Weekend, and my wife Karen had gone to her mother’s house for a visit. Julia was busy most of the time, spending it with friends the way young girls do. I didn’t pay too much attention – she was an adult, or at least according to her age. I knew she was probably running around all night, drinking, dancing, and God only knows what else.

I’d stayed in for most of the weekend, trying to work on my latest novel. It wasn’t going well. Writer’s block, you see. I took to drinking Jim Beam instead, but kept going back to trying to work. I took another break, and pulled up some porn online just to pass the time. More bourbon, more porn. No, tonight was gonna be another bust, and nothing would get done. I was half in the bag by the time Julia drifted through the door at around midnight.

She was wearing a little black bikini top. Her jean cut-offs were scandalously short, with long, tanned legs stemming out below the white fringe. It had been blistering hot, and she’d no doubt spent the day at the beach, but it was much cooler now. She must’ve forgotten to bring extra clothes.

“Whoa – you’re still up? No luck, eh?” she said in surprised voice, tucking a long strand of platinum blonde hair behind one ear.

“Uh – yeah – didn’t get a damn thing done today,” I replied a bit dejected, wondering if she could tell how much I’d been drinking. Could she smell it? Probably.

I was self-conscious enough around her, and now here she was half-naked and me pretty well drunk. Great! I tried really hard not to stare at her toned chest as they heaved up and down with each breath.

“Poor guy – I wish there was something I could do. Writer’s block sucks – and I know how hard it is on you,” she purred, moving even closer to me and reaching out to place her hand on my shoulder. I could feel myself stiffen up as I wasn’t used to her touching me, but then I felt it. My cock twitched in my pants as her warm, sweet breath hit my ear.

“Are you sure there’s nothing I can do, you know, to help relieve the pressure?” she continued to say as she slipped her arms under mine and pushed her chest close to my own. What The Fuck.

I had had too much to drink, but I could tell that something different was going on here. This had never happened. Was she coming on to me? I was confused, to say the least, and I knew if I was misreading her signals, well, let’s just say it wouldn’t be good. At all.

My mind raced – what should I do? I’d dreamed about this very scenario a million and one times, but now that it was happening – I just froze. Still, like a statue. I couldn’t move. Her body was warm against mine, and she just snuggled into me so nicely. But, I couldn’t move.

But then, I felt like I had to do something; her eyes closed and her soft, curvy lips were making their way towards my mouth.

“Julia– what are doing?” I exclaimed as I took her by the arms. Her big green eyes flew open, and I immediately felt as though I’d done the wrong thing – or was it the right thing? So confusing.

“Kiss me, David, just kiss me,” she begged as she pulled close to me once again. God, I wanted to bang her.

“We shouldn’t do this,” I told her, wondering at the fact that I was the one trying to talk her out of it. What a strange turn of events. I never would have seen it coming…like a surprise ending at the conclusion of a novel.

“Please, David – I just really need you right now,” she continued on, undeterred by my protests. I knew I needed her, too, and probably more than she could have ever needed me.

“Why?” I sounded so stupid saying it, but I truly didn’t know what else to say.

“I had a really bad day today, and I just really need to be held,” she explained softly, snuggling into me again. I wish I could say that I had the strength to turn her away from me, but I just couldn’t. Her lips quivered as I lowered mine down to them, and we shared our first, intimate kiss.

I was fully erect now, and hadn’t felt this much passion for what seemed like years – really. I needed her more than she could ever know.  My hands shook as I felt around her back for the bikini top ties, and pulled at them. Her black bikini top fell to the linoleum kitchen floor.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. I didn’t know where it would lead – well, actually I kind of did. But, I didn’t know what the repercussions would be – if any. To be honest, I didn’t care. The object of my desire was actually coming onto me. I decided I’d worry about it tomorrow.

Her hands were pulling at the button on my slacks, and I helped pull them down and off. Her lovely hands, with the long, crimson nails, began working on the button to her cut-offs. She wasn’t wearing any panties. She kicked off her flip flops while I rid myself of my short-sleeved, plaid buttoned-down shirt. For just a moment, we stood there naked staring at each other.

Julia was so beautiful – she looked like a creature from another planet. Too perfect to be of this earth. Her body was long and lean, with bikini tan lines and the flattest, most toned stomach. Her chest was muscular, young. Her nipples were small, and tight, and red. Her crotch was waxed bare, and she was already hard.

I knew we were too far gone at this point, so there was no point in trying to stop. She wasn’t going to anyway. Before I knew what was happening, she was down on her knees in front of me. I looked down at her, and our eyes met as she slowly slipped my boner into her warm, wet, delicious mouth. My whole body shuddered involuntarily. She sucked me off with such technique that I found myself wondering how many cocks had been in her mouth. I felt a twinge of jealousy ruffle through me. It certainly seemed like she had way too much practice.

In almost no time, I had to pull myself away from her as I could feel myself building up to an excruciating orgasm. I reached out to her with both hands, and pulled her back up to me. I kissed her deeply, then stopped, taking the chance to look deep into those impossibly mesmerizing eyes. I could fall into those eyes, those deep pools that led directly to soul.

I could feel myself burning for her, our bodies steaming hot, as I lifted her little ass up onto the wooden kitchen table. Her thin legs dangled off the edge as I started licking my tongue down her long neck, and around her right nipple. It was hard in my mouth, and I pulled at it to add to the pain, the pleasure. She moaned loudly as I did this, and I knew I’d hit my mark. I spent a long time sucking on her titties before finally making my way slowly, methodically, down towards the promised land. My wet tongue slid over the head of her cock, teasing it, and taking my sweet time. Her long fingers came down and were tangling in my hair as she positioned my mouth where she wanted me.

Julia let out one moan as I spread her legs wide and took her cock down my throat.

“Uh, uh, uh,” she struggled as I started raising her up towards a fit of orgasms. She came hard, and her juices spurted out, flowed, as I pleasured her with my mouth. My cock got longer, even harder if that was possible. I dropped a hand down to pull at it, to ease the ache of it.

“Oh, I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” I told her as I pulled her body off the edge of the table, and then bent her over it so my dick could take that tight little ass so good. Her hands flew up to her long, blonde hair and she ran her fingers through it as I nested my cock up against her sweet, young hole. I thought I’d cum as soon as I violated her, but I managed to control it.

“Oh, David, David,” she shrieked as I rocked her body back and forth against the kitchen table. She was so impossibly tight, and I hadn’t had sex in like six months. I banged the hell out of her. Our bodies were sweaty, and she clung to me desperately as I slammed into her again and again. I dipped it in so deep, and she just went crazy grinding recklessly back into me. I would pull it out all the way, and then let her have it again. She loved my big, long cock up her tight ass. Her long red nails dug into the wooden table as I took her over and over again. She panted, groaning with every thrust of my thick shaft. Finally, I just couldn’t take it any longer.

I felt my cock twitch repeatedly, spurting stream after stream of jism up inside of her. I thoroughly enjoyed filling her up with my hot cum. She let out a scream as I came. It seemed like it took a really long time to finish cumming, but maybe I just didn’t want it to end. My knees were weak. I was just about to collapse on top of her, when we heard a car door slam in the driveway. We freaked.

Julia jumped up, and ran towards her bedroom. I did the same, grabbing all of our clothes and taking off for my bedroom. I dropped the clothes in the hamper as I went by the bathroom. I jumped into bed, and pretended I was asleep, faking deep breaths.  Her mother had decided to come home that night rather than waiting until the following one, as planned.

We never spoke of it, and nothing ever happened again between the two of us. I guess we all have our little secrets. How well do we really know anyone?

In any case, I miraculously got over my writer's block the very next morning… go figure. Maybe I just needed a tight piece of ass.

TRAINING BLAKE

It was Saturday night, and Blake was getting ready. She lied to Chris, saying she was going out with Brian. She didn’t like lying, but she had to – daddy would expect her to be dressed as a woman, and it was their little secret. She didn’t remember when she’d started calling the man daddy. She’d met him many years before, and it seemed as though she could never escape him. No matter how far away she stayed, daddy always showed up again and she couldn’t stay away from him. There was certainly no crime in meeting him for dinner – one more time. Dressed in a little black dress, black hosiery, and black heels, Blake entered the bar. Long silver earrings decorated her ears, and she held a red clutch purse in her hand. She wanted to look nice for him – it had been so long since she’d seen him.

Blake was actually a bit embarrassed, thinking back to the last time she’d seen daddy. She’d gone to visit him in Vermont. They’d shared a couple of bottles of Cabernet Sauvignon and gotten more than a bit tipsy. 

Daddy was an attractive older man – blond hair with graying at the temples. Blake always thought how much he looked like Robert Redford. Strong, with twinkling blue eyes, and a killer smile. He had a remarkable body for his age – must be all those long runs.

Anyway, somewhere amidst their drunken stupor and accidental flirting, as they’d drowned their respective realities with red wine, the talk had turned sexual. They’d shared their own sexual fantasies – things that they’d done with others, things they’d still like to do, things they’d never do. She’d shared things with daddy that night that she had never ever revealed to anyone. Nothing untoward had happened – it was all just talk – drunken ramblings. She half-remembered telling him how attractive she thought he was. Blake shuddered at the thought of that – maybe he didn’t remember.  

This time, she saw him sitting at the bar at the Holiday Inn, where he was staying while in town for business. He was talking to another man, whom Blake did not recognize.

“Hey, Daddy - imagine seeing you here,” she said, smiling brightly at him. Blake called him daddy, and it made her remember the fact that her own father had passed away many years before.

“Nick, this is my Blake. Blake - Nick,” Daddy introduced them. Nick said hello, and they made small talk for a few minutes until Nick excused himself, and left the bar.

“Two cabernet sauvignon’s,” Daddy ordered from the bar maid. They sat there drinking their wine, and catching up. Blake told them about her work as a financial analyst, and he shared what was going on with his own work as a management consultant. After a couple of glasses of wine each, and some warm conversation, he turned to her.

“You know, I’ve been thinking about something. I need to talk to you – in private. Can we talk in my room?” Daddy asked her, all of a sudden seeming a lot more serious.

“Of course,” Blake replied, a bit worried. He seemed so solemn – and that wasn’t really like daddy at all. She’d known him for way too many years.

They entered the same hotel room as before, and Daddy sat down on the bed. He looked so handsome, with a light blue shirt accenting his tanned face. And of course, blue jeans and his old worn boots – which he always wore when he wasn’t at work and in a three-piece suit.

“I was hoping you’d come meet me, Blake,” Daddy murmured in her ear, and he sat down with her on the bed.

“In fact, I brought you a present,” he explained.

“You didn’t need to do that,” Blake politely replied.

“Oh, yes, I did. I tried to think of something that you needed, Blake. I gave it a lot of thought, and then came up with the perfect gift for you”.

And with that phrase, a dark haired woman walked out of the bathroom of his hotel room and into the bedroom. She was stunning. Her long black hair shone, and she had almond shaped eyes and red lips. She wore a brown skirt, a beige blouse, and nude heels.

“This is your present, Blake. You’re going to make love to Marguerite while I watch. Don’t worry - she’s been paid well, she won’t mind” Daddy said, obviously very proud of himself.

Blake was shocked. What the hell? She’d come here for a nice dinner and drinks with daddy, hadn’t she? Her mind raced, and she was in turmoil – what kind of game was he playing? Here she was, a gay man dressed up as a woman so that daddy would be happy, and now she had to do this woman? In front of daddy? She looked back at him with contempt. How dare he put her in this situation…she’d never been with a woman before. And now she’d have to do it – while dressed like a girl.

“Let’s go, Blake” Daddy commanded, now standing next to the bed.

As if propelled by the mere sound of his voice, Blake moved closer to Marguerite, who was just standing there. She tentatively touched Marguerite’s breast, and then made herself softly kiss her on the lips. Blake closed her eyes. The kiss was warm and wet, not really any different than kissing a man. Their tongues found each other, and darted around in a wicked dance. Blake could feel herself submitting to her physical urges, her desires. She was letting go. It seemed so forbidden. What would Chris think if he knew what she was doing?  Was that why she always returned to daddy? Because he pushed her limits and made her do thos things that she would never do – without being forced? She could feel her face become flushed…and she knew Daddy was watching. They stopped kissing for just a moment.

Blake’s eyes found Daddy now, who was just staring at them as he stood silently by the bed. Blake made a decision, and gathered her inner strength. If he wanted a show, then by God, Blake was going to give it to him. She suddenly grabbed a hold of Marguerite and pushed her backwards onto the bed. Blake was an animal as she rushed to unbutton Marguerite’s beige blouse. With one hand, Blake held Marguerite’s pert breast and covered the nipple with her wet mouth. Marguerite was surprised at this sudden turn of events. She moaned a loud “Oh” as she felt Blake on her breast. Blake sucked and nibbled her rose buds until they were very red and very sore. Daddy laid down on the bed beside them to get a closer look. His cock crawled inside of his jeans at the sight of these two getting it on. He watched Marguerite’s face carefully. The looks of surprise, the grimaces. She whined and squirmed, trying to escape Blake’s mouth on her titties. But there was no relief in sight. Blake sucked and sucked on Marguerite’s gigantic boobs.

Then, Blake stood up and undressed herself. Off came the little black dress, she peeled off her hose, and her black lace thong. She stepped back into her black high heels and climbed back onto the bed. Blake rolled Marguerite over and began to unzip and remove her skirt.

“Leave the skirt on” Daddy’s voice directed.

Blake changed course. She hiked up Marguerite’s brown skirt to expose her, and pulled off her white panties. As Marguerite lie back on the bed, Blake started to work her clit, wetting it with her mouth. She buried her fingers inside of Marguerite, and listened to her moaning. Marguerite had a lovely landing strip of dark hair down to her pussy. Blake did think it was sexy, and Blake rubbed it as she worked her.

“Do 69,” Daddy commanded.

Marguerite got up and maneuvered herself so she was face down in between Blake’s legs. Marguerite’s long, shiny black hair covered her back. Marguerite’s landing strip was now in Blake’s face, and Blake grabbed her ass and pulled her in towards her. She licked the landing strip, and then moved down to the feast below. As Blake did this, she felt Marguerite tentatively kissing the inside of her thighs. Marguerite then began licking Blake’s cock, getting her first taste of it. This really turned Blake on, and she just let out a loud moan as Marguerite’s mouth found the sensitive part below the head. It was incredible and so, so bad…and still, Daddy watched.

Blake turned her head to look over at Daddy, still lying on the bed next to them. Their eyes met as Marguerite eagerly ate up the Blake’s veiny cock.  Blake could feel her fingers all over her as well, but Blake held her stare with Daddy. He was so gorgeous, so much a man. She thought about fucking her “daddy”, and that really turned Blake on. She whined a high-pitched “uh, uh, uh, uh” in ecstasy. Her sweet, but helpless yelps were music to Daddy’s ears.

Blake was a lot of things, but not a selfish lover. After she came, she sucked Marguerite’s clit, licked her, fingered her, and rubbed her fingers quickly over Marguerite’s hot spot until she came as well, with a long groaning sound. They then sat up and Blake kissed Marguerite softly on the lips again and again and again. The two women kissed each other deeply, appreciatively, and caressed each others’ bodies. It was unbelievable.

With that, Daddy got up off the bed and removed his clothes and boots. He took Marguerite by the back of the neck, and bent her over the end of the bed, pushing her face roughly down into the white sheets. Her straight black hair splayed out over her delicate back. With super-hard cock in hand, Daddy entered Marguerite from behind and started to fuck her hard. Marguerite struggled with his massive dick. She grabbed the bed sheets with both hands. Marguerite cried out and moaned and groaned. Daddy caught Blake’s eyes as she sat on the bed a few feet away. He looked at her with a steely glare as he fucked Marguerite deeply. Sweat covered their bodies.

Clearly, the girl-on-girl show had worked. Daddy exerted a sexual rage and passion that Blake had never seen. He was an alpha male, and he was obviously still in his prime. Daddy grabbed Marguerite’s luscious ass and pulled her to him again and again as she moaned over and over. He humped her and humped her. Daddy violated Marguerite’s pussy repeatedly. Still, he kept his eyes focused on Blake. Then, he gathered Marguerite’s black hair into a ponytail at the back of her head, and used it as reins to ride her even more. This clearly turned Marguerite on, and she now cried out with each thrust. He rode on and on and on. Blake was jealous.

Blake got off the bed and moved to the end of it to be next to Marguerite. She bent over the bed so she could lie next to her. Their eyes met, and Blake smoothed her black hair down the side of her face, trying to comfort Marguerite. Marguerite moaned and groaned from being penetrated by daddy over and over again. Blake was compassionate, and she covered Marguerite’s face with soft kisses, trying to soothe her. Finally, Marguerite let out a yelp, and convulsed in a massive orgasm. She collapsed flat on the bed, her body limp. Daddy was controlled, and had not come.

He moved over to Blake, who was still bent over the bed next to Marguerite. Daddy licked his thumb generously, and entered Blake’s butt hole with it. She stiffened momentarily, having never been taken by daddy before. With his other hand, Daddy grabbed Blake’s penis and began to pump it. He packed Blake’s tight hole with his mammoth member. She sucked in her breath as he entered her, and then just began to moan. Clearly, she hadn’t gotten used to his fat penis yet. He pumped and pumped, thrusting her into ecstasy. Marguerite watched him fuck Blake in silence. She was amazed, and simply couldn’t look away. Blake struggled while he reamed her hard, but she was able to tolerate him better than Marguerite had. Eventually, Daddy’s load began to spray inside of her, and Blake’s response to her man’s climax caused her to come as well. She released, yelling out, “uh, uh, uh, uh” as she spewed her seed all over daddy’s strong hand stroking her rod. They collapsed on the bed.  

It was only then that she realized that she was in love with daddy…

FORCING BLAKE – ONE MORE TIME

The next time he was in town on business, Daddy wasn’t in the bar. Blake, wearing a white skirt, black silk blouse, and black and white pumps went up to his room. She knocked nervously on the door, not knowing where tonight would take them.

Daddy opened the door, and motioned Blake in. Blake was surprised to find another man sitting on the chair in the room.

“This is Adam. Adam, meet Blake,” Daddy said. Adam rose from the chair to shake her hand. He was tall, with blonde hair and a slender build. He wore khakis and a button-down shirt. He wasn’t as sexy as Daddy, but he wasn’t half bad, either. He looked like an accountant to Blake.

“We’ve been waiting for you, Blake,” Daddy continued talking. Tonight, she could smell whiskey on Daddy’s breath.

“Waiting for me? What for?” Blake inquired, with a puzzled look on her pretty face.

“Adam has shown a real interest in you, Blake. I’ve shown him pictures of you,” Daddy said, his mischievous eyes dancing.

“Oh” said Blake, feeling the heat of blush moving up her face. Great, how many men had Daddy been showing pictures of her to? And, more importantly, what was this guy here for?

“Blake, I’m just gonna come right out and say it. Adam really likes you. I mean, he’s really turned on by you, and he just really needed to meet you,” Daddy explained.

“What? Are you kidding me?” Blake retorted, totally outraged. Here she was, beautiful, all dressed up, looking like a million bucks, and he had the nerve to ask this of her. A total stranger! She was pissed, but had to admit her excitement level began to rise at the prospect of allowing a stranger to do intimate things to her.

“But, Daddy…,” Blake started to protest.

“Remove your blouse, Blake,” Daddy said in his commanding voice, a voice she was more than familiar with.

Blake looked at both of them, and then complied, nervously unbuttoning her black silk blouse. She felt like a child, powerless to disobey a figure of authority.

“Remove your hosiery and shoes.”

Blake carefully stepped out of her $500 pumps, and pulled down her hosiery. She still had a skirt and panties on.

“Slide back on the bed,” Daddy continued, unwavering from his quest. She slid back on the bed.

“Adam,” Daddy said.

Adam climbed onto the bed, clearly caught up in the fantasy of it all. Blake was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, and he’d never been near anyone like her. He hiked up her white skirt, exposing pink panties underneath. His hands trembled as he slowly grabbed the sides of her panties and pulled them down a little. Blake’s hardened cock was exposed to both men, and she couldn’t deny that it both embarrassed her and turned her on.

Daddy watched as Adam removed her panties completely. Her knees were bent now as she laid on her back on the bed. Blake kept her knees tightly together, deliberately, in an act of defiance. If he wanted this, he’d have to do it. Adam looked at Blake, and she looked back at him. He placed his palms on her knees, and slowly spread her legs open. The sweet smell of Blake rose up to him. He slowly lowered his head and began sucking on her cock. Adam had never done this before, but he thought Blake was just so incredible.

Daddy climbed onto the bed, and began kissing Blake ever so softly on her lips. She could no longer see Adam, although she could feel his warm mouth working over her stiff cock. Daddy gently kissed her and kissed her. He covered her mouth with so many kisses it was hard for her to catch her breathe. She was helplessly caught up in the tornado that was Daddy. As she kissed Daddy deeply, Blake felt Adam giving her head. Blake was directly conscious of the fact that she was making out with one man while another guy was sucking her off. It was beyond her wildest fantasy. Daddy’s tongue was out of his mouth, and she stuck hers out to meet his. Their tongues wrestled outside of their mouths, all wet and slippery. Gentle moans escaped her lips because of what Adam was doing to her, but Daddy covered the moans with his mouth on hers. She gasped for breath as Daddy kissed her over and over. She hadn’t expected this luxury.

Finally, Adam wiped his mouth on the inside of her thigh, and stopped. Daddy started talking again to Blake.

“I bought something for you. He got up off the bed and picked up a small white box that had been sitting on the table. He pulled from it something metal that Blake had never seen before.

“These are nipple clamps. I bought them for you. I realized you’d be the perfect person to try them out on. I know how much you like your nipples worked”.  Blake had never even heard of them before. She just looked up at him, blankly.

“I’m going to clamp one of these on each of your nipples. The metal chain that connects the nipple clamps will hang on your chest between them. I adjust the pressure of the clamps, so it’s just right for you. These are going to look so sexy on you, Blake”.

Blake was more than nervous at this prospect. Anxiety rose in her as she remembered the nipple treatments she’d had from Daddy before. Surely, this would be worse. Still, her excitement level rose at the prospect of the nipple clamps. It was new, it was scary, and it was something she’d never done before.

Daddy attached the nipple clamps to each nipple, and they hurt, just as she figured they would. She said “oooo” each time he attached one. Then, he ratcheted them down to a pressure that hurt a little, but that she could still handle. The metal chain hung low on her chest between the two metal clamps. Adam just watched in amazement. Blake looked like a sex slave with the nipple clamps and chain on.

“Adam, you’re in for a real treat,” Daddy explained. He stood up, waited a moment, and then spoke again.

“Blake has asked me to tie her up and perform anal sex on her tonight,” he said. Blake looked at Daddy. You could feel the tension in the room rapidly rising.

“I never said that…,” Blake complained.

“Blake, do you want to go now? Because, I’m giving you the opportunity to leave. You know you’re free to go. You’re always free to go,” Daddy told her, almost kindly.


“I think I better go,” said Adam, heading for the door. He apparently wasn’t used to this sort of thing either, and it was making him nervous. Blake was more accustomed to daddy’s ways than Adam was.

“You can stay, Adam,” Blake heard herself say, surprising herself and everyone else in the room.

“OK, then,” Adam said, sitting down in the chair. He didn’t want to stay, but he didn’t really want to go either. He was experiencing the boner of his life, and it was harder than a tree trunk. He’d never fucked anyone up the ass, and here was his chance to see it done.

Blake said, “I want to do this,” looking right at Daddy. Blake wasn’t going anywhere. As stricken with terror as she was, she was still painfully curious; she’d never been tied up before. She wanted to experience it. She’d thought about it, fantasized about being tied up by her boyfriend Chris – and by daddy. It would be done tonight, by Daddy, and there was even an audience. She might regret it later, but she was worked up and hotter than a pistol. Daddy motioned Blake to come to him.

Daddy slowly kissed her, feeling the heaviness of her anxiety. Then, he turned Blake and bent her over the side of the bed to give Adam the best possible view. Using his hands, Daddy positioned her legs. Her head rested on the soft, white sheets. She was conscious of her nipple clamps still teasing her tits. Her face was red hot, and her anxiety was now reaching an all-time high. Blake thought she might pass out. Daddy pulled a rope from his bag on the floor, and began to tie her wrists together, and then to the bed post. It was then that Daddy grabbed a tube of lube out of a drawer. He dropped his pants, lubed himself up, and positioned his enormous cock against her tight, little asshole.

“You need to move your legs farther apart,” he directed in his take-charge voice. She did as she was instructed, despite her horror. He pushed the slimy head of his dick against her tight anus. Her legs were trembling, and they both could feel it.

“Wow, you’re really worked up, aren’t you,” he said, stroking her thick blond hair with his hand. He tried to calm her, just a bit. Her frenzy reminded him of a wild horse. Blake could not speak.

“Don’t worry, I will be gentle with you this time, Blake. I have to be. But once I start, I won’t stop. I will help you in this personal struggle. This won’t be an easy night, but I will help you to achieve this goal you’ve set for yourself,” Daddy told her earnestly.

Adam just watched in awe as the dance began.

Blake could feel his dick against her little bunny hole. He gave a little pressure, and she could feel her anus beginning to stretch open in response to his penis. Gently, Daddy pushed the head of his thick cock into Blake’s tight asshole. As just the head carefully penetrated her anus, it stung. Blake screamed out. The tight ring of her butt hole had accepted the head. Blake thrashed a bit, an animal reaction, an instinct to this violation. As she thrashed, Daddy knew to make his move and helped himself deeper into her ass. He was halfway there. Blake let out a shriek. Even though she’d been taken by daddy before, this seemed more violent. Maybe it was because she was tied up, restrained. As she yelled out, he took advantage of her distraction. Daddy completed penetration by gently pushing all the way in her for the first time. Blake felt as if a burning iron rod had been stuck up her. The pain was incredible. She felt as though he ripped up inside of her, to her deepest, most private place. Blake squealed like a pig, her body going limp on the bed from just the initial violation. Daddy was inside of her. Adam watched in horror, but he was definitely still hot for Blake.

“Oh, it’s so tight, Blake. It’s so, so good, it’s so good,” Daddy murmured to her, encouraging her as he gently rode her, still violating her forbidden hole. He knew he had to be careful, gentle, when taking someone anally. He held back the savage urge he had to rack her hips to him over and over. Daddy was very gentle with Blake, as gentle as he could be. Still, he felt as if he was taming a great, wild stallion. He gently pumped her and pumped her and pumped her, unwavering. Blake squealed and squealed. He pulled out and then gently penetrated her anus again. It just went on and on. He knew he had to be careful not to harm her, but he needed to loosen her up. Daddy filled a void in her that Blake had never even known she had. She pulled at her wrists, bound together and tied to the bed.

“Your asshole is so tight, Blake. It’s so tight. It’s so good, so good,” he continued to whisper in her ear with his hot breath over and over again. Daddy knew from experience that she would let him continue, despite her pain, if he told her how good it was for him. And it was good for him.

This was difficult for Adam to watch. It seemed as though he was seeing something he shouldn’t be. It was a very private moment, and there he was bearing witness to it all. He knew that Daddy and Blake both wanted to do it, but it was just so truly primal. Still, he couldn’t look away from them either.

Blake was tired and sweaty from the love Daddy was giving her. She wondered when it would end. Would it ever end? Her mind raced. The gentle thrusting went on and on, and didn’t seem to be getting much better. She moaned and moaned. Daddy was careful as he banged Blake up the ass, never letting up. He was true to his word. Finally, he let out a loud gasp and blew his load in her anus. He rubbed her cock up and down. She was dripping wet.

“Now’s the other part of your fantasy, Blake,” Daddy whispered very quietly in her ear, after regaining his composure. He pulled his limp dick out of her, and rubbed her back with both of his hands. He massaged her back slowly, rubbing his wonderful hands up and down her.

“The question is, will Blake do it?” Daddy whispered low to her again, a whisper only she could hear. Blake was tired, her butt was sore, and she laid her head down on the bed for a moment to rest. Blake remembered the fantasy that she’d shared with daddy that night over wine. She wanted to be fucked by a straight man, not someone like daddy, but a 100% straight guy – someone with a wife.

“Your turn, Adam,” Daddy said, motioning him over to Blake.

“Oh, I can’t,” Adam said. He was rock hard and absolutely dying to fuck Blake. She looked so incredibly hot in those nipple clips. Her round ass, those long tanned legs. She was so vulnerable, so available, just there for the taking. It stirred primitive urges within him as well.

“C’mon, Adam, I want you,” Blake said as she raised her head and beckoned to him, the chain on the nipple clamps moving gently against her ample chest.

That was all he needed. Adam lubed up his member, and moved over to the side of the bed. He put himself into position, with the head of his dick against her butt hole. He carefully slipped his cock, which was way more average-sized than Daddy’s, past the thick round band in Blake’s tight back door. Blake gasped loudly. She was relieved that it was much smaller in diameter, although it still hurt quite a bit.

As he humped her and humped her, it eventually did begin to feel good to Blake. She started getting into it. She enjoyed feeling Adam’s pubic hair bump up against her ass as he fucked her. This was way more manageable for Blake. They fucked and fucked. She was turned on by the fact that this guy, who could be home fucking his wife, was here instead, with her. Doing taboo things – with a gay guy, dressed as a girl.  That knowledge, along with the combination of her clamped nipples and being screwed up the ass by Adam was simply incredible. Blake moaned and groaned in ecstasy. She looked over at Daddy, who was watching them intently. Now, this was hot.

Blake had an orgasm as Adam blew his load up inside of her. She struggled to climb up onto the bed, absolutely spent. Daddy climbed on the bed next to her, once again covering her whole face with the sweetest, gentlest of kisses. He removed the nipple clamps and gently lapped at her sore, hurt nipples. It felt so good. His gentle hands caressed every part of her body. His admiration for Blake was apparent. She had impressed Daddy…what an absolutely perfect evening.

Behind the Mask

George stared at the computer screen.  He felt like he had been looking at it for hours.  He was ready for the day to be over.  Hhe sat back in the seat and yawned loudly.  “Come on five o’clock,” he groaned.

“Am I interrupting?” 

George sat up in his chair, seeing her stepbrother Mike walk through the door.  “Hey, Mike,” he replied with a laugh.  George had gotten her younger stepbrother a job at the company about a year before.  “Not interrupting at all.  You might be keeping me from going to sleep.”

He laughed, “Yeah, that’s why I decided to make a lap around the office.  Today seems to be dragging…doesn’t it?”

George nodded, “You can say that again.”  His stepbrother stepped into the office and sat down on the chair in front of him.  “Plans tonight?”  George asked.

“Yeah, I’m going out with a couple of friends.  Not really sure what we’re doing, but it outta be fun anyway.”

“You have plans tonight?”

George thought about that, looking back to his computer.  Then he shook her head, “Nope, it’s just going to be my cat and I tonight.”

His stepbrother smiled, “You’re always welcome to go out with us.  You know that, right?”

George smiled, “Yes, Mike…I’m well aware and I appreciate the offer.  I think it’d be nice to have a night where I can just relax…home alone.”

He stood up from the chair, “If you change your mind…”

“I know where to find you.” 

He headed out of the office and George watched the back of him leaving.  He appreciated his concern, but he was fine being at home on a Friday night. He didn’t need to go out to have a good time.  He could rent a movie, order in food, and just enjoy.  Nothing wrong with that.

***

When George got home and sat down on the couch, he scrolled through the available movies that he would be able to rent.  There wasn’t really anything appealing to him and so he turned the television back off.  He went into the kitchen and grabbed the phone book.  He went through the available restaurants that would deliver and he still felt drab.  He closed the book up, then his attention went to the refrigerator.  He had forgotten about the Masquerade party that one of his clients had invited him to.  He walked over to the invitation and tore it from magnet.  “Hm…” he thought.  He would only have two hours to find an outfit, but it was doable. Maybe a night out would lift his spirits.

He went into his room and rummaged through his closets and drawers.  He pulled out a sexy short skirt and a white peasant top.  He then dug through a chest that held Halloween costumes from past years.  He removed a gold mask and placed it over his face.  He smiled.  It would be perfect.  George was suddenly excited about what the evening could hold – especially if he didn’t have to be himself for a night. He decided to go the party as his alter ego – a girl named Georgia. 

Georgia hurriedly got dressed and stood in front of the mirror.  Her blond hair flowed down over her shoulders, accented by the low cut of her white peasant blouse. Georgia stepped into high, patent leather heels. Her goal was for her client not to recognize her, and she was sure that it would do the trick.

The petite blonde then grabbed her invitation and purse and headed out of the house.  The drive was only about fifteen minutes, and soon she was pulling into a parking lot of a fancy building.  She parked the car.  When Georgia got out, she started to have second thoughts.  She felt like she was dressed sluttier than she would ever picture herself dressing. 

She didn’t know anybody – and even if she did, she wouldn’t know who was who. Still, it was too late to turn back now.  There were hundreds of cars in the parking lot.  She headed up to the door, where she was greeted by two guards.  She smiled and handed them her invite, while they held the door open for her.  There was something exciting about the anonymity she felt as she walked into the ballroom.  Music was loudly playing as she surveyed the large room.  Couples were dancing and enjoying the company of their companions.  She felt a heaviness in her heart, knowing that she didn’t have that type of a connection with anyone.

She walked over to the nearest punch table and picked up a cup.  She figured she would look less conspicuous if she was drinking.  Georgia walked over to a corner and continued to drink her punch, acting like it was the best drink she ever had.  She didn’t even notice when a masked stranger walked up next to her, until he spoke.  “Nice night, huh?”

She turned to him and nodded, “Oh…it sure is.”

“I like your outfit,” he spoke in a dark, mysterious voice. She blushed, glancing down at her clothes.  She knew that it would provoke male attention, but she didn’t expect to have a man approach her only seconds after she got there.

“Thank you!  Yours is nice, too.” 

She found herself looking over his body.  He was dressed more conservatively than she was, with his Ancient Roman attire, but she could tell that he had sexy lips and hidden beneath his black mask…his eyes were like pools inviting her in. 

“So, what’s a lovely lady doing all alone?”  He asked the question, but she wasn’t wanting to answer him.

Georgia just shrugged, “Couldn’t find the right guy to ask.”  It seemed lame, but she smiled and pulled it off.

His smile was warm, and he held out his hand.  “Care to dance?”

She looked at him, glanced down at his hand, and then back up to his eyes.  There was something about him that made her feel safe and secure, like they had known each other for years.  “Hell, why not?” she remarked.

“Excuse me?” he laughed.

She was glad that he wouldn’t see her blushing.  She hadn’t even realized she had said that out loud.  “Let’s dance.”  She threw her cup in the trashcan and grabbed his hand.  They went out to the dance floor and began to sway to the music.  As she began to feel comfortable, she laid her head down against his shoulder.  It amazed her by how good it felt to have his arms wrapped around her body.  She also was highly sensitive to the fact that the electricity of attraction, excitement, was lighting up her body. 

When the song ended, she started to pull away from him.  However, he yanked her back towards him and she fell against his hard body.  She felt his erection through his pants.  She bit back a groan and continued to dance with him, feeling herself getting lost in the moment.  “You’re an amazing dancer,” he whispered hot breath against her ear.

She was flying high from his words.  “Thank you.  You’re a pretty good dancer, too.”

His smile was filled with sexiness and she could have easily found herself consumed by it.  Another song ended, bringing them to a pause.  “You want to go someplace to talk?”

She nodded, excited to get the chance to know this sexy stranger.  He held up a finger and left her standing there for a moment.  She watched as he went over to the other side of the room and talked to a couple of people standing around.  For a moment, she wondered if he was ditching her for something better.  Then she realized if that was the case, he wouldn’t be coming back.  He made his way back to her. 

“I came with them and I wanted to let them know that I would be detained for a while,” he explained.

She stepped back and looked at him.  “You just ditched your friends to hang out with me?”

Through his mask, she saw that his eyes were wide.  Then he laughed, “Yeah, I guess I did.”

The tall dark mystery man escorted her out of the ballroom, and they entered a smaller room.  She looked around, as he flipped a spotlight on and they took a seat on a bench.  “When I was younger, I used to come here.  Not too many people even know this room is here.  It’s kind of hidden and out of the way.”

She looked around the room, then turned to him.  The more she talked to him, the more he seemed familiar.  “You remind me of someone.”

He smiled, “Who?  An old boyfriend?  An ex-husband?”

She laughed, “Definitely not an old boyfriend.  I’ve had a few, but I attempt to stay away from them.”  She smiled and shook her head.  “I’m not really sure, other than there’s  just something familiar about you.

“Hm…I get that a lot actually, but if you figure it out, let me know.  It’s funny that you should say that.  You seem very familiar, too.  I’m sure it has something to do with the fact that you’re so easy to talk to.”

“Maybe so.  I pride myself in being forthcoming and yet, tonight I’m wearing a mask, aren’t I?”  She didn’t know why she couldn’t stop talking.  Was it the nerves?  The fact that a whiff of his musky cologne was spinning her mind?  Whatever the reason was, Georgia wished that she could end this need to communicate so much. Sometimes, saying nothing was better.

Yet, he just nodded and acted like it was no big deal, “Yes, it’s like we have known each other for…”

“Ever.” She replied, finishing his statement.

He laughed, flashing white teeth, “Yeah.”  He reached his hand up to his mask.  “We can remove our masks now and see what the other person looks like.”

“Wait!” She spoke, putting her hand on his.  He looked down at their hands and then back up to where she was staring at him.  She didn’t know why, but she didn’t really want to ruin the moment.  She wanted to keep the anonymity going on.  “It’s kind of nice being someone else…sometimes.  Let’s just play it out, okay?”  She waited, hoping that he wanted to keep the charade going on.

He pulled his hand down, where her hand was still touching his.  “I agree.”  She breathed a sigh of relief.  She was worried that if she took off her mask, the sudden sizzle between them would be gone.  She didn’t want to take that chance.

“So, you must know Bryan?”  She asked, breaking into an easy mode of conversation. Surely he knew Bryan, the host of the party. 

“Yes, I’m a business associate of his.”

“Oh, me too – what a coincidence.”

They continued to talk.  She wasn’t sure how long, but at one point she swore they had been locked in.  They talked about everything, from their life’s goals to the fact that she had a cat.  They both were intentionally vague about their jobs, but she was glad about that.  The last thing she wanted to do was bring up work related stuff.  “I wonder how long we’ve been in here.”  He spoke, thinking the same thing that she was.

“I don’t know.”  She replied, getting up and stretching.  She walked over to the door and peaked out to find that the party was still going strong.  She glanced down at her watch and smiled, “Well, it’s getting late and I don’t want to turn into a pumpkin.”

“Well, I wouldn’t want that, either.”  He replied, standing up and walking over to her.  An awkward silence ensued.  She stood there, wondering if he was going to kiss her.  He stood there, acting like he was contemplating what to do. As she pondered the idea of leaving, she felt him moving closer to her.  He finally brushed a kiss against her lips.  She felt a tingling sensation, as she stood there with his lips gently against hers.  He softly moved his tongue over her lips and she moaned.   He pulled away, his head resting against her forehead.  “I don’t want to go out there,” he whispered.  In that moment, there seemed to be a magnet drawing them together.  He felt it and so did she.

“I don’t want to go either,” she answered back.  Their eyes locked with one another’s and then he pulled away and went to the door.  But he didn’t open it.  She couldn’t believe she was thinking about having sex with a stranger, and a masked one at that.  A man who thought she was a woman. One of the dangers of crossdressing, but she never let it stop her from doing it. He wrapped his hand around her neck, pulling her head toward his.   They kissed, only this time it was filled with a heated passion and a longing hunger for each other.  His tongue danced with hers, as they enthusiastically tasted each other.  Her hand touched his elbow, being drawn into the kiss.  For a split second, her head spun. She saw fireworks, feeling like she was in the middle of a romance novel.

Georgia sighed as they pulled away from one another.  Then without thinking of anything else, they each grabbed for each other’s clothing.  Yet, the masks remained.  She couldn’t believe when she undid his pants and his cock came into view.  It was longer than she had imagined.  His hands went to her chest, massaging it with an eagerness she’d never felt. He didn’t even seem to hesitate when he saw her flat chest. They fell to the floor, and she writhed beneath him, bringing her lips to his and dipping her tongue into his mouth, then caressing his mouth with hers.  As he stroked her tender nipples, she grabbed onto his cock.  She gently massaged his veiny dick, feeling an intense arousal course through her veins.  “I want to taste you!” He groaned, licking his lips.

“I want to taste you, too,” she agreed. Georgia couldn’t believe this was really happening. And she was nervous – what would happen when he got her skirt off? 

They looked around the room, but there wasn’t really a great place to lay.  So, they each lowered themselves to the hard linoleum.  He laid down and she climbed on top of him.  Her cock, covered by her skirt, hovered above his masked face and his own delicious pole was in front of her face.  She lowered her lips, covering the full head of his cock and began to soothingly suck.  He pulled up her skirt, exposing his cock. Again, he made no hesitation. His mouth covered her penis, then his head started to bob up and down as his mouth slid over her.  He gently massaged her member between his mouth.  She groaned, going further down and feeling his cock touching the back of her throat. Georgia tried hard not to gag on his lengthy member.

“Oh God yes…” he groaned, breaking free from her dick.  She massaged his hairy balls, while her mouth went back down his cock, grinding against his long shaft.  “Ugh…” he cried out.  She eased up, so that his mouth would latch back onto her sweetest spot.  He did, he ran his tongue up and down her shaft, sliding up and down, enjoying and discovering each spot.  She went back over his cock sucked hard on his rod.  Then her mouth began to bob up and down his erection, eagerly tasting the flow of his cum.  “Ugh…ugh…ugh…”

Georgia cried out as her juices exited her cock and gushed into his mouth.  Her body shook and she felt his body writhing underneath her, with  pleasure.  “Holy fuck!” she moaned, bringing her mouth sensually up his cock and feeling the stranger’s mouth leaving her cock now.  She rolled off of him and just laid there.  For a moment, she thought she forgot how to breathe.  She took a few deep breaths and then sighed heavily.  If that’s how she felt when they were just messing around, she couldn’t imagine how she would handle his cock fucking her.

As she tried to regain her thoughts, she felt him shifting and then a few minutes later he was lying on top of her.  His mouth went to hers as they stayed in that position, kissing and allowing him to reload.  He moaned against her wet lips.  “This has definitely been a night to remember.” He sighed, between his sexy kisses.

“For me, too.” She replied, reaching around his back and grabbing onto his tight ass.  She grinned to herself, suddenly finding that she was not quite as reserved as she usually would be.  She felt his cock, pressing against her leg and she knew that it wouldn’t be long before he was ready to go again.

He looked into her eyes, “I don’t have a condom.” He groaned.

She just nodded her understanding.  “That’s okay.”

The look he gave her was one of relief, as he pressed his thick member into her waiting ass.  “Ugh…” she cried out as he penetrated her.

He began to seductively ride on top of her.  She was face down, pressing her hands into the linoleum, but she was never happier.  “Ah…ah…ah…” he whimpered, as his slow and tedious moves turned into a strong, animalistic punishment.  “Yes…yes…oh God yes…” he moaned, latching onto her hips while his cock pounded inside her.

She braced herself, as her body was wracked by his.  “Yes…yes…yes…” she cried, feeling a moment of triumph, being wrapped up in his arms.  She tilted her head back and sighed, feeling his cum shoot up inside of her.  “Fuck…oh God yes…Wow…” she cried out.  Her breathing was now rapidly exiting her lungs.  She could not tell where she ended and where he began.  They paired so well together.  “Uh…uh…uh…” her slight whimpers were echoing throughout the room.  She felt his cock going flaccid, as he fell against her.  His lips went to her neck and he massaged her skin with his tongue.  She groaned, bearing down on his cock as they remained nestled together.  She came, spewing her love juice all over. His cock pulled out of her and he fell down beside her.  His chest was heaving from the rapid beating that was pounding inside him.  “That was fucking amazing.”  She breathed out.

She heard him let out a deep sign beside her.  “Yes, my dear, it was.”  She felt like she was on cloud nine, in a fairy tale that she never wanted to awake from. These were the details that most fairy tales leave out.

She felt his hand rubbing her chest, while he continued to lie next to her.  She sighed, as he massaged the nipples gently.  He didn’t want to wake up either.

***

Georgia walked into her house and stared at the emptiness.  After she left the masquerade ball, she cursed herself for not getting a number or even a name.  She knew that she would never see him again, and she would be stuck with just a memory of one unbelievable night.  Georgia slowly got undressed and then went and got in the shower.  She hated the fact that the shower was washing away any remnants of them having sex.  It felt amazing, having his lips on hers, his body nestled closer to her, and her hands touching him.  She got out of the shower and pulled a t-shirt over her head. 

She climbed into bed and brought herself to a moment of silence.  As she drifted off to sleep, she pictured the masked stranger lying next to her.  She remembered all the torrid details of the evening.  She drifted off to sleep, knowing she would dream of that every single night.

***

Monday morning at work, George found himself whistling as he went back into the office.  It surprised him, because he never enjoyed Mondays.  There was a new light in his eyes and in his step.  When he got into his office, he wasn’t even sitting down for ten minutes when he spotted his stepbrother.  He gave him a wide smile.  “How was your weekend?”

There was a twinkle in his eyes as he spoke.  “Incredible.”

He laughed, “Interesting.  What did you do with those crazy friends of yours?”

“Went to a party.”  He was beaming, from ear to ear. 

He sat up straight.  “A party?  What happened?”

“Well…” his face looked red.  He definitely appeared nervous to say the least.  “I kinda…sorta…met someone.”

George’s eyes got big.  He was eager to learn more about her stepbrother’s trist.  “Tell me more.”  He pulled up a seat and he sat down.

“Well, Friday night we were at this party, and I met the most amazing girl. We talked, danced, got to know one another…” he hesitated, before continuing, “had sex.”

George’s jaw dropped.  “Michael Ray Hilliard.  Are you telling me that you slept with a complete stranger?”

He laughed, nodding.  George couldn’t believe his stepbrother had finally found someone. He always seemed so aloof, so particular, that he thought no one would ever be able meet his expectations.

“She was amazing, George.  I mean…I have never felt that way before.”

George smiled to himself.  It felt good hearing him say that.  “What’s her name?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” he replied.  

“Nice,” George said, a hint of sarcasm in her voice.

“What did she look like?” George continued, wondering what kind of woman had finally snared his stepbrother.

“Not exactly sure!”

“How can you not be sure?” George asked, now confused.

He laughed, “You see…we were both kind of hidden behind masks.”

George’s jaw dropped to the floor.  It couldn’t be.

“I knew that that would be confusing.” He replied with a chuckle.  “We were at a masquerade ball and I looked across the room and that’s when I saw her.  I walked up to her and we just started talking.”

George suddenly felt sick. He then realized that it wasn’t a stranger he had spent the night fucking.  It was his own stepbrother.  What kind of horrible, twisted universe were they living in?  Still, the look in his eyes was so genuine. “Wow…” George muttered.

He nodded, “I knew you’d be shocked.  How was your weekend?”

George couldn’t bring himself to say anything.  He just shook his head.

Mike smiled, “Sorry, G.  I’m sure you’ll get your moment someday.”

“Thanks, Mike.  Now, if you’ll excuse me…I need to get back to my work.”  Mike nodded.

“Goodbye,” George called, as he walked into the door.

George fell down into his chair, unable to breathe as the realization hit him.  He fucked Mike…and he loved it.

***

When George got home that evening, he had a million things running through his mind.  He wanted to tell him the truth, because if they had that much chemistry on the floor of an old building, he couldn’t imagine the amount they would feel in a bedroom.  They weren’t actually related, though their parents had been married for several years. George was scared to utter the words.  He didn’t want him to be sickened by it.  Yet, he thought it was possible that this was the real thing….for both of them.

George threw in another frozen dinner and waited for the microwave to ding.  However, before it did he heard the doorbell.  “Coming!” he called, rushing to the front door.  He peeked outside to find Mike standing at his doorstep.  He opened the door and stared at him, “Hello.”

“Hey, can we talk,” he barged through the door. It wasn’t really a question.

“Uh…sure.” George replied, closing the door behind him.  “What’s up?”

He glanced back at George.  George saw that his mood had completely shifted from earlier in the day.  “Something has been bothering me all day and it wasn’t until the end of the day that it dawned on me.”

George was still caught by his barging in, and for lack of knowing anything else to say, he just said,  “What?”

“Well, ever since I met that girl – that person - on Friday night…I had this funny feeling.  I felt like we had either met before or something like that.  I couldn’t shake it.  Today, after talking to you, I had what you might call an epiphany.  I could just be crazy or stupid…I don’t know.  I came to look for you after work and you were gone.”

“Left early.” George slowly replied.  Of course he’d left early – he was completely devastated.

“There’s really only one way I can put this all behind me.”  He rushed to George, wrapped his arms around him and pulled him into a kiss.  George couldn’t believe it was happening.  It was like a dream – a very slow motion, weird kind of exchange.  As much as he initially tried to pull away, he could not drag himself from the moment of his lips touching George’s. 

“Hm…” George softly moaned, against his intense kiss.

He pulled from him .“Fuck George, why didn’t you tell me?”  He held onto George’s face and continued to stare into his eyes.  George got lost in those blue pools again, surprised that he had never really seen them before.  “You let me tell you about this amazing night I had, when it was you all along?”

George slowly nodded.  “I didn’t know what to say.  I didn’t know it was you, but I felt the same things that you did. And, I didn’t know how you’d feel about me knowing that you, you, were with a man – me.”

“I don’t care that you know I’m bisexual. It felt so right to be with you,” he whispered softly.

“And it is so wrong, you know, because we’re stepbrothers,”  George said, his mind settled on that fact, but his body wanting to disagree.

“What I don’t understand is…why do we have to fight it?”  He pulled George towards him, looking him straight in the eyes.  George was frozen; he didn’t know what to say, what to do.

George would never be able to deny that what he felt was a real connection.  “When I looked into your eyes, I knew that I wanted to be with you.  Even though in that moment I had no idea who you were.”

“I still want to be with you,” Mike spoke, moving closer to him.

He silently reached for his top and lifted it above George’s head. His warm mouth went down to George’s chest and he massaged the nipples with his tongue.  George, as if in a trance, could not resist. If Mike wanted to fuck him up the ass a thousand times, he would let him. Mike’s teeth nibbled on George’s nipples, circling his tongue around the swollen peaks.

As Mike massaged his chest, George slowly lowered his hands to Mike’s fly, unzipped his zipper, and lowered his pants to the floor.  His boxers were removed swiftly and George’s hands went to his generous cock, rubbing all over him with a passion.  The more George ran her hands up and down his shaft, the more George wanted that man’s cock inside of him.

George pulled his hands away, just long enough to lower his own pants and white underwear.  Mike broke his attention from George’s chest, to stare at his cock.  George grabbed his hand and pulled him down the hallway towards his bedroom.  As they moved to the room, George lifted Mike’s shirt over his head.  When George got to the bed, Mike pushed him face down. George anxiously awaited that incredible cock. He didn’t have long to wait. Mike pushed himself up inside of George, making them both groan loudly. This was exactly what they both needed.

“Ugh...ugh...ugh…” George groaned.  Mike gave it long and hard to his stepbrother, paying no attention to his moans.

“Oh God...yes...yes...ugh…” an orgasm ripped through Mike’s body, and his cum gushed up inside of George’s tight ass.

“Yes…” George threw back his head in the heat of the moment.  

“Oh, God - George…” he moaned, as he collapsed on the bed.

Mike finally lowered his lips to George’s and bit tenderly along the edges of his lips.  He then lowered his head to suck George off as hard as he could manage. Neither one could believe they had waited this long to make this unbelievable physical connection. If it wasn’t for the masquerade ball…

After cumming stream after stream into Mike’s eager mouth, George slumped against him. He cuddled into the crook of his shoulder.  George wanted to say something, but nothing seemed appropriate. Perhaps this was one of those times when saying nothing was better.

Bad Boy Nikki

I was taking a shower to get ready to go to my boss’s dinner party. Shanna had to pick up the boys at daycare on the way home from work. I thought I heard the door slam, so I figured Shanna was home early so she could get ready as well. It takes her a lot longer to get ready than it does me.

The shower curtain moved a few minutes later, and much to my surprise, Nikki, our eighteen year old babysitter, stepped in. This might seem like any man’s dream, but in our case it was different.  You see, Nikki is a boy – who dresses and acts like a girl. To say the least, I was shocked. She was completely naked. I just stood there, dumbfounded, looking at her as warm water fell over me like a waterfall. Platinum blond, with a tanned, toned young body. My eyes moved down her body - the little bit of pubic hair she had was platinum blond. Her cock was staring right at me. But still, she looked really fuckin’ hot. That little teenage slut!  

“Nikki, Shanna’s gonna be here in like half an hour,” I said nervously, pretty much because I didn’t know what else to say. I think I was in shock. I’m not usually at a loss for words - ever - but this was totally unexpected.

“I know what time your wife gets home, Mr. Brooks,” Nikki said coyly, as she pressed her body close to mine. “A lot can be done in half an hour”. This was true - a lot could be done in half an hour. I could have this little tramp six different ways in that amount of time.

Nikki got down on her knees in the shower, and she parted her plump lips ever so slightly. She grabbed my hard cock, and rubbed it hard against her lips - back and forth. Then, she popped my dick into her little mouth. I moaned. I had definitely crossed the line now. Since I’d gotten married five years ago, I hadn’t touched another woman.  I hadn’t been touched by another woman. I certainly had never been sucked off by a teenage boy. Well, there goes five years of marital fidelity down the drain.  All with one simple movement.

Nikki moaned loudly as she sucked my pecker. It was wonderful, and I petted the top of her blond head as she worked me over. She sucked it like nobody’s business. She must’ve been some kind of blowjob expert or something. She worked it with her soft hands, and licked the head of my penis. She tongued the hole, and rubbed by wet balls with her hands as she did it. Nikki moved her head lower, and started sucking on my balls. I could’ve died right then and there. She loved it. I wanted to fuck her so bad. As she licked all over my nutsack, I suddenly heard the garage door go up.

Absolute panic ensued. Nikki jumped up and got out of the shower. I told her to run with her clothes to the downstairs bathroom. She’d have time - Shanna still had to get the kids out of their car seats. I figured Nikki would have time to dress if she was in the bathroom. My plan was to just stay in the shower. That would look totally fine.

We managed to pull off the maneuver. Her hair was wet, but she covered for it by saying she had come from swimming practice. Nikki was sitting on the couch watching TV when Shanna and I finally came downstairs to leave.

“We’re about ready to leave, Nikki. My cell phone number is on the refrigerator if you need anything. The kids should be in bed by 8. There’s snacks in the kitchen - help yourself to whatever you want,” Shanna instructed her. I was thinking she already helped herself to whatever she wanted.

“Oh, my dad’s working the nightshift tonight - he has the car. Do you think Mr. Brooks could drive me home later?” Nikki inquired of my wife, a false innocence in her voice. I’d drive her home later all right. Nikki smiled at the both of us.

“Of course, Nikki - it’s no problem at all,” Shanna answered. Shanna had known Nikki and her family for years. She was well aware of her situation – the whole crossdressing, identifying as a girl thing. It didn’t phase Shanna. She was very progressive. She trusted Nikki explicitly, especially with kids. We walked out the door.

I couldn’t concentrate on anything during the dinner party. People were talking to me, but I was just smiling and nodding - somewhere far, far, away. I was back in the shower with Nikki, I was licking her cock while she was splayed out on my bed, the marital bed. I nodded and smiled, I fantasized about my babysitter. The party seemed to go on and on forever.  I thought it would never end.

Shanna went right up to bed when we got home, and I prepared to drive Nikki home. I hoped Shanna would fall asleep, because I didn’t know how long I’d be. I figured she would. We got into my car in the garage. Nikki sat right close to me in the front seat. She reached over and put her hand on my package. 

“Let’s get in the back,” Nikki purred. It sounded good to me - scary because we were in my garage, but still pretty fun. What was the chance of Shanna coming out into the garage? I hit the garage door  opener- twice - to make it sound like we’d left. We climbed into the backseat.

I started kissing her, and she just went wild on me. She pulled up her t-shirt to reveal her pink nipples to me. Her body was tanned, but there were little white triangles on both her boobs - tan lines. The nipples were small and red. I grabbed one and sucked it hard. I wanted to make this little slut moan, I wanted to make her nipples stand up on end. I sucked it and sucked it. I licked her chest, and then I nipped the nipple some more. I put an all-out assault on that nipple. Nikki gasped. She moaned in pleasure and pain. I worked over that nipple so hard that she tried to pull it out of my mouth. Nikki whined helplessly. She tried to move to escape my mouth, to get some relief. I didn’t allow it - whenever she squirmed, I was right back on that nipple. I gave both nipples the rough treatment - I loved hearing her moan and whine.

I moved up and kissed her deeply on those luscious red berry lips. My tongue explored her mouth. She stuck her tongue out of her mouth, and I did the same. Our tongues licked each other - it felt so dirty. My hands moved up her white skirt and grabbed her panties on each side. I pushed up the skirt, and pulled down her panties. I wanted to see that platinum blond hair again, that cock. I exposed her to myself, and she just relished all the attention. Her body was beautiful, especially her flat, tanned stomach. I stuck my tongue into her navel. Nikki grabbed the back of my head, and pushed my face down between her legs.

“Lick it, Mr. Brooks,” she said slyly. Nikki really felt like she was in charge. That was funny.

“I’m the boss here, Nikki,” I told her firmly, removing my face from her crotch. I grabbed her ass tightly, just to drive my point home. She might be a little whore, but this was my chance to be the dominant one. It was something I’d never done with Shanna - a side of me I’d never wanted her to see. I always wanted to take Shanna forcefully. The thought of it turned me on incredibly. I would unleash my inner dom on this little one instead.

“You’re gonna blow me first,” I told her in a commanding voice that made even myself shudder. I dropped my pants. She sat up, and I pushed her head down onto my cock. She started sucking it, tentatively. I think I put her off guard with my dominance.

“Suck it, you little slut - I know you know how. Remember  -  you ambushed me in the shower this afternoon? Yeah, that’s right - that’s what you want, isn’t it? You‘ve probably sucked every dick in this town” I sneered at her. She feverishly licked my pecker and sucked my balls, one at a time. I just sat there with my head back, enjoying it all.

“Oh, yeah, suck it harder, oh yeah, oh yeah,” I murmured, my head rolling slowly from side to side. I said things to her I would’ve never said to Shanna.

“Sir,” Nikki finally said to me.

“Yes,” I replied - boy, did I like being called Sir.

“We can go to my house - no one’s going to be there tonight. My father and boyfriend both work at the factory, and they’re doing the 11 to 7 shift tonight.

And why do we need to go to your house?,” I inquired of her, still playing the tough guy. I thought we were doing just fine where we were.

“I have things there that we need - I have everything - chains, paddles, everything. My man is like you - he likes to be the dom, and I’m the submissive… it would be incredible with you,” Nikki explained.

Holy crap - she was even kinkier than I’d thought - and she was only eighteen. Well, why not? When else would I have an opportunity like this? We climbed back into the front seat, and I drove her to her house. Nikki unlocked the door, and we went inside. She proceeded to her bedroom, while I followed her. What a bedroom.

She had some kind of strap restraint system on her bed so the hands and ankles could be tied up. There were whips and paddles, things with spikes on them, and some little colored toys of some kind as well. There were mirrors strategically placed on the walls and even on the ceiling. There were chains and handcuffs, sexy clothes. Wow…and we had the whole night to spend here.

I picked out a leather bustier with garters and some super high heels for Nikki to wear. She quickly stripped and got redressed. She looked super hot, and super slutty.

“Did you want to put the nipple clamps on me?” she quietly asked, handing me two metal gadgets connected by a thin chain.

“Yes,” I answered her. To be truthful, I didn’t even know things like that existed. Still - the thought of it made by cock jump in my pants. I roughly rolled down the leather bustier to reveal her nips. I carefully attached a clamp to each nipple, and then I ratcheted them down so that they would hurt her - just enough.

“How’s that?” I asked her.

“It’s - it’s fine,” Nikki whimpered back to me, wincing in pain.

“Man you look hot, Nikki,” I told her, my cock bulging in my pants. I’d never wanted to fuck someone so badly in my life. I looked around the room.

“Do you want me to paddle you, Nikki?” I asked her, noticing a wooden paddle on the dresser.

“Yes, Sir.”

“You’ve been very bad today, Nikki. You were a very bad girl coming into my shower, getting on your knees, and sucking my dick and balls. I’m going to have to punish you now,” I told her sternly.

“Bend over, Nikki,” I instructed. She bent over, and her luscious ass was looking right at me. I could tell she was pretty worked up - she was flushed just from having the nipple clamps on. She looked so vulnerable, bent over like that, her long blond hair hanging down. Humiliating her was driving me mad. I picked up the paddle, tapping it against my hand a few times. I let her stay there, bent over, while I enjoyed the power of it all.

I delivered one solid slap to her ass with the paddle, and Nikki cried out.

“You will get two more of those for your slutty behavior today,” I informed her.

“No!” she protested.

“Yes - if you were my daughter and you acted like a whore, I would paddle you like this,” I yelled at her, cracking her ass again. It was getting red, and I could feel my blood rising. In was unreal. Paddling her was a turn-on like nothing I’d ever felt before.

“Do you want another, Nikki?,” I asked her sternly.

“Yes, Sir,” was her shaky reply. I pulled back and delivered the hardest hit yet.

“Crack!”

“Ohhhhh,” Nikki moaned, the air knocked out of her. I gave her a minute to recover.

“Now, what am I going to do with you?” I asked her, because I really didn’t know.

“My butt plug is over there - it’s the blue one,” she responded. I picked up one of the colored toys - the blue one was the biggest, about the size of a small penis. Then, I set it back down.

“My master has worked me up from the smallest butt plug to the medium one. He’s preparing me to take the gigantic black dildo some day. Tonight, I’m supposed to have the large one inserted. …You’ll have to tie me up to do it,” Nikki explained to me. I moved her over to the bed and positioned her face down in the middle of it. Then, I secured her in a spread eagle position, with leather straps securely holding her wrists and ankles. I was so excited at the prospect of anal play that I could barely contain myself. Shanna and I never did anything like this.

I picked up the blue butt plug - how the hell was I going to get that in her ass? I told myself I was the boss, so it was up to me. She was completely secured to the bed - spread eagle, and face down. I climbed on the bed and began to inspect her ass. I spread her ass cheeks to check out her little puckered hole. It was so cute - I‘d really never seen one up close before. I decided to play out a fantasy I’d always had - and it would be even better because she was tied up. She couldn’t resist, couldn’t get away. I stuck out my tongue and started licking her cute little puckered sphincter, slowly and gently.

“Oh, God,” Nikki let out a moan as the stress and tension released from her body.  I lapped it and lapped it. I licked her asshole for a good five minutes. It soothed her, it relaxed her. It was my ultimate fantasy, the most taboo, and I was going to thoroughly enjoy it. I even licked up inside her hole - I stuck my tongue up her rear end repeatedly. She liked it too…she moaned and groaned in ecstasy the entire time. I wondered if her boyfriend did that.

Back to the task at hand, I held the big butt plug in my hand. My other hand was on her ass. She’d never done this one before, and it was quite a lot larger than the other ones. I positioned it against her little bunny hole, and began to push it in. Luckily my saliva helped to slide it. It was only in a little bit when Nikki started to scream. It was high pitched and it was loud. Good thing the house was empty.

“Nikki - you know we have to do this. Now, I want you to try to relax,” I carefully told her, in my most confident voice. This was great - it was like playing doctor.

“Yes, Sir” she replied nervously. I started pushing it in again while she just whined.

“Let your anus open up for me - accept this for me - open, open, open, it’s for me, Nikki. Accept this pain for me,” I directed her, driving the butt plug up into her ass even deeper.

“Oh, God, it hurts, it hurts,” she whimpered. I showed her no mercy - we’d never get it done otherwise.

“Accept it, Nikki - accept it up your ass!” I yelled at her. With that command, Nikki’s ass opened up and I was able to penetrate her fully with the instrument. I violated her ass with that plug. It was all the way in.

“Oh, it hurts - it’s too big - it hurts so bad, Sir,” Nikki implored me. I ignored her - she’d get used to it. I didn’t have to ask what to do next. I untied her, and turned her over. I retied her hands, but left her legs free so I could manipulate them.

I kissed her on the lips, deeply. I couldn’t believe this. Her lips were trembling. Those nipple clamps were incredible - they looked great and they gave the same feeling as if they were being bit or pinched - the entire time. I pulled on the chain a little bit, and Nikki gasped. I wondered if I was sick to be enjoying this all so much. When it really came down to it, I didn’t care.

I licked her clamped nipples gently, and she moaned. I worked my mouth down her flat tummy. I was headed to the promise land - that little strip of white blond hair that lead to her cock. I kissed and licked the hair. I buried my nose in it and enjoyed the smell of her - it was intoxicating to me.

“Suck my cock - suck my cock,” Nikki started to scream, moving her hips wildly. I undressed myself, slowly for her.

“No!” I told her - denying her pleasure was all part of the game, the control. Instead, I moved around to put us in the 69 position, and climbed on top of her. She, without use of her hands, took me into her mouth, moaning and sucking me hard. I decided to tease her while she pleasured me. I buried my face in her pubic hair, but did nothing other than enjoy smelling it. I buried my nose in it, but was careful to avoid touching her cock. Having her suck me with her hands tied up made me feel like a man. She was helpless, she had no choice.

Nikki was getting off just sucking my big dick - she was so hot for me that sweat covered her quivering body. I began playing with her - running my fingertips over her dick.

“Oh - fuck me, Sir, fuck me,” Nikki begged me, but I just ignored her and kept up my little game.

“Please lick it, Sir, please,” she tried asking nicely. When I thought she was ready to explode, I finally obliged her. I ran my tongue up and down her slippery rod. It was so hard. I proceeded to suck her off nice and slowly. I played around with the butt plug a little bit, too. I kept bumping it to stimulate her. It always made her whine. It was unbelievable. I couldn’t take it anymore - I had to take her. The thought of banging her was enough to make me explode. The nipple clamps just put it over the top.

I turned back around and took a moment to enjoy the sight. Nikki was flushed and sweaty, with her arms spread out and tied to the bed. She was still wearing the bustier, but the top was turned down to reveal her chest, nipples clamped in the metal devices. The bottom of the bustier was rolled up, too, revealing her flat, tanned stomach. She was still wearing the high heels, and the garters. Best of all, she still had that big penis butt plug up her ass. She was pretty, too. She looked like a playboy bunny with platinum hair, big eyes, and plump, red lips. So vulnerable, so fuckin’ young and so very hot. I pulled out the butt plug, ready to replace it with my own bigger gift. I untied her hands, and flipped her over onto her stomach.

I forcefully slid my thick dick in her young, tight ass and just started pounding her unmercifully.

“Oh, God, oh, God, Sir,” Nikki yelled as I pounded her as hard as I could. I squeezed her ass while I did it. Her nipple clamps jumped as I put the meat to her. I never got to do this with Shanna, but I would absolutely love to.

“You’re a dirty little whore, aren’t you, Nikki?” I growled at her.

“Yes, Sir”.

“I’m a married man, Nikki - you ought to be ashamed of yourself, coming on to me, you pushy little slut,” I continued on.

“Does your boyfriend know how loose you are? Does your father? Your father must be about my age, eh?” I kept up with the humiliation. I kept on banging the crap out of her. She moaned and groaned loudly.

“Yes, Sir,” Nikki submissively replied.

“Call me Daddy - pretend I’m your daddy - pretend I’m him,” I directed her, as I rotated my hips to fuck her deeper.

“No,” was her stony reply to that. Apparently, I’d hit a nerve. Wow. Did little Nikki have a line she wouldn’t cross? We’d see who would win at this game.

“Say ‘Fuck me, Daddy” - do it or you’ll get the paddle again,” I threatened her, grabbing big handfuls of her ass cheeks. I squeezed as hard as I could.

“NOOOO,” she let out an anguished cry.

“Do it,” I threatened her some more while I fucked her. She wouldn’t do it.

“NO -no, I won’t say it,” she screamed at me. I looked at her - it was clearly a stand-off, and she would submit to me - one way or another. It would just take more from me. My cock was buried deep within her.

“Do you see that horse whip, Nikki? I will whip every inch of your body - I’ll whip you to within an inch of your life. You’ll wish you were dead. Say it - imagine I’m him, imagine I’m your father,” I kept fucking her hard, my sweat dripping onto her.

“Fuck me, Daddy - Fuck me, Daddy!” Nikki finally relented, screaming full force at me.

“Good girl - remember that I’m him, Nikki,” I told her, humping her little box, continuing the fantasy.

“I love fuckin’ your tight little hairy hole, Baby,” I murmured to her, kissing her neck, nuzzling her.

“Oh, God, Daddy, Oh, God, Daddy,” she moaned to me.

“I’m him, Nikki - tell me more,” I loved this kinky game. I kept riding her like crazy, penetrating her ass deeply.

“Oh, Daddy - you’re so good, Daddy - your cock is so big, Daddy - slam my ass, Daddy, oh God,” she said, appeasing me.

I couldn’t take it anymore - I humped her faster and harder as the tension mounted. I pounded her and pounded her. This was the best game ever. It was the night of a lifetime.

“Oh, God,” I moaned as I shot my warm cum up into her. Her honey hole clamped down hard on my pecker as she climaxed with me.

“Oh, Daddy!” she exclaimed. I was swamped with her love juices. Finally, I collapsed on top of her - spent.

“Good girl, Nikki,” I replied back to her. We just lay there for a long while, absolutely exhausted. That was the kinkiest sex ever. What could ever make this any better?

Eventually, I climbed up off of her, and began to speak.

“I’m going to leave you here like this, Nikki, for your boyfriend to find you.  You look absolutely beautiful. He’ll find you here, freshly fucked, with my cum dripping out of you,” I told her as I got dressed. Nikki looked at me in an expression of surprise on her face, and then I walked out the door.

“NOOOOOOO!” she screamed, “Don’t leave me…”.
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