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Steve had what he considered to be a pretty normal relationship with his stepdaughter, Mia. He'd been with her mum for 4 years, and they'd moved in together after 2 years. Initially Mia, who was 16 at the time, was going to live with her dad, but she didn't like his new girlfriend, so chose to live with her mum and Steve instead.
She'd been pretty sporty throughout school, competing at national level in gymnastics until a serious injury ended her career aged 15. She still exercised regularly but had given up competitive sports.
Over the past 2 years Steve and Mia had developed a good relationship. He helped her with her school work, and she talked to him about things if she needed advice, or just someone to confide in.
She'd initially been quite shy, spending a lot of time in her room. But had gradually become more outgoing, even spending time with him at home when her mum was working away.
Mia had a habit of changing into her pajamas as soon as she got home, which almost exclusively were made up of sets of loose t-shirts, some of which were crop tops, and high cut shorts, the hem of which finished just below her butt. The material of all her sets were quite light. On days when she had no plans, she sometimes wouldn't get dressed at all. But she'd still take time to fix her hair, which was dyed blonde, her natural colour being brown, matching her eyes, and apply her make up.
The day that started the road they were now on was like any other. After work Steve had gotten home and made dinner for Mia and himself. Amy, his partner, was working away from home and wouldn't be home that night, which was a fairly regular occurrence. After dinner Mia asked if he'd drive her to the grocery store. She was already in PJ's, a white crop top tee and black shorts, she got changed into what was pretty standard attire for her, a pair or tight leggings and a hoodie.
Steve had noticed Mia's body developing, it was impossible not to, what with her habit of walking around the house in PJ shorts and t-shirts. He thought she had great legs and a nice, curvy, but not overly muscular butt, both of which were shown off by any of the sports leggings she wore. Her boobs had grown by about a cup size in the last 6 months, he reckoned she was about a C cup.
At the grocery store Steve picked up a few things as well as Mia's snacks. As they waited at the till, Steve noticed Mia was stood really close to him, he didn't think it was deliberate but made a joke anyway "Do you want to wear my sweater?" he asked. Mia laughed and then stepped forwards, pressing herself against him. Her left breast pressed against the side of his arm, and even though she was wearing a hoodie, he felt the softness pressing against him. At the same moment the cashier called him forwards, so he turned away from Mia, his upper arm brushing across her breast. Even though he was 48, Steve was in good shape. He worked out regularly and had defined, but not excessively muscular arms.
As they drove home Mia said in a light hearted tone,
"You rubbed your arm against my breast in the shop." She regularly joked with him and teased him, so this was nothing unusual.
Steve replied, "Well, in my defence you did press yourself up against me."
"Are you saying it was accidental?" Mia quizzed.
"No, I'm not saying it was accidental, but it was inevitable."
"Oh really?" she laughed.
"Count yourself lucky we weren't at home." Steve stated
"Oh yeah, why's that?"
"Because I'd have had a t-shirt on, and you'd have had one of your PJ tops and shorts on, far less material to absorb the friction."
They both laughed, a little awkwardly.
There was a pause before Mia said, "What difference would it make if I was in shorts anyway?"
"What?" asked Steve.
"You said, if we'd been at home, I'd have been in a PJ top and shorts. What difference would the shorts make?"
"None I suppose, it's just what you wear most of the time at home."
When they got home Mia went straight to her room, Steve went into the lounge to watch some football.
After about 30 minutes Mia came into the lounge on her way to the kitchen, she was dressed in the same black and white PJ set from earlier.
"I'm just going to clean my bathroom," she declared, before walking through to the kitchen. The cupboard that contained the cleaning products was under the sink, which was clearly visible from where Steve was sat, which meant that he had a ringside seat for the view when Mia opened the cupboard to get the cleaning products, instead of squatting down to access the cupboard, she bent forwards at the waist. This not only gave Steve a clear view on the back of Mia's legs, with the muscles of her thighs stretched taut, but had also caused the hem of the shorts to pull up, revealing a couple of inches of her butt cheeks. Steve looked for longer than he should have, and then returned to watching the game, which was lucky for him because Mia stood up and turned towards him just moments later.
Mia disappeared upstairs, returning whilst the game was still on.
"Finished cleaning already?" Steve asked.
"Yeah," replied Mia, before going through to the kitchen with the cleaning products. Steve knew he shouldn't look, but couldn't help himself when, out of the corner of his eye he saw Mia, bent over, returning the products to the cupboard. He was revelling in the sight of those toned thighs and the rare glimpse of her butt cheeks when, instead of standing up, Mia, still bent at the waist turned her head and looked straight at him. He averted his gaze immediately but the thought that went through his head was 'Rumbled!!!!!'
Mia made herself a soft drink and came into the lounge. She stood in the doorway to the kitchen, the straw from her cup between her lips as she sucked on it, looking straight at him, he looked at her,
"You okay?" he asked.
"Yeah," she smiled "You?"
"I'm good."
Mia stood, smiling at him as she sucked on the straw. "How's the game?" She wasn't interested in football and was just making conversation,
"Rubbish." replied Steve.
"So, the pj's you were talking about in the car, would they be like these ones?" Mia asked.
Steve looked her in the eyes, then looked down her body and back up to meet her gaze, "Yeah, i guess so."
"So these shorts wouldn't make any difference then?"
"What?" Steve asked.
"In the car, when I asked what difference me wearing shorts would have made, you said 'None I suppose.' Are you saying these shorts wouldn't make a difference?"
Steve was completely confused and unable to formulate a response when Mia asked,
"Do you like these shorts?"
"I guess so," said Steve,
"Do you like them the most out of all my pj shorts?"
"I don't know."
"I know!" exclaimed Mia, "Why don't I try them all on and you can tell me which ones you like best?"
She didn't await his response and ran up to her room.
Mia returned a few minutes later carrying various PJ sets in the crook of her arm, she walked into the kitchen and placed them on the counter. She returned to the lounge, walked over to the coffee table, picked up the TV remote and turned the TV off. Steve looked at her, she took a few steps back and said,
"So, you've got this one." She spun around so that she had her back to him, from his seated position her butt was in his eye line, so that when she looked down at him, having looked over her shoulder, she caught him staring at her butt, again.
She turned to face him, revealing her stomach, the light, white crop top hanging loosely down across her boobs. She then disappeared into the kitchen without a word.
Steve could hear her moving the PJ sets about, she returned after a couple of minutes wearing another set, his mid raced, she had stripped off in the kitchen and got changed. His 18 year old step daughter had been in just her underwear, which he knew consisted of G-string panties because that's all she had, pairs of pairs of G-string panties with matching bras.
This PJ set was matching, light pink with small yellow flowers printed all over. She did the same 180 degree turn, Steve stared at her butt again, once again she looked down at him, this time she giggled, he looked up at her and she was smiling at him, Steve thought she was clearly enjoying this. Mia turned to face him again, this set was similar to the last, a crop top, she had a broad smile on her face as she looked down at him,
"So, do you like these more than the last?"
"I'm not sure."
Mia walked towards the kitchen and then paused with her back to him,
"Well, I guess for you to make a fair comparison you need to see these the same way you saw the last set." With that, she slowly bent forwards at the waist, the backs of her thighs tightened and the hem of the shorts rode up her butt cheeks, she paused in that position whilst Steve soaked up the gorgeous view before him. Mia then stood up and turned,
"So?" she asked.
Steve could barely speak "That set, I think."
Mia giggled then disappeared from view.
Steve used the opportunity to rearrange himself, his semi-erect cock had been in an uncomfortable position, as he did so he could hear Mia changing. What underwear was she wearing? He sometimes did her laundry, so was familiar with most of her underwear, and had one lucky glimpse of her panties in the car one day when she was wearing a dress. Maybe he'd do some laundry in the morning and see what underwear was at the top of her laundry basket. Those thoughts turned his semi into a full erection. He didn't have time to rearrange himself to hide the bulge in his grey jogging bottoms, as Mia had reappeared in the kitchen doorway. This PJ set was another matching set, plain light grey. Mia walked into the lounge, did her 180 spin to show Steve her butt and turned to face him, Steve thought the top on this set looked a bit shorter than the previous two, he could almost see the underside of her boobs....almost.
Mia then turned, Steve was hoping she would pause at the doorway and bend over again, his heart was pounding so much he could hear it. Mia had other ideas, rather than walk to the doorway, which was about 12 feet further away, she bent over where she was stood, no more than 6 feet from where Steve was sat. He had an incredible view, so much so that his cock involuntatily twitched just as Mia turned her head to look at him. Her eyes had initially locked onto his, but when his bulge moved in his joggers they instantly moved down to his groin, this just caused his cock to twitch again.
"So these are the current favourite." she giggled.
Steve felt himself blushing, but he figured she was quite happy with the current situation, so why shouldn't he be as well. He figured this was probably a one off so he was going to enjoy it. Mia stayed bent over for much longer this time, her eyes moving between his eyes and his cock as he stared at her butt.
Steve could just make out one edge of her panties between her legs. His cock was rock hard, without even looking he knew it was sticking virtually straight out towards her.
Mia stood, turned towards him, smiled and walked into the kitchen.
The same process was repeated 3 times, once with a loose, very light material, red set that, when she was bent over, meant the top hung down affording Steve a glimpse of her bra.
The final set comprised light blue, ribbed shorts paired with a tight, white ribbed top which clung to her boobs, making the shape of her nipples clearly visible. Steve could almost feel himself salivating staring at her perfect, pert young breasts through the thin material.
Mia smiled "Seems like we may have a new favourite."
Steve nodded, he wasn't able to do anything else.
Steve's heart pounded and his cock throbbed as Mia turned, looked over her shoulder, wiggled her butt and then bent over, still looking at him.
After allowing Steve plenty of time to enjoy the final view of her butt in that position, Mia stood up, turned towards Steve, once again revealing her boobs in the tight, almost sports bra, top, her nipples almost protruding through the material.
"So, have you chosen a favourite?"
"I think you already know the answer." came the reply.
Mia grinned and walked into the kitchen, she returned with the rest of her outfits in her arms, going straight upstairs.
A few minutes later she returned in the same blue and white PJ set and sat on the sofa next to Steve.
"Did you enjoy that?" she asked.
"Of course!"
"So, was it better than stealing looks at me when I'm walking round the house? Or following me up the stairs?" she quizzed, with a broad grin on her face.
Steve was silent but thought 'I was being discrete, she knew all along'.
Eventually Steve said, "Even better than seeing your panties up your dress."
Mia's eyes widened, "When did that happen?"
Steve smiled, she hadn't noticed that one. "When we went to Emily's wedding."
"When?"
"In the car. I got in and turned to speak to you. You were sat in the back. You were turned towards the back, putting something on the parcel shelf. Your dress had ridden up your thighs a bit, and your legs were open."
Mia was still surprised, " What could you see?"
"Enough. You were wearing those sheer, light blue panties, the ones with the flowers across the top."
"I've got a few pairs of light blue panties, how could you tell it was those ones?" asked Mia.
"I do your laundry regularly. They're the only ones that are so see-through," stated Steve.
Mia looked quizzically at Steve,
"Put it this way, I could tell that you don't just use your razor on your armpits and legs. " Steve said with a grin.
Now it was Mia's turn to blush.
"I caught a glimpse of your panties tonight, they looked like the same ones."
Mia was still a bit lost for words.
"I'm not wearing those tonight. I'd been wearing a matching set. Obviously I'm not wearing the bra now. Those panties were part of a matching set, but the bra doesn't fit, it hasn't done for ages."
Steve hadn't seen the bra from the see-through set, so that made sense, as Mia generally only bought matching underwear sets, and hardly ever anything plain, hers were mostly sexy, patterned sets of various colours, black, red, blue, white lace, with the odd functional sports set thrown in. Steve had originally thought she bought them for the boyfriend she'd had, but they'd broken up a few months back, and a few new sets had appeared, probably to replace the ill-fitting bras from older sets, that were all pretty sexy.
Mia stood up and went upstairs, Steve used the opprtunity to rearrange his cock into a more comfortable position, and to stroke it whilst he absorbed what had just happened. Mia returned a couple of minutes later holding a bra, she handed it to Steve.
"That was the matching bra, but I haven't worn it for months."
Steve hadn't seen this one, so guessed Amy must have washed it when it was in use. The design was identical to the panties, light blue, the inner edge of each cup lined with yellow flowers, the cups made entirely of very sheer, thin material, he could clearly see his hand through the material.
Mia took the bra from him and went back upstairs. After a few minutes Steve wondered if she was staying in her room, then he heard her coming down the stairs.
Steve turned towards the lounge doorway and was completely unprepared for what appeared, Mia was no longer wearing the black and white PJ combo, she was dressed only in the light blue, sheer bra and panties.
Mia walked into the lounge and stood before Steve, almost exactly where she had stood when modelling the PJ sets.
Steve's eyes initially locked onto her boobs, she was right, the bra didnt fit, the flesh of her boobs bulged out of the cups, which would have been enough of a turn on, but the fact that the rest of them were clearly visible within the cups, both nipples, pink and erect, poking through the material. Steve stared at them, bringing a broad grin to Mia's face,
"You like them then," she said
"Yeah." was all could say, Mia giggled.
Steve's gaze then followed down over her toned stomach to her panties, the very same he'd glimpsed in the car months ago. He could see that, despite no longer having a boyfriend, she still maintained her pubic hair maintenance, with no sign of any through the see through material. As the panties started to disappear between her legs, the material thickened, but just above that point, through the last of the sheer material, Steve coulď see the start of her pussy slit. Steve stared at it, mouth open, completely absorbed.
Without prompting Mia turned around, revealing her gorgeous, toned, soft butt, which was almost completely naked, just a thin strip of light blue material ran across the very top of her butt cheeks, in the centre the strip travelled down a couple of inches before completely disappearing between the cheeks.
Steve's cock was so hard he thought that if he just brushed against it, that he would cum.
Just when he thought it couldn't possibly get any better, Mia repeated her move she'd done when modelling the PJ sets, stepping her feet apart, she looked over her shoulder, her blonde hair tumbling down her back, then slowly bent forwards at the waist.
As she bent forwards, Mia's butt cheeks started to part naturally. Steve stared straight ahead as initially more of the thin strip of material running down between her butt cheeks was revealed, until she'd bent forwards far enough that the point at which the material passed over her butthole was exposed. The flimsy material barely covered it, only covering the very entrance to Mia's butt, the puckered skin around the hole was clearly visible.
And just below that point, where the material started to widen and thicken, Mia's swollen outer pussy lips protruded out the sides of the panties, with the bulge of the rest of her engorged pussy hidden within the material.
The temptation to reach forwards was almost unbearable, but Steve knew he couldn't, so he just stared at the beautiful ass and pussy before him. Mia had starred in a few of his masturbation fantasies before, she was going to be playing a starring role far more frequently in the future. She may even put in an imaginary appearance when he's fucking her mum, they have a similar physique and both have long blonde hair.
Mia stood upright and turned. She'd been watching Steve the whole time.
"Was that ok?" she asked.
Steve nodded, his mouth was too dry to speak.
Mia sat down, not next to him, but directly across from him in the armchair, which afforded him a great view as she sat with her legs apart. Her very lightly tanned, toned thighs being just far enough apart so that he could make out her slit through the material of her panties, her pert boobs looking straight back at him.
Steve was still working on the premise that this was a one off, and that it'd probably be too awkward to discuss in the future. So he decided to do a little digging, try to find out where this came from. This sort of behaviour wasn't like anything he'd expect from his stepdaughter. He knew she wasn't a virgin, she'd asked both Amy's and his permission to sleep with her boyfriend at home a few months before they broke up. Even though she was on the pill, Steve had insisted she use condoms, he'd even offered to buy them for her.
But he also knew she wasn't promiscuous. She'd had plenty of attention since she'd broken up with her boyfriend and had been on a number of first dates, and even a few seconds over the past few months. She'd told her mum that some of the guys were just not her type, and a few others had been kicked into touch for trying it on too soon.
"Where did this all come from?" he asked.
"What do you mean?" responded Mia, with a knowing smile.
"You know what I mean."
"You'll have to explain what you mean," Mia stated.
"Ok. How did me brushing my arm against your breast in a shop turn into you modelling pajama outfits and ending up posing and sitting in front of me in the most revealing underwear you own?"



"Who says it's the most revealing?" Mia giggled.
Steve's mind raced, did she really own more racy underwear? Did she keep it hidden?
Mia laughed, she could almost read his mind "Don't worry, I haven't hidden sexier underwear from you. This is my most revealing set."
Steve smiled, she really could tease.
"So, you haven't answered the question. I've spelled it out for you." He stated.
"Well, I've known that you've been looking at me for months, I don't mind. It's nice to know that real men find me attractive. All I attract date-wise are boys my own age. I like that grown men fancy me."
"Ok, but that doesn't explain tonight" replied Steve.
"I could tell you liked it when I pressed up against you in the store. And when I decided to clean my bathroom, I knew you'd be looking at me. Why do you think I bent over to get the cleaning materials? I figured if you were going to be looking, I might as well make it worth your while."
Steve was a little stunned, and said nothing.
"So I deliberately did the same when I came back down, and took a chance that I'd catch you looking" she laughed. "You should have seen the look on your face!"
"I didn't really plan any of it. Things just happened and I thought I'd see where it went. That's why I stopped to talk after I'd caught you, to see what you'd say. And when you looked me up and down as we talked an idea just popped into my head."
"What? That you'd tease the hell òut of me just for fun?" Steve said.
"You didn't like it? Really? Because your joggers suggested otherwise." Mia giggled.
"And I notice that you adjusted yourself so that I see less of your erection. That's hardly fair is it?" she stated.
"Do you want me to readjust?" Steve asked.
"Yes, I would" Mia replied.
Steve stood up to allow him to reposition his cock. He reached his hand down the front of his joggers, as he did so Mia's eyes widened.
"What?" he asked as he adjusted himself and removed his hand.
"Nothing." she replied.
"It's not nothing. What? Why did you react as I was adjusting myself?"
"It's just, when you put your hand down the front, I thought you were going to get it out." she explained.
"Is that what you want? Do you want to see it?" Steve asked.
Mia hesitated and then replied "Yes," blushing as she did so.
All sorts of scenarios ran through Steve's mind in an instant, but they were brushed aside by his testosterone fuelled urges. He was in the presence of a stunning, almost naked young woman, and she not only knew he had an erection, she wanted to see it.
He untied his jogging bottoms, loosened the waistband, hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his joggers and trunks, pulled his thumbs away from his body and then slid the fabric down. His cock was as hard as it had ever been and sprang out. Mia let out an "Ooh!" and then giggled.
Steve wasn't big, he was bang average, 6 inches long and average girth, but Mia seemed to appreciate it anyway. Steve worked his thumbs around the back of his joggers, pulling them down over his butt so that he didn't need to hold on to stop them springing back up.
He stood looking at Mia as she stared at his cock.
She glanced up at him, then back down to his cock, then back up, she had an uncertain look in her eyes.
"What?" asked Steve.
Mia paused for a few seconds, looked down at his cock, then back up to meet his eyes, "Can I touch it?"
Steve didn't answer, he just walked towards her. If she wanted to touch him, that was her decision, not his.
He stopped when he was within reach of her.
Mia was sat upright on the armchair. From his position he was looking down into her eyes, her pretty face level with his cock and just a couple of feet away.
Mia slowly reached a hand up and touched the tip of his cock with her index finger. Steve's cock twitched, Mia pulled her hand away and giggled "It's alive," she laughed.
She touched the tip again and it twitched again.
Mia procceed to slide the pads of her fingers down the side of his cock, Steve let out a groan.
"Ooh, do you like that?" Mia quizzed, she repeated the stroke and Steve groaned again. The next few minutes consisted of Mia touching and stroking Steve's cock, extracting various sighs and groans from him.
Eventually Steve could take no more, he reached down, took Mia's hand, wrapped the fingers and thumb around his shaft and started to slide her hand up and down his cock.
Mia looked up at him nervously, Steve continued to masturbate with her hand. He knew that, being as aroused as he was, he wouldn't last long doing it, so he released his grip from her hand. Mia maintained her grip after Steve had let go, she paused briefly, then continued to stroke up and down, staring at Steve's cock as she did so.
Mia looked up, "Is that ok?"
"Oh yeah, that's great!"
Mia smiled and looked back down at what she was doing.
From experience of the last few years, Steve had found that his orgasms built slowly, part of the ageing process he'd assumed, but that wasn't to be tha case on this occasion. Almost without warning, Steve's cock twitched violently and he came, hard. As the first spurt squirted out, Mia reacted and turned her head to the left, Steve's cum hit her on her right cheek, there was a very brief pause and the next string of cum squirted out, hitting Mia high on her chest, just below her neck, the next stream had less volume or force and landed on Mia's right breast, just above the top of her bra. The rest of Steve's cum leaked out over Mia's fingers that were still pumping away at his cock.
Steve was breathing heavily whilst Mia continued to stroke his cock, even after the last of his cum had run over her hand. She looked up at him "Well, I wasn't expecting that!" She exlaimed, as Steve's cum ran simultaneously down her face and down between her boobs.
Steve's breathing slowed as his orgasm subsided, "Nor was I. That was amazing."
"Really?" asked Mia, genuinely surprised.
"Oh yeah. I haven't came like that in years."
Mia grinned, "Well, I had better get cleaned up. I've never had cum on me before."
"Really? Not even with Will?" (her ex who she'd lost her virginity to).
"No. We did have sex a few times. But he never came on me when i was playing with him, and he always wore a condom during sex."
With that, Mia stood and headed upstairs, a few minutes later Steve heard her shower running.
Steve was in two minds what to do next, on one hand he'd had an incredible experience with a beautiful, sexy young woman, on the other hand that woman was naked in the shower and had made it quite clear she didn't mind him perving on her. He decided to go upstairs, if Mia's bedroom door was closed, he'd leave it.
When he got upstairs the door was open, which was unusual at any time, and unheard of when Mia was showering. Steve paused at the doorway, he decided on the same approach, if the ensuite door was closed he'd leave. He walked into Mia's room, her light blue underwear was on the floor. The bathroom was to the right of the door, but he already knew that the door was open, he could see movement.
He turned and looked into the bathroom, behind the steamed up shower door he could see Mia, water shooting out of the showerhead, soaking her body.
She had her back to the shower, standing sideways on to him. She wasn't soaping her body as he'd hoped, nor was she just standing letting the water run down her body. She was stood with her head tilted back, her right hand between her legs, her left at her breast squeezing the nipple....she was masturbating!
Steve's cock was instantly hard, he stood staring at Mia playing with her pussy and breasts for a couple of minutes.
Whether he made a noise, or she just sensed his presence, Mia opened her eyes turned and looked at him. She stopped masturbating and, using the side of her hand, brushed the water from the shower door. Now he had an almost completely clear view of her naked body. His eyes ran from her breasts, with nipples erect, the water running off them as it cascaded over her firm, young body, down to her wet, hairless pussy. Mia looked him in the eyes and resumed rubbing her pussy and playing with her boobs. Steve pulled out his rigid cock and started to masturbate.
Mia's eyes left his face and focused on his cock.
After about a minute she reached up and turned the shower off. She opened the shower door, affording him his first full frontal view of her stunning body, and stepped out of the shower. Steve stopped stroking his cock.
"Don't stop!" Mia instructed.
Steve recommenced rubbing his manhood, whist Mia grabbed a towel and dried her wet, beautiful body. She dropped the towel, stepped towards Steve and took his cock in her hand, pushing his hand away as she did so.
Mia started to stroke Steve as she had done just 10 minutes earlier. However, this time she walked past him, leading him by his cock as she went, until her back was to the bed. Mia stepped back until the bed touched the back of her legs.
She then proceeded to lie back onto the bed, maintaining her grip on his cock, pulling him forwards until he overbalanced and and fell forwards on top of her. Steve landed on his hands, with his arms extended, to prevent landing with his full weight on top of her.
Mia opened her legs and pulled Steve by his cock, guiding him towards her pussy. The past hour was clearly enough foreplay for her, because she aimed his cock at her vaginal opening. Once there Steve felt both her warmth, wetness and also resistance from her tight hole.
Steve knew it was wrong, but everything had been Mia's doing, including this situation. He pushed forwards, suddenly Mia's pussy opened for him and a couple of inches entered her, Mia gasped, eyes wide open.
Steve knew what to do, with Mia's natural, youthful tightness, combined with the fact that for past 4 months or so her pussy had likely seen at most a couple of fingers. He took it easy to start, pulling out a little then in the same amount. The sensation was incredible, Mia's pussy gripped his cock. She gasped with every movememt, in and out. After a couple of minutes he pushed in a little further, just an inch more, so that he was about half way inside her. Mia moaned, her eyes closed, as he pushed in and out, her body started to tense up, she let out a yelp and gripped him as she came, her body shaking. Steve stopped fucking her until her orgasm had subsided, he then continued, going another inch or so deeper.
Mia's breathing rate increased as Steve started to fuck her a little quicker. He was thrusting further in, loving the tightness enveloping him. He knew that if Mia hadn't made him cum less than half an hour before, he'd have cum already.
Finally he felt the last of his cock enter Mia. She was tensing up again and squealed as another orgasm made her whole body shake.
Steve changed his rhythm, rotating as he thrust into Mia, grinding his pelvis against her clit. Mia wrapped her legs around the back of his, pulling him onto her, she was moaning loudly "Fuck me...oh yes, fuck me Steeeeeve!" as she came again.
Steve was loving it, but he wanted to make sure she remembered this fuck forever. He was average size wise, but plenty of former partners had said he was anything but average technique wise.
He straightened his torso up, coming up onto his knees, leaving his cock inside Mia, he grabbed her legs and lifted them, lifting her butt off the bed, placing her calves on his shoulders. He leaned forwards, taking his weight on his hands, then lifted his knees so he was in a press up position. He thrust into Mia and she squealed loudly. He continued driving into her, Mia started to cum, but this time Steve kept up the rhythm....hard, deep thrusts. Mia came hard, emitting a high pitched squeal. Her orgasm had only just subsided when the next started. For the next five minutes Mia experienced one orgasm after another, barely having time to catch her breath.
Steve paused after Mia's umpteenth orgasm and withdrew his cock from her. Mia was panting, her eyes closed, mouth open, as he lifted her legs from his shoulders, lay her flat on the bed and rolled her onto her front. He then knelt behind her, gripped her hips and pulled her up onto her knees. Her butt looked perfect from that angle, and her asshole looked so inviting...but he knew that was something for another man. He grabbed his cock, guided it towards her pussy and drove into her. Mia yelped! Steve gripped her hips and fucked her, hard. Mia came within a couple of minutes. Her boobs were swinging with the momentum of his thrusts. Steve reached under with both hands and cupped her boobs, squeezing the nipples hard, Mia squealed, and came again.
Steve felt his own orgasm rise this time, he gripped Mia's hips again and fucked her as hard as he could, Mia came for a 3rd time in that position, just before Steve came.
Eventually he released her hips and slid his cock out of her soaking pussy. Mia slumped onto her front, head turned to the side, eyes closed, legs open.
Steve looked down and saw some of his load dribble out of her pussy, and he realised that his was the first cock to cum inside that gorgeous, sweet, tight, little pussy.
Mia finally rolled onto her back, eyes open, a broad smile across her face.
"That was amazing! I had no idea sex could be like that!"
"Yeah, it was." Steve agreed.
Mia's body was covered in a thin sheen of sweat, making her skin glisten.
Mia sat upright, "I should probably get ready for bed." she joked with a grin on her face.
She got up off the bed, opened a drawer and took out a PJ set. She put them on, without any underwear.
"I'll see you downstairs. Maybe we should watch movie."
Steve got dressed and joined Mia in the lounge.
They watched a movie. Mia snuggled up against his side. She wrapped his arm around her, sliding his hand up her top so that he was cupping her boob.
Steve didn't really watch the movie, he was too busy reliving the night in his head, positive it would be something never to be repeated and that he needed to constantly remember to keep it fresh in his memory.....Mia had other ideas!!!
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A couple of weeks had passed since that night. Things hadn't been at all awkward between Mia and Steve the next morning, despite his concerns.
Mia had been her normal self, in fact, she'd been even more sociable with Amy and Steve than usual. Something Amy had picked up on, and was delighted with. It was great that her new family got along so well.
Whilst Steve was now aware that Mia was happy for him to perv on her at will, he was still careful not to be obvious about it. Anyway, it was fun to continue trying to check her out without her noticing.
Amy was in the kitchen. it was the weekend, Saturday morning. Steve sometimes worked weekends, his landscaping business was doing well and he was taking on as much work as he and his team could handle.
This particular Saturday he was free. Mia was at her weekend job in a local coffee shop.
Steve walked into the kitchen, having just showered. Amy had her back to him, preparing breakfast. She was wearing one of her short, satin, Geisha style robes.
Amy was 44, and took great care of herself. Her joint gym membership with Steve got plenty of use, and she ran daily, as well as taking pride in her overall appearance. Her hair was dyed blonde and she used a tinted moisturiser that gave her skin a slight hint of a tan, also adding a shimmer effect.
Steve stood a few feet away, just looking at her. He still found her as attractive and sexy as the first day they'd met, a chance encounter during the pandemic, when he was unable to work, so he'd taken to exploring new places. He'd driven to a lake that he'd heard was nice. The government had forbidden travel for leisure purposes, but Steve had never been one to follow rules, and he was delighted he'd ignored that one, because the decision had been life changing.
He'd met Amy running around the lake, she was running in the opposite direction, they'd smiled at each other as they passed, and Steve had almost fallen when he turned to look at her after she'd passed, and he'd tripped on a tree root.
She was in the car park when he finished his run, so he'd deliberatley taken a longer route to his car so that he'd pass her.
As he'd walked past he said,"You almost made me fall over."
"I'm sorry?" Amy replied quizzically.
"You're forgiven," Steve joked.
Amy looked at him, completely bewildered.
"To be honest, I owe you the apology. I turned to look at you when you ran past me, and tripped, " Steve laughed, he didn't think this was going well, "instant karma I guess."
Amy smiled, "I haven't seen you running here before."
"Oh, I've never been here before, I don't live around here"
"You travelled here? You broke the rules, you naughty man. " Amy mocked.
That was it for Steve, he was hooked. They'd arranged to meet up for a run the following week, during which Amy had joked "You can run behind me for a while, if you want. Seeing as you like that view so much."
And he did like that view, very much. Amy had a great butt. She was also keen on anal sex, which hadn't really floated Steve's boat before he'd met her, but she'd convinced him to try it a few times with her, and he'd become a fan too.
This particular morning, standing looking at her butt, Steve had someone else in mind. Since Mia had started dyeing her hair blonde, the two women in his life looked so alike, especially from behind.
The image of Mia's butt, when he'd rolled her onto her front and then pulled her up onto her knees was seared into his memory. Just thinking about it made him hard.
He stepped forwards and wrapped his arms around Amy's waist, she placed one of her hands on top of his. Steve then pressed himself against her butt.
"Ooh, is someone feeling frisky?" Amy asked.
Steve took his arms from around her, released his towel and lifted her gown. Amy wasn't wearing any panties.
"You are feeling frisky!" She laughed.
Steve used his feet to push Amy's feet wide and pushed her in the back, forcing her down onto the counter. He grabbed the bottle of olive oil that was on the counter. It was fitted with a pouring spout. He poured some onto his hand, smearing it all over his cock.
The remainder her smeared over Amy's asshole, finishing by pushing an oiled finger into her butt.
"Ohhhh," Amy moaned.
All the while, in Steve's mind, it was Mia bent over the counter.
He took hold of his cock, positioning it at Amy's asshole. Imagining he was about to take Mia's anal virginity.
He pushed his cock, feeling the resistance of her hole. Eventually it opened up to him. He slid a part way in.
"OHHH!" exclaimed Amy.
Steve started to fuck her butt. Steady paced, rhythmic thrusts.
"Is that good?" He asked.
"Oh yeah baby." Came the response.
"Whose hole is this?" Steve asked.
"Yours! All yours!"
The fantasy in Steve's mind was running wild. For the last two weeks he had masturbated frequently about the encounter with Mia, and also about fucking her in the ass. And here was her mom helping him take that fantasy to whole new level.
He reached a hand around the front and found Amy's clit. He started to rub it firmly and vigorously.
"Ohhh fuck yeah!" Amy almost shouted. She loved it when Steve did that when he was fucking her in the ass.
Steve started to fuck harder and faster. He could feel the heat inside Amy's butt. All the while, in his mind, it was Mia's virgin butt getting fucked.
"I'm gonna make you come! You love it when I make you come, don't you?"
"Fuck yes baby, I love it!"
"Who's your daddy?"
"You are!" Amy barked, her orgasm rising.
"Say, I love it when you make me come, daddy."
"I love it when, oh, oh, you, oh, make me come daddy. Ohhhh, ohhhh, fuck yessssss." Amy squealed as she came.
Her body wanted to shake, but Steve had her pinned. His thighs pressing hers against the cupboard doors, his forearm pressing down on her back. There was nowhere to release the tension, so it tore through her body as he fucked her ass hard and fast.
"OH FUCK, FUCK, OHHHHHH," Amy yelled.
If any if the neighbours were in their gardens, they definitely heard her.
Steve continued fucking Amy's butt, feeling more sensation and friction as the effect of the olive oil wore off. He felt his orgasm rising, which made him thrust harder into Amy. As he came he wrapped his arms around Amy, squeezing her as he ejaculated deep inside her ass.
He relaxed as his orgasm subsided. "Was that good baby?" He whispered in Amy's ear.
"Oh yeah!. Though I am beginning to wonder what's gotten into you these past couple of weeks. You've been hornier than normal, much hornier."
"Maybe you're just turning me on more." He replied.
"Well, whatever it is, you wont hear me complaining." Amy grinned
Mia returned home at 4pm. Steve was fixing his car on the driveway.
"Is the car broke?" Mia asked.
"No, just giving her a little TLC."
"That's good, because I was going to ask you for a ride later."
"Where to?"
"Emily's. She's having a party."
"No problem, what time?"
"Around 8.00? And, would you pick me up later?"
Steve rolled his eyes. "Any idea how late?"
"It shouldn't be after midnight." Mia smiled as she walked indoors.
Steve and Amy had dinner, whilst Mia got ready. Amy was finishing up in the kitchen, Steve sat in the lounge, when, just after 8pm Mia came downstairs.
As always, she looked amazing, dressed in a mid thigh length, figure hugging, off the shoulder red dress. The neckline running from just below her shoulders, curving downwards as it ran in towards the centre, revealing the swell of her upper breasts, finishing at the centre of the bottom of her breastbone.
At the thighs the dress had a 4 inch split up each side.
Mia's legs were bare. Steve looked down her legs, she wore black Converse boots with hearts on them.
Mia smiled at Steve as he looked her up and down. She then walked into the kitchen. The dress dropped away from the shoulders at the back, to her shoulders blades. The dress hugged her hips and butt.
Mia chatted to Amy for a while, then turned to Steve. "Are you ready?" She asked.
"Whenever you are."
Mia kissed Amy goodbye and walked towards the front door. Steve followed, soaking up the view..
When they got to Steve's Mustang, Mia opened the passenger door.
"Let me get that for you." Steve offered.
He held the door as Mia turned towards him and squatted to sit back in the car. The Mustang's seats were low, meaning that Mia's knees were higher than her butt as she sat down, she had her knees together, so whilst the hem of the dress had slid up her thighs, all Steve could see from his position were the front of her thighs.
Mia looked up at Steve, and seeing that he was looking at her thighs, she lifted one foot, raising the knee and lifting the skirt higher, she noticed his eyes widen as she parted her knees, lifting the raised foot into the footwell of the car, whilst leaving the other foot in place on the driveway. Her legs were wide apart, affording Steve a full view of her red lace panties. She then slowly lifted the other foot, the dress riding right to the top of her thighs.
Steve's eyes were locked between her legs, even if he'd wanted to avert his gaze, he couldn't have.
Mia lifted the other foot into the car and Steve closed the door. He got in and pulled off the driveway. The drive to Emily's was 30 minutes on the main route.
"Can we take the back route?" Mia asked.
"Yeah sure. Why?"
"There are no speed cameras. You can put your your foot down. You know how much I love speed."
Steve was happy with that arrangement. What was the point of owning a Mustang if you were going to drive it like a Honda.
Steve gave the 5 litre, V8 engine a good workout on route to Emily's.
"Do you like my outfit?" Mia asked.
"You look stunning."
Mia grinned. "You don't think it's too short, or I'm showing too much cleavage?"
Steve laughed, she already knew the answer.
Steve dropped Mia at Emily's, having agreed that she'd text when she was ready to be picked up, and took the long route back home.
Emily always hosted good parties. She had lots of friends and was a great hostess, along with her new husband, Mark. Both Emily and Mark were 30 years old, most of their friends being late 20's to mid 30's. Mia was the youngest there, but she already knew many of the people at the party, from their wedding earlier that year.
The party had started late afternoon and was already in full swing.
After briefly chatting to Emily and Mark she got a glass of wine and joined some people she knew in the garden. One of the guys, a friend of Mark's, positioned himself next to her and made an attempt to flirt with her. She was flattered. He was good looking and older, she was receptive to his advances, flirting with him in return.
Stuck in her mind was the image of Steve staring between her legs as she got into the car, it had turned her on then, and it turned her on now.
The guy, Rob, put his hand on her back, just below her bra strap as they talked. Very slowly sliding it down, pausing regularly. Shè had no objections as he eventually rested the palm of his hand on her butt. Mia was quite happy with the attentions of an older man and made no attempt to remove Rob's hand from her butt.
They chatted for over an hour, whist Mia had a couple more glasses of wine. She didn't drink alcohol often, and hadn't eaten much, so she felt a little light headed.
Rob suggested that they go upstairs and find an empty bedroom.
"I'm not having sex with you." Mia stated. "But we could still find somewhere more private."
Rob led Mia upstairs. He opened a door, which led to the master bedroom. He decided that would be inappropriate. The next door led to what was obviously a guest bedroom, due to the plain decor and lack of anything obviously personal.
Rob led Mia into the room and closed the door. They sat on the bed, Rob kissed Mia on the lips, placing his hand on her thigh. Mia reciprocated the kiss.
Rob slid his hand up her thigh to the hem of her dress, sliding his fingers under her dress.
Mia parted her thighs as Rob pushed his hand up her dress. He slid his hand inwards, his fingers on the inside of her thigh. He slid his hand up, Mia opened her legs wider. As Rob slid his hand up, he felt the dampness between her thighs until his fingers eventually reached the material of her panties.
Mia gasped as she felt his hand on her sex. Rob stroked up and down over her pantries, applying firm pressure to the ridges beneath the material.
Mia pushed herself against Rob's hand, moaning as he rubbed her clit.
Rob moved his hand to the side and pushed his fingers under her panties. He slid his fingers over the smooth, shaven skin until his fingers found the raised flesh of her clit. With the pads of his index and middle fingers he applied pressure and rotated on Mia's clit.
She moaned, her hips writhing.
Mia placed her hand between Rob's legs and squeezed when she found his hard cock. She slid her hand up, unbuttoned his jeans, pulled down the zip and pushed her hand down his trunks, grasping his throbbing cock.
She started to rub his erection with the same rhythm that he rubbed her clit. Rob made a muffled groan, with Mia still forcing her tongue into his mouth.
Rob slid his hand down, locating Mia's pussy lips, he pushed his middle finger inside.
"Ahhh!" Mia exclaimed.
Rob began finger fucking her juicy, tight, 18 year old hole.
Mia started to writhe on his finger, building a rhythm, and her excitement. As she came Mia tilted her head back and let out a high pitched squeal.
As her orgasm subsided, Mia told Rob to lie back. She pulled his cock out, and, looking into his eyes, started stroking it vigorously.
Rob began moving his hips, his breathing rate increased. Suddenly he moaned and came. As he did, Mia had a firm grip, holding his cock vertically. Cum squirted a couple of inches into the air before splattering down onto her hand.
Mia continued pumping the hard cock in her hand, only the third she'd even seen in real life.
Rob's cum continued to leak out, running over her fingers.
"Was that good?"
"Fuck yeah!' Rob replied. He wasn't in any place to complain. A gorgeous teenager, who all of his friends fancied, had just given him a handjob.
"Good." Mia stated. "I'd better get something to clean us both up." She chuckled.
The room wasn't en suite, so Mia opened the door, seeing the landing empty she walked into the bathroom.
Once inside, she locked the door. She ran the cold tap, and was just about to pump out some handwash, when she looked at her hand, half coated in Rob's cum.
Mia and her friends regularly discussed their sex lives. Most of her friends had given their boyfriends blow jobs. About half didn't like the taste of cum. Despite not being a virgin, Mia had never given her ex head.
Mia looked at her hand. She wanted to know what it tasted like.
She lifted her hand and licked at Rob's cum. Other than it being sticky and slightly cold, she couldn't determine a taste.
Mia opened her mouth, placed her lips on her hands and sucked as much of the cum into her mouth as she could. Still no discernible taste.
Mia washed the rest of the cum from her hand and returned to the bedroom.
She suggested they go downstairs.
Rob got Mia another glass of wine, she chose not to drink it. What had happened upstairs would probably not have, if she had been fully sober, and she didn't trust herself not to allow him to take things further if she had any more alcohol.
Mia hung out with Rob and his friends, before deciding to leave. She texted Steve at 10.30pm.
Amy and Steve were both still up at home.
"Seems like she's had enough, she wants to come home." Steve stated as he showed Amy the text.
"They're probably all a bit too old for her." Amy replied.
"Right, I'll head over and get her." Steve said.
"Ok. I might as well go to bed. It'll be over an hour before you get back."
Steve texted Mia to let him know he was on his way. He took the main route.
Mia told Rob she was going home, as she had work in the morning, which was a white lie. Rob asked for her number.
Mia had already considered this, and whilst she found him attractive, she didn't really see him as boyfriend material due to the age difference and his relationship with Emily and Mark. Anyway, she knew he was only after one thing, and she was undecided whether she was going to let him have it.
"Give me your number." she said.
Mia typed his number into her phone, then excused herself to use the bathroom.
In the bathroom Mia checked her hair and make-up, then removed her panties and put them in her handbag.
Steve arrived about 30 minutes later, he parked just around the corner from the house and texted Mia.
Mia said goodbye to Emily and Mark, kissed Rob and left.
When she got to the car Steve was outside holding the passenger door open for her.
"Did you have a good time?"
"Yeah, it was fun."
It was obvious to Mia that Steve was hoping for a repeat showing of earlier, she didn't plan on disappointing him.
She repeated the same manoeuvres, turning to face him, he was stood slightly to the side, the light from the streetlight across the road creating a silhouette.
Mia squatted, sat down, lifted her foot, raised the knee and placed the foot in the footwell. She knew that, from his angle, Steve couldn't see all the way between her legs, so when she lifted the other foot, rather than swing the foot into the car, she let the knee drop outwards in the opposite direction, opening her legs wider.
Steve had deliberately parked across from a streetlight in the hope he'd catch a glimpse up Mia's dress. Mia's move with her second leg had afforded him more than he'd hoped. He stared down realising that the red panties were nowhere to be seen. He was staring at her naked, shaven pussy.
Mia giggled, "You like?"
"Yeah." was all he could muster in reply.
Mia lifted her leg into the car. Steve closed the door, walked around, climbed in the driver's side, and started the car.
"Take the back road. We don't have to speed, ýou can cruise if you want." Mia instructed.
As they drove Mia reached her hand across and placed it between Steve's legs. She squeezed continually, feeling his manhood grow under her hand.
She said nothing as she did so.
Eventually she spoke. "Is there a parking area we can stop in?"
"What for?"
"What do you think?"
Steve drove for another 5 minutes and pulled into a parking area next to a nature reserve. The car park was empty.
Steve shut the car off.
Mia turned to Steve.
"I want to suck your cock!"
Steve didn't have time to respond before Mia reached towards him, undid his trousers, reached inside, grasped his erect cock and pulled it out.
Mia didn't hesitate, she lowered her head and wrapped her lips around the tip of Steve's cock. He moaned.
"Ohhh fuck."
Mia held the head of the cock in her mouth, flicking her tongue over it. She had watched enough porn and read enough blogs about technique to know what guys liked. It was time to put it into practice.
She licked the full length from base to tip with the top of her tongue, then tip to base with the back of her tongue.
The varied textures of Mia's tongue were exquisite and extracted deep moans from Steve.
Mia proceeded to pump the lower half of his shaft with her hand as she slid her mouth up and down the top half.
Steve wanted it to last forever, but could feel himself cumming.
"I'm going to cum." He exclaimed.
Mia paused, removed his cock from her mouth and looked Steve in the eyes. She then lowered her mouth and sucked deeply on his swollen cock.
Steve moaned loudly and came, squirting stream after stream of his seed into Mia's mouth.
Mia's mouth filled with Steve's load. It definitely tasted different, and the warmth of the fresh cum was better then when she'd licked Rob's from her hand earlier.



Mia swallowed as the last of Steve's cum emptied into her mouth. She removed his cock from her mouth, keeping her head lowered she licked the shaft and kissed the head several times. As she lifted her head and looked into his eyes, she licked her lips.
"That was nice. We'll have to do that again." She stated.
"Definitely!" He replied.
Steve opened the driver's side door, got out and walked around to the passenger door. He opened it and held out his hand, Mia took it. Her dress had ridden right to the top of her thighs, she made no attempt to adjust it, affording Steve a clear view of her pussy as she climbed out of the car.
He led her around to the front of the car and turned so her back was to the car. He walked Mia backwards, held her tightly and lowered her until she was lying on the bonnet. Mia's feet were only just in contact with the floor, Steve's feet were between them. He pushed Mia's feet outwards, opening her legs, all the while looking into her eyes.
Maintaining eye contact for as long as was possible, he lowered his head until he was level with her pussy, stopping just a few inches away.
Mia could feels the cool night air on her exposed sex, she could also feel the warmth of Steve's breath. She ached for him to touch her.
Steve planted a gentle kiss on her stomach, then moved sideways planting kisses every couple of inches, then travelled down, kissing continually, over the crease where Mia's left leg met her hips, then down the top of her thigh. Her skin was soft to touch, and her natural scent filled his nostrils.
He kissed all the way down to where her boots were, then moved across, kissing from the bottom of her right leg, travelling up. As he crossed her knee he began placing the kisses more slowly, more firmly, and towards the inside of her thigh.
Mia wriggled involuntarily as Steve kissed the sensitive skin on the inside of her thigh. She was desperate for his touch.
"Please don't tease me any more." She begged.
Steve smiled, pushed his tongue out and flicked Mia's clit with it.
"Ohhh!" Mia moaned. Her lower body twitching, goosebumps covering her entire body.
Steve flicked his tongue against the clit again. Mia's back arched, pushing her bald, young pussy towards him. She was his to do with as he pleased at that moment.
Steve lowered his head and commenced rhythmic licking of Mia's clit. The scent of her pussy filling his senses. He felt her hand on the back of his head, her thighs squeezing against his cheeks as she pressed herself against him.
Mia started to moan loudly. She began writhing against Steve's face.
"AHHHHH!" She shouted as she came.
Steve didn't stop. He sucked Mia's clit into his mouth and flicked it with the tip of his tongue, over and over.
"OHHH FUUUUCCCKK!" Mia shouted into the night air as she came again.
Steve wasn't done. He lifted her legs, draping her calves over his shoulders. This lifted Mia's butt off the car. He took her butt cheeks in his hands, parted them, then licked her asshole.
Mia tensed initially, sucking in air at the unexpected sensation. Then she relaxed, allowing Steve to do whatever he wanted.
Steve licked at Mia's butthole, extracting sighs from her. He then pushed his tongue into her ass, Mia moaned, grinding her buttcheeks against his face.
Steve reached his right hand around and started to rub Mia's clit.
Mia writhed, her breathing rate increased and she let out a loud yelp as she came again.
Steve lowered her down, removing his tongue from her ass. He licked and kissed her sweet young pùssy. Then lifted his head away and stood up, lifting her legs from his shoulders.
He looked down at the beautiful sight before him. Mia's eyes were closed, she was absorbed in the bliss of her orgasms.
Eventually she opened her eyes and looked up.
"That was incredible." She stated.
Steve grinned. He took her hands and pulled her up to standing.
Mia looked into Steve's eyes, placed her hand on the back of his neck, pulled him towards her and kissed him on the lips. She opened her mouth, her tongue darting into his. She could taste herself on his lips.
Mia removed her mouth from Steve's and let go of his head. She stepped backwards and pulled her dress down.
"Shall we go home?" Steve asked.
They got in the car and drove home in silence. There was no need for small talk and they were both absorbed in the pleasure they were feeling.
When they got home Amy was already in bed. Mia chose to do the same. She changed into pajamas, went downstairs to say goodnight to Steve and went to bed.
Lying on her bed, she contemplated how her sex life had evolved. Just a couple of weeks ago it had consisted of playing with, and eventually having sex with one 18 year old boy, her ex, Will. They had lost their virginity to each other. And whilst it was fun, it was nothing like what she knew sex could be now.
Having had encounters with two experienced older men. She'd discovered what sex could be, and she liked it.
She slid her right hand down the front of her shorts, running her fingers over the shaven, sensitive skin that led to her sex. She rubbed her clit, remembering the taste of Steve's cum as he'd unloaded in her mouth. She moaned as she rubbed herself faster, visualising Rob's cock as she had jerked him off, his cum spurting into the air.
Mia came for the third time that night.
She pulled her hand from her shorts and sucked her fingers, relishing her own flavour that she'd tasted for the first time on Steve's lips.
She rolled over and went to sleep.
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Steve was well aware of Amy's past sexual adventures. They had often discussed their sex lives, and their fantasies.
Amy had told Steve of the time she had visited a swingers club with an ex boyfriend, about a year before meeting Steve.
She revealed how her ex had chosen a guy for her to have sex with, in the public play area of the club, and how turned on she was by the experience.
She also said how she was fascinated by the glory hole room, but had found it too intimidating at the time to try it out.
And that there had been an area that contained an inflatable paddling pool, that had been repurposed for people who like a special type of shower.
Another time she revealed that, much like many other women, she had rape fantasies. The thought of not having any control was a massive turn on.
Whether it was subconscious guilt over what had happened with Mia, he wasn't sure. But Steve had joined an app with a view to making Amy's fantasies a reality.
The app was similar to a dating app, but was specifically for swinging.
There were lots of single males, plus a few single females and plenty of couples.
Steve had created a couple's profile. The couple's profiles required the main photo to be of both people, so he used a photo of the two of them on vacation, on a beach. Steve was wearing board shorts, Amy was wearing a yellow bikini that showed off her curves perfectly. He edited out their faces.
The title for the profile was simply "Men wanted to fulfill her fantasies." He gave more detail in the description, stating he was looking for 3 or 4 guys to fulfill a very specific fantasy, and what they needed to be eligible.
He also stated that he expected quite a few responses, so would only reply to those he thought were likely candidates.
He completely underestimated the response. Within 24 hours there were over one hundred messages. Steve pitied the women on regular dating apps, they must have to sift through hundreds of messages looking for one person who fit the bill.
Steve started sifting through them, deleting any that he knew wouldn't work, guys that just weren't Amy's type, or seemed to completely misunderstand the very basic requirements (a functioning penis and a willingness to help a woman fulfill her fantasies).
He whittled the first day's applicants down to twenty, and sent the same message to each, a few more details about the mission, and a photo of Amy lying on their bed in matching black lace bra and panties. The photo was deliberate, he wanted to see which applicants referred to it in their response.
The following day he had about thirty new applicants, which he reviewed and messaged four with the same message he'd sent the others the day before.
He also had replies from all but two of the original twenty messages he'd sent. Some were ruling themselves out due to the location being too far to travel (Steve had stated they needed to live within a one hour drive of coordinates that he'd provided).
Of the rest, seven had mentioned the photo with more than a cursory comment. A couple had even said they'd masturbated over it.
Steve sent those seven another message, requesting a full length body photo (nudity wasn't necessary), giving a little more detail about the idea, and including two more photos of Amy, in one she was topless, wearing just a pair of pink satin French panties, the other she was naked, on all fours, the photo taken from the side with her head turned looking into the camera.
He also turned off new messages on the profile, he had enough to work with.
That night Steve fucked Amy, whilst he did so he ran through the plan in his head. Amy had mentioned how horny he had been recently. After, when they lay on the bed she asked
"Had something to get out of your system?"
"What?" Steve replied.
"Even for you, that was energetic. I thought you were trying to knock me through the wall you were ramming into me so hard."
"Didn't hear you complaining." Steve laughed.
"Oh no, no complaints here. You know I like it rough."
The following day Steve had responses from all of the newcomers, as well as all of the guys he'd sent the second message to.
One particular guy from the newbies stood out, he was either trying too hard, or was very keen to be involved. He made the cut and received the second message and photos, along with one other newbie.
The existing seven were harder to whittle down. They all loved the new photos. He eliminated two who mentioned that they couldn't wait for more pictures, it was harsh, but he needed to trim the numbers down.
One guy mentioned how he'd opened the message before leaving for work, and had been useless all day because he couldn't stop thinking about the photos. This made Steve laugh, this guy was a front runner.
The next day, the two newbies replied. Steve decided that he would send a final message to the remaining seven men.
In it he stated that they would receive a maximum of 48 hours notice, and that it would be those who responded quickest who would be chosen for the mission. He also told them that, even if they missed out, he might contact them in the future for other fantasies.
A few elements needed to fall into place for the plan to work. Mia would need to be away, most likely visiting her dad, being the main one.
It took a few weeks but finally things fell into place. One attempt was aborted after Mia had cancelled a visit to her dad so that she could go to a party at her cousin Emily's. Steve didn't mind as that had worked out pretty well for him.
He finally had a date set. He knew what Amy's movements would be, so he contacted the chosen few. He had decided to pick three.
The responses came within a couple of hours. Unsurprisingly the first to respond was the guy who seemed very keen. He was also the youngest, if the profiles were honest. He was 32, the ages of the other six ranged from 39 to 55.
Steve had his three chosen, so he sent them the specific location and time to be there.
The day arrived. Steve was excited all day, full of nervous energy. He had hired a high roof panel van for the mission. In the back he laid out a duvet on the floor. He also threaded lengths of rope through the eyelets in the body that were in place to allow items to be secured for transit.
Amy was due home around 7pm. Steve had messaged and asked her to pick up some items from the local health food store. Steve knew where she would park. Amy didn't like the small, poorly designed parking area, so always parked on the side road that led to some industrial units. There were no homes or businesses along the road, it was a simple service road.
Steve sat in the van, parked further down from where Amy always parked.
Amy pulled up about 50 yards ahead of Steve. She parked and went into the store. Steve drove up the road and reverse parked behind Amy's car. He got out, shielded from the view from the store by the van. He walked around the back of the van and checked the visibility. There were no windows on this side of the store, he was pretty much completely hidden from view.
He walked around the side of the van and waited. A few minutes had passed when he heard footsteps, then Amy's car bleeped as she unlocked it. It was time!
Amy opened the driver's side rear door to put the groceries on the back seat. Steve made his move. He approached quickly, Amy was still bent over, he grabbed her around the waist, Amy reacted, startled. He held the cold blade of the blunt dining knife he had chosen across her throat.
"Don't move and you won't get hurt." He growled.
Amy was frightened, but she recognised the voice.
"What do you want?"
"You," came the reply.
Amy was still tense and adrenaline pumped through her body, but she was certain it was Steve behind her, well, almost certain and the slight doubt she had made her nervous.
Steve pulled her upright, closed the car door and instructed her to lock it. He didn't want anyone getting suspicious by finding the car unlocked, with the groceries on the back seat and owner nowhere to be found.
He walked Amy to the back of the van, holding the blade to her neck. He opened the rear doors and pushed her inside. Lifting her legs and sliding her in fully. He turned on the interior light and closed the doors.
Amy was on her front on the duvet. He straddled her back and tied a blindfold around her head, covering her eyes. He took a ball gag from his pocket and fastened it in place. Muffled noises emitted from Amy.
He bound her hands behind her back with rope and secured the ends around her ankles.
Finally he rolled her onto her side.
The cab of the van could be accessed from inside. He climbed into the cab, switched off the interior rear light, started the engine and drove.
Amy's mind raced with a mixture of fear and excitement. She was 99.999% certain it was Steve who had taken her off the street and bound her in the back of this van. But she had no idea what he planned to do with her, or where he was taking her.
The drive took about 30 minutes. Steve drove away from town, turning off the main road and driving along a quiet back road. About 2 miles along was an unkept parking area, just an area of cleared dirt, bordered along the road by bushes and trees with a gap to allow vehicle access. It was used by dog walkers and hikers during the daytimes, and sometimes had campervans and motorhomes overnight on weekends. But on this quiet Monday night, as on every other weeknight, by that time it was deserted.
Or it would have been, but for the three cars parked at the far end.
Each car had a single occupant, sat in the driver's seat. Steve drove towards them, turning as he neared the end, he reversed towards the bushes at the end of the car park, stopping about 15 feet from them.
Amy felt the van come to a stop and the engine cut out. Wherever she was being taken, they were there. She heard the van door open and close. A few moments later she could hear voices, but couldn't make out the words.
Steve approached the nearest car, he recognised the driver from his photo.
"Hi, Brett isn't it?" They shook hands through the car window. "Jump out and we'll meet the others, then we can get started."
Brett was 43 years old, tall and slim. He followed Steve to the next car, which was occupied by the younger guy.
"Hi. I'm Steve, this is Brett."
"Tony, nice to meet you both."
The final car occupant had already exited the vehicle and walked towards them. He held out his hand and introduced himself,
"Hi, I'm Mike."
The men introduced themselves and Steve led them to the rear of the van, he opened the doors.
Amy heard multiple voices and then footsteps getting louder. The footsteps stopped and she heard the van doors open. Despite the blindfold she could sense the daylight, and the cool evening air pour in. She shivered, in part due to the cool air, but that wasn't all that caused it. She suddenly felt very nervous. Her mind raced. What if it wasn't Steve? No, it definitely was! Are you sure? Are
you certain? What if? What if???
Steve had given instructions in the final message to the three men. What was allowed, and what Amy liked. After showing them Amy, bound and gagged, dressed in her work outfit of a white shirt and knee length black skirt, he led them away from the van.
"Give me a few minutes to sort her out and we'll get started."
He walked back to the van and climbed in. He began undressing Amy. Unbuttoning her shirt and exposing her white bra. He rolled Amy onto her front and untied her feet, he unbuttoned her skirt, pulled down the zip, grabbed the hem of the skirt and pulled it down her legs and over her feet.
Amy was wearing white g-string panties. He stroked her butt, then gripped the elastic of the waistband and pulled them off.
Steve grabbed Amy by the ankles and twisted her so that she was lying diagonally across the floor of the van. He tied her ankles with rope that that was thereaded through the bodywork eyelets.
Amy tried moving her left leg, as she did so the rope attached to the right leg pulled.
Steve straddled Amy's back, despite being sure she wouldn't put up any resistance, he wanted the experience to be as realistic as possible for her.
He held the blade to her throat.
"Remember what I said, don't move and you won't get hurt."
He untied her hands, unhooked her bra and pulled the bra and shirt off.
Amy was naked, lying on her front, gagged and blindfolded in the back of a van, with no idea where she was, or what awaited her. Her heart raced.
Steve tied the rope that was fixed to eyelets on the other side of the van around Amy's wrists. He climbed off her back and lifted her by the waist, bringing Amy up onto her knees and elbows.
Steve exited the van and looked at Amy, on all fours, secured to the sides of the van by the rope. He then walked to the front of the van and retrieved his video camera and tripod., returning to the rear of the van he set them up and turned on the camera.
Steve walked to where the three men were waiting.
"Ok, we're good to go. Any questions?"
"Yeah, who's going first?" Mike asked.
Steve held out his arm, extending from his closed fist the ends of three straws.
"That's what we're going to find out." Steve replied.
The three men drew straws. In the time honoured tradition, Tony, who had drawn the short straw was to go last, Mike second.
"I guess you're up." Steve looked at Brett.
The four men walked to the back of the van.
"Wow!" Tony exclaimed, quietly, "she is hot."
Amy heard Tony's words and turned her head towards them.
Whatever was going to happen to her, was happening now, she thought.
Brett climbed into the van. Steve had instructed him to remove the gag but leave the blindfold, he did as instructed.
Amy panted as the gag was removed from her mouth.
Brett reached a hand under Amy and cupped her right breast, he kneeded it, then found the nipple and squeezed Amy let out a moan, Steve smiled.
Amy felt the van move as the man inside moved around. He was touching her, squeezing her boobs, running his fingertips over her skin. She was becoming more sensitive with every touch. She felt a hand cup her left breast and tug at the nipple.
"Ohh," she sighed.
He was still pulling her nipple when she felt fingerstips run down her spine, along the crack of her butt, and down to her pussy, they rubbed back and forth over her vaginal opening.
"Mmmmm," she moaned.
"Someone feels a bit excited." a man's voice stated. It wasn't Steve. Where was he?
Amy felt fingertips at her pussy lips, then felt fingers being pushed inside her. She bucked, writhing her hips, involuntarily pushing herself against the hand.
"Ohh fuck!" She exclaimed.
Brett fingered Amy as the three other men watched on. Steve checked the video camera to make sure it was getting everything.
After a couple of minutes Brett withdrew his fingers from Amy, unbuttoned his trousers and took out his erect cock. Steve had handed all three men condoms, which were to be used if they wanted to fuck her pussy. Brett applied the condom and positioned himself behind Amy.
Amy felt a hand on her butt, and then something pushing against her vagina. Suddenly a cock was thrust into her, she let out a loud moan. Two hands gripped her hips and the cock began driving into her, hard and fast. It didn't feel particularly big, but it made her feel full nonetheless.
"Ohh fuckk, " she moaned. The nervousness she'd felt was gone, replaced by the pleasure of having her pussy rammed.
Brett kept up the pace relentlessly for a few minutes, then slowed, but became more deliberate and aggressive with his thrusts into Amy.
Amy felt herself coming, her legs started to quiver and the rushes in the vagina began.
"Ohhh, you're making me cum!" She shouted as her orgasm rushed through her body.
After her orgasm had subsided Brett withdrew from her and removed the condom. He walked around in front of Amy, grabbed her hair and lifted her head. Amy groaned, her mouth open.
The rough pulling on her hair hurt, Amy then felt a stiff cock being pushed into her mouth. It was forced all the way to the back of her mouth, to the opening of her throat, causing her to gag. It then pulled out most of the way.
Brett slowly withdrew his cock from Amy's mouth, bubbles of saliva were all over his manhood. He paused when just the tip was left in her mouth. He commenced fucking her mouth with short, fast thrusts. Amy emitted muffled moans, her head tilted back as Brett pulled her hair.
The pace of the cock that was roughly fucking her mouth started to increase. All of a sudden it stopped, half way to the back of her mouth, Amy felt a warm squirt into her mouth, she swallowed to prevent choking on it. There were two further squirts and then the cum dribbled out onto her tongue. She swallowed and then sucked on the cock, licking at it with her tongue, extracting the last of the strangers cum.
For the first time in her life she'd had a cock in her mouth without ever having seen the face of the man who possessed it. It turned her on.
Brett withdrew his softening cock from Amy's mouth and released her hair. He pulled up his trousers and exited the van.
Amy could hear hushed voices. She felt the van move and sensed movement nearby, someone else had climbed into the van.
Mike stood behind Amy. He'd okayed what he wanted to do with Steve. He stepped to the side, and with his open palm he struck Amy's right butt cheek. Amy yelped, this excited Mike, who struck the same spot again with a little more force.
Mike continued spanking Amy's right butt cheek. It reddened quickly. Amy writhed as the soreness and pain increased with each strike.
"If you move I'm going to make it worse." Mike stated.
Amy whimpered.
Mike continued on the same spot until Amy started to shake uncontrollably. He then switched to the left cheek and repeated the process.
Amy's right ass cheek felt like it was on fire, and now this man had started on her left.
'At this rate I won't be able to sit down for days.' She thought.
Amy felt a hand on her left breast, it pinched the nipple and twisted it roughly. Amy groaned, as much in pain as excitement.
Mike continued spanking Amy and twisting her nipples for a few minutes. He stopped to admire his work. Amy's butt was so red it almost glowed. Mike grinned.
He took out his erection, sheathed it with a condom and knelt behind Amy. Her pussy lips were swollen and wet. He positioned his cock at them and entered her easily with one thrust.
Amy had been too absorbed in pain to notice that someone had positioned themself behind her, she first became aware when she felt the cock fill her hole.
"Ohhhh," she moaned loudly.
Was it the same man who had been spanking her? She had no idea. All she knew was that he started fucking her hard and fast. The impact of his pelvis against her butt was sore, but the pleasure inside her was greater.
She felt herself coming again.
"Ohhh, ohhhh yesssss, YESSSSSS," she yelled as she came.
The cock continued thrusting into her and then, after one final, hard thrust that rocked her whole body forwards, stopped. She could hear a grunting sound and the hands around her waist had tightened their grip. Amy figured the guy was coming.
Mike pulled his cock out of Amy's soaking pussy. He pulled the condom off, being careful not to spill the contents. He stood and walked around to Amy's front. Placing his hand under her chin, he lifted her head.
"Open your mouth wide." He commanded.
Mike emptied the contents of the used condom into her mouth.
"Swallow." He instructed.
Amy did as she was told. Some of the cum had missed her mouth and trickled down her chin.
Mike climbed out of the van.
Steve stared at Amy as she licked Mike's cum from her lips. He was surprised just how turned on he was. The idea of sharing Amy had been exciting, the reality even more so.



Tony entered the van. He was already hard. He unbuttoned his jeans and released his cock. Steve's eyes widened. Tony's cock was bigger than his, and the other two men's. He guessed it was seven or eight inches long, but it was the girth that was most surprising, he reckoned it was about fifty percent thicker than his own.
Inside the van Amy waited. She'd felt the last guy leave the van and had felt someone entering. Maybe this was Steve? She waited to learn what was coming next.
Tony looked down at Amy's butt. He loved anal, but they were all under strict instructions, use her pussy and mouth however they want, but no ass fucking. Which was a shame because that hole looked so inviting.
He removed a condom from it's packaging and rolled it onto his throbbing manhood, and knelt behind Amy.
Amy felt hands on her butt, followed by the sensation of a tongue licking her pussy. She was on her hands and knees but dropped to her elbows, laying her head on her forearms as the tongue worked it's way inside her.
The licking stopped, the tongue disappeared, then she felt it flick her asshole. It was trying to push into her butt. She moaned, the sensation was incredible.
"You like that huh?" A voice she'd never heard before asked.
"Yessss," she replied. Her body was hyper-sensitive, every touch of his fingertips as he stroked her butt and thighs was like an. electric shock.
The tongue was inside her butt. She could feel his cheeks against her ass, the tongue probing inside her. She wanted him to replace it with his cock. She was desperate to have a cock in her ass.
The tongue pulled out of her ass, she felt empty. Moments later she felt a cock pressing at her vagina.
She felt it push her open and moaned loudly. It felt big. Even though she'd had two cocks in her pussy already, she felt herself being stretched, her vagina wrapping around this big cock.
"Ohhh fuck!" She groaned. "You're so big!"
She was soaking wet. The cock started thrusting in and out of her. Feeling like it was going in a little further with each thrust. Filling her more than she'd ever been filled. Amy was in no doubt that it was the the biggest she'd ever had.
She started to come, her orgasm rising, she moaned with every thrust. The stranger started to drive into her harder, pushing her towards her climax.
Amy screamed as her orgasm tore through her.
"OHHH MY GODDDDDD!"
Her whole body shook violently.
Tony grinned as the woman before him screamed in pleasure. He reached under and cupped her breasts, gripping them as he fucked her as hard as her could.
"OH GOD! DON'T STOP! DON'T STOP!" Amy yelled as she started to come again. Every thrust was hitting her g-spot. Her thighs were shaking as she came.
Steve looked on as his woman was mercilessly fucked by that big cock. He'd taken his own out and was masturbating.
Inside the van Amy was shaking, unaware of anything except the pleasure that she was experiencing as this stranger thrust his massive cock into her She was now having one, continuous orgasm. Rushes ran through her pussy and up her body constantly.
Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the cock withdrew from her. She felt the van rock, followed by her head being pulled up off the floor by her hair. She placed her hands on the floor, pushing herself up.
She felt the head of a cock being pushed into her open mouth, moments later cum gushed into her mouth. Stream after stream squirted into her mouth. She swallowed as more cum continued to be pumped into her mouth. More than she'd ever experienced before. Eventually it stopped.
She licked at the head of the cock. It was really big, she had to open her mouth wide to accommodate just the head. She sucked wantonly at it, the man groaned as she did so.
Finally Tony pulled his cock out of Amy's mouth and moved towards the back of the van. He climbed out.
"You're so lucky." He said to Steve.
Steve grinned. "Yeah, I know." He looked at Amy, who was still on all fours.
Inside the van Amy was still trembling from the orgasms she'd had. Her mind ran over what had happened. She'd had three cocks in her pussy, two in her mouth and swallowed three loads of cum, all from men whose faces she'd never seen, let alone knew their names. And each had used her as they had pleased.
But her experience wasn't over yet.
Steve repositioned the video camera and climbed into the van, he untied Amy's wrists and ankles. He span her around by her legs so that her feet faced the rear of the van. He pulled her towards the back of the van, the duvet slid until her feet hung out the rear of the van.
He tied her wrists to the eyehole ropes again, leaving enough slack so he could lift her out of the van so that her feet were on the ground.
Amy couldn't stand upright due to her wrist being tethered inside the van. She was bent forward with the front of her thighs pressed against the back of the van.
Steve walked behind Amy, he stroked her butt, which was still red from the spanking Mike had administered. He positioned himself behind her and took his erect cock out.
Despite the cool air, Amy has a thin sheen of sweat all over her skin. She felt the man standing behind her. Hands were placed on her buttcheeks, which he pulled apart.
She felt the tip of a cock push against her asshole. The pressure increased until her hole gave way and allowed the cock inside.
"Uhhhhh," she groaned.
Was this another man? Was it her man?
The cock started to thrust in her ass. Filling it and then withdrawing. She wriggled her hips as it drove in and out.
"Ohhhh. Fuck me!" She begged.
She felt fingers at her clit, they started to rub. If this wasn't Steve taking her ass, the guy was doing a damn good job of impersonating him.
Amy moaned and started to come. Steve increased his pace. The lack of lube meant he felt all of the friction and heat inside Amy's ass.
Amy came, "Ohhhhh fuccckkk yesss!" She yelled.
This tipped Steve over the edge, he thrust hard into Amy and emptied his seed inside her.
As his orgasm subsided he slowly pulled out of her.
The four men looked on as Amy recovered from her latest orgasm. Her pussy ached from all the cocks that had been inside, her asshole was on fire from the lube free fucking it had taken, the entrance to her throat was sore from the cock that had fucked her mouth so roughly, her nipples and buttcheeks ached from being tugged and spanked, but she loved every bit of the pain.
Steve turned off the camera and packed it away, along with the tripod, behind the driver's seat. He climbed into the van, untied Amy's wrists and retrieved her clothes. He jumped out of the van and removed the blindfold. Amy blinked quickly. Her eyes began to focus. Steve was stood in front of her, smiling. Amy looked around and saw three other men, they were all looking at her. She suddenly became aware that she was naked and felt slightly bashful, which she quickly realised was ridiculous, given what had taken place over the past, God, how long had it been?
Amy dressed whilst the men chatted among themselves. Once she was dressed she joined them.
Steve introduced them. The younger guy, Tony, spoke first.
"You were amazing. You're so sexy. "
"Thank you," she replied.
They made small talk for a while, then agreed to go their separate ways.
Amy's butt was sore sitting in the van, but it was better than being in the back, hogtied, gagged and blindfolded.
"Are you ok?" Steve asked.
"Yeah. A bit sore and exhausted, but I'm fine."
"Did you enjoy it?" He enquired.
"Oh yeah. It was incredible."
Amy contemplated the events of the evening. From being seized off the street, through the initial fear, to being ravaged by three strangers, and finally dry butt fucked by her man.
"So who was who?" She asked.
Steve looked at her quizzically.
"Which order did they go in? Who took me first?"
"Guess," Steve smiled.
Amy thought. The younger guy didn't look like a spanker.
"The young guy, Tony? He was first. Then, Mike, that's his name isn't it? And then the other guy. "
"No. Do you want another try?"
Amy shook her head.
"Brett, the taller guy went first, you got Mike in the right order, then Tony."
Amy smiled. So the young guy had the big cock. It made sense when she thought about how much he'd unloaded when he came.
They chatted about how Steve had planned arranged it all.
"Well, you went to a lot of effort." Amy smiled.
"You're worth it baby." He smiled.
They picked up Amy's car and went home. At home Amy showered and went to bed exhausted. Her entire body still tingling from the night's activities.
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Mia had noticed, since Emily's party, that her step father, Steve had become distant with her. The two nights she'd been with him had been amazing, and she had hoped, almost expected, that they would continue. What actually happened was that he was working more, which was fair enough, but when he wasn't working he was either at the gym or working on one of his projects in the garage, almost as if he was avoiding her.
He always had something on the go in the garage, making something. But they were almost always just things to help him switch off, and that he'd work on occasionally.
Recently he was hardly ever in the house when she was around, and had almost completely stopped checking her out. She'd even walked into the lounge in her bra and panties when he was there once, pretending that she didn't realise he was home, and he'd hardly looked at her.
Mia had decided to try to find out if she'd done anything wrong. If this kept up she was going call Rob and fuck him instead, which she'd already decided she was going to do at some point anyway.
Steve was in the garage when Mia got home from her morning shift at the coffee shop. Amy, her mom, was at a tennis tournament.
Mia was dressed in her work uniform, a black knee length skirt and white shirt. She always wore a coloured bra to work as the shirt was tight enough that the bra was visible through it, today it was black. The people that came in the coffee shop mostly tipped well, and on Saturdays she almost always had a group of 10 or so middle aged guys who were part of a cycling club. They always sat in her area. She'd flirt with them and make sure she took her time when she was clearing their table, knowing that they were looking down her top or checking out her ass. Their tip usually made up about half of her total tips, so she figured she'd give them a reason to be generous.
Mia had thought about changing into Steve's favourite pj set when she got home, but decided against it and went straight into the garage. Steve had his back to her, drilling some wood on his bench, he was dressed in an old t-shirt and a pair of his old board shorts. She had to raise her voice to get his attention.
"Steve."
The drill stopped and Steve turned, "Oh, hi. Home early aren't you?"
"Yeah, just a short shift today, they've got a couple of trainees who are working this afternoon."
There was a pause in conversation, which Steve broke.
"Well I'd better crack on. This job won't finish itself."
"What are you making?"
"Just a couple of stools for the breakfast bar."
"Oh." Mia paused, then asked "Have I done something wrong?"
Steve knew what she meant, he looked at her, "No, it's me. I don't want to hurt your mom, I love her to bits and don't want to risk what we've got"
"Nor do I." Mia replied. "But we weren't ever going to take any risks were we? Nothing was ever going to happen when there was a chance anyone would find out and I'm not going to tell anyone."
Steve didn't reply, but kept looking her in the eye. She looked gorgeous in that blouse. Her bra was clearly visible. He could almost feel the blood rushing to his cock.
"I thought maybe you didn't like the blow job." Mia said.
"What? No! That was incredible, it really was." Steve replied.
"Because I really enjoyed it, especially when you came in my mouth."
Steve could feel his cock stirring as the words left Mia's mouth. That mouth that had been wrapped around it just a few weeks earlier.
"You're the only man I've ever let come inside me." Mia continued.
She glanced down and could see the developing bulge in his shorts.
Mia decided if she didn't act now, that it would definitely be over,
so she stepped forwards and reached her hand out, placing it on top of the bulge, Steve never moved or spoke, so she squeezed.
Steve let out a moan, Mia started to rub her hand up and down.
"If you want me to stop, I will." She said.
"No." Was all that Steve could say.
Mia smiled, lifted her heels and kissed Steve on the lips. He reciprocated, whilst Mia continued stroking his cock.
Mia reached her other hand down and untied his shorts. She released his cock and used both hands to pull his shorts down so that the waistband was at his thighs.
Mia stopped kissing Steve and said
"I've wanted to do this every day for weeks."
She looked into Steve's eyes and dropped to her knees. Maintaining eye contact she took hold of his cock.
"Do you want me to suck it?"
Steve succumbed to his destiny, he'd tried hard to resist, but he knew what lay ahead.
"Yes." came the reply.
Steve looked down, as Mia maintained eye contact, opened her mouth and enveloped his cock. He gasped.
The feeling of having that cock inside her again made Mia instantly wet. She slid her lips up and down the shaft, wrapping her tongue around it.
Muffled moans emitted from her as she sucked.
Mia could hear Steve's groans, but she was focused on her own pleasure. The sensations of that cock sliding in and out of her mouth made her so horny. She reached a hand down, pulled up her skirt and started to rub her pussy over her panties.
"Mmmm..mmmm" she moaned, rubbing her clit frantically.
Steve tangled Mia's hair in his hands and placed them on the back of her head, pulling her onto him. Mia let out a moan as he did so.
He was in heaven. Looking down at this beautiful, 18 year old, as she sucked his cock whilst she masturbated. He could feel his orgasm rising.
On her knees Mia started to tremble. She reached her other hand up and cupped Steve's balls, they felt tight, she squeezed them gently.
"Oh fuck!" Steve moaned. "I'm gonna come."
Mia rubbed her clit frantically and came, her whole body shook, muffled squeals of pleasure came from her, and at that moment she felt a hot stream of cum squirt into her mouth. Panting as her orgasm ripped through her, she swallowed as her mouth began to fill.
Her orgasm started to subside. Once she felt the last dribble of come pour into her mouth, she removed her hand from her pussy and wrapped it around the base of the cock that was still buried in her mouth. She squeezed Steve's balls and simultaneously squeezed his cock and slid her hand slowly up it. Steve groaned as Mia squeezed the last drops of come out of him. She licked and sucked the tip, wasting none of his seed.
Steve looked down as, still holding his cock, Mia removed it from her mouth and leaned back. Her lips were coated in his come. She smiled and stood up.
"That was so good." Mia stated.
"Yeah." Was all Steve could muster.
Mia grinned. "Glad you liked it again. That means we can do it much more, whenever you want to "
Steve's mind raced. Had he just been given permission to demand blow jobs whenever he wanted from his stepdaughter?
"Mom's out all day you know." Mia stated. "So, why don't you finish up here," she looked down at his softening cock and back up into his eyes, "and when you're ready, I'll be waiting on my bed."
With a giggle, Mia turned and left the garage.
When she got to her room, Mia stripped, she removed her skirt and blouse, then unhooked her bra and peeled off the parties. She could still taste Steve's cum.
She lay on her bed, opened her legs and started to masturbate. Rotating her index and middle finger of one hand on her clit, she found her vaginal opening with the other hand, she was soaking wet.
She pushed the middle and ring finger of that hand into her pussy and started to finger fuck herself vigorously.
Mia moaned and gasped as she thrust her fingers into her hole.
Steve had entered the house and could hear her, he ascended the stairs quietly. As he got towards the top he looked to the right, through the spindles of the landing guardrail. He could see into Mia's room. Her door was about 3/4 open. He could see Mia on her bed, but her head and shoulders were hidden by the door.
Steve stood and watched Mia fingering herself. It was almost as if he'd accidentally stumbled on the scene and was watching her without her knowledge or consent. He immediately became hard.
Mia could feel herself coming, so increased the speed and force, ramming her fingers into her pussy. She squealed as she came, writhing and bucking with her fingers buried deep inside herself.
As her orgasm subsided so did her breathing, her heart was still pounding. She heard a creak from outside the room, so instinctively sat up, she immediately saw Steve looking at her.
"Were you watching me?"
"Yeah." Steve replied.
"Well if you liked what you saw, you'd better come and fuck me as payment for the show."
Steve ascended the stairs, starting to strip off as he did so. Within seconds he was naked He jumped onto the bed. Mia lay back, opened her legs and reached her arms up. She grabbed the back of his head pulling him down, she kissed him forcefully, then reached a hand down, taking hold of his cock, she guided him towards her hole.
Once he was there, Steve thrust forwards, forcing himself into her, Mia yelped.
Steve proceeded to fuck Mia, harder than their first time. Her pussy was still wonderfully tight, it gripped him as her muscles contracted under the force of his thrusts.
"Oh fuck, oh god, I'm gonna cum," Mia yelped.
Mia came, gripping Steve with her arms, holding him inside her.
As her orgasm subsided, Mia rolled Steve sideways until she was lying on top.
"I want to find out what it's like on top." She stated.
She pushed herself up and bent her knees, all the while holding Steve inside her. Finally she sat upright, her knees bent, straddling his hips. She looked down into his eyes.
The vision before him was one of the most beautiful Steve had ever seen. Looking up her body, to her perfect, firm, C cup boobs, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. He looked down to her shaven pussy, his cock hidden from view inside.
Steve thrust upwards.
"Oooh!" Mia exclaimed, her eyes widening.
He repeated the thrust, then again, and again. Once he'd found a rhythm, Mia joined it, pushing down as he thrust upwards, and rising up and he released each thrust.
Mia closed her eyes. Steve looked up as her boobs bounced along to the rhythm. He reached up and cupped them, taking each nipple between thumb and forefinger, her squeezed.
"OHHHHH!" Mia moaned. He head tilted back, eyes closed.
"Ohh, Steve, you're making me come again"
Mia shook as her orgasm ripped through her, moaning loudly. Steve released her nipples, gripped her hips and thrust upwards as hard as he could, over and over, driving his cock into Mia.
This intensified Mia's orgasm.
"mmmmMMM......OOOOHHHH!" She squealed.
She opened her eyes and dropped her head, looking down at Steve who was staring into her eyes as he thrust upwards.
"I want you to come inside me. Please Steve, I can't take much more."
With a final thrust, Steve closed his eyes, his body tensed, and he came.
When he opened his eyes, Steve was greeted with the vision of Mia smiling at him.
"Was that nice?" She asked.
"Fuck yeah." He responded.
"So, you're not going to avoid me anymore?"
"No, I think that was a mistake." Steve answered.
Mia slid herself up his softening pole until he fell out of her, and lay down next to him, with her head on his chest, arm and leg draped across him.
By the time Amy came home they were both showered and dressed.
"How was tennis?" Steve asked.
"It was fun. Is Mia upstairs?"
"Yeah, I think she's going out with friends."
"So we have the house to ourselves this evening?" Amy smiled.
Steve's smiled back. He hadn't ever anticipated that he'd be fucking mother and daughter the same day. But that was clearly going to happen, he became semi-aroused by the thought.
Once Mia had gone out Steve wasted no time. He was in the kitchen with Amy when Mia left, she'd come in and kissed them both goodbye.
He turned to Amy, pushed her back against the counter and kissed her forcefully, she responded.
Holding her shoulders he pushed her down onto her knees, he wanted to to do the same as Mia had done a few hours earlier.
Amy loved giving head and responded positively.
She undid his jeans, pulled out his semi-erect cock, opened her mouth and engulfed it. It hardened inside her mouth and she sucked deeply, sliding her mouth along the shaft until just the tip was left in her, then sliding back down until the tip entered her throat, she gagged, and slid him out slightly. The increase in saliva from gagging gave Amy the lubrication she wanted and she slid the swollen cock into her throat again. She was able to hold it there for a few seconds before gagging and releasing it again.
Amy then proceeded to slide it out of her mouth half way before forcing herself onto it, driving it into her throat, taking the entire cock all the way to the base, sliding it out before she gagged, and then repeated over and over. Amy fucked her throat with Steve's cock, she knew how much he loved that, and she could hear his moans of approval.
Looking down Steve watched Amy's head bob back and forth, the sensation of his cock sliding into her throat was incredible. Mia gave a fantastic blowjob, but Amy was in a league of her own. He fantasised about Amy teaching Mia to give head, using him as a teaching aid.
"Oh, fuck. I'm gonna come baby." He exclaimed.
Amy squeezed his balls and continued driving his cock into her throat. Almost as if she knew the exact moment he would come, Amy slid him out of her throat, holding him in her mouth as he emptied his seed into her, she didn't swallow initially. Once he'd finished cumming, Amy removed Steve's swollen cock from her mouth, and looked up at him with her mouth open, showing him his load on her tongue, she then closed her mouth and swallowed.
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Emily was struggling with her new home. Dubai wasn't what she had expected. She had moved here when her mom relocated to live with her new partner, Mike, an investment banker, who lived in Dubai for tax purposes, at least that's what her mom had told her.
They had moved to Dubai just over a year ago. Mostly Emily missed her friends back in England. She hadn't wanted to relocate, but as her dad had moved to Australia 3 years ago, at 18 years old she didn't have many options.
She kept in touch with all of her friends, and occasionally her mom's ex, Dan. Emily liked Dan and she still couldn't understand why her mom left him for Mike. He had treated them both well and had even offered them somewhere to live when their rental property had been sold by the landlord.
She had been back to England a couple of times, once with her mom, once alone, and had recently booked another weekend trip alone. Each time she had been upset flying back to Dubai, which didn't feel like home.
Tonight was much like every other in Dubai, bored at Mike's flashy apartment. Emily called one of her friends for a chat, scrolled through Tiktok, chatted to a few friends by text. One mentioned that she had bumped into Dan at the gym and that he'd asked how she was. Emily decided to send Dan a message on Whatsapp.
"Hi. How r u?"
The message was delivered, but the ticks didn't turn blue. Emily went back to chatting to her friend Lia. About 30 minutes later her phone pinged a Whatsapp notification, it was Dan.
"Hello you. Long time, no speak. I thought you'd lost your phone."
Emily laughed, one of Dan's bug-bears was that she had her phone "glued to her hand", as he put it.
"no, it's still super glued in place." She replied.
"So, what's up?" He responded. One thing Emily liked about Dan was that he was always to the point, "small talk is for small minds" was one of his phrases.
"Oh, nothing, just bored."
"So you thought of me, thanks lol."
Emily knew he was just joking.
"Lia said she saw you at the gym, and I realised we hadn't chatted for a while."
"And?????"
"Like I said, bored."
"Still not liking Dubai?"
"No. Still miss everyone back home."
Dan liked Emily. It had been a struggle when she had moved into his apartment with her mom, but they had made it work. Then, without warning her mom had told him she'd met someone else and that he had rented them an apartment. They had moved out less than a week later. It had been a shock, but not as much as when Emily had called him to say they were moving to Dubai. He'd expected that would be the last he would hear from either of them, so he was pleasantly surprised when Emily had messaged him shortly after they had relocated.
"Why don't you come back for a visit? If you need somewhere to stay you can crash at mine." He replied.
"Aww, thanks. I have been back a couple of times. Coming again in 2 weeks. Thanks for the offer, but I'm staying at Lia's."
"No worries. Offer is always there."
"Maybe we could meet up when I'm back?" Emily enquired.
"When are you here?"
"The weekend after next. Fly in on Friday evening and back on Sunday evening. If you're free we could meet on Sunday morning or lunchtime."
Dan knew he'd be free. When he didn't have his kids visiting, he always kept Sundays open, mostly because his diary was so full the rest of the time. He knew it was part of what had caused the break up with Tanya, Emily's mom.
"No problem, Just let me know what works best for you and where you want to meet." He replied.
The next 10 days passed. Emily and Dan had arranged to meet at a coffee shop by a lake. The weather, predictably unpredictable in England, was dry, so they were able to go for a walk around the lake.
Dan sat outside the coffee shop with a cup of tea, he never could get his head around the younger generation's obsession with coffee. Emily had told him that Lia was dropping her off, and would return to take her to the airport. He'd said that he would take her to the airport to save Lia having to plan her day around them.
Dan spotted Emily walking across the car park before she saw him. She had changed. Her brunette hair was dyed blonde with silver streaks and she looked much more grown up. He hadn't really thought about it, but she had only just turned 18 when he last saw her, it was over a year, and that year had made a difference, she no longer looked like the teenage girl who had lived with him, she looked like a young woman, dressed in light blue tight denim jeans, trainers and a cream coloured coat. He stood as she approached.
Emily smiled. She spotted Dan as she walked towards the coffee shop. He looked well, and happy. And he still had his old fashioned, stand up whenever a woman approaches a table, trait. He had lots of quirks that she viewed as old fashioned, but were quite charming.
"Hi." Emily beamed, breaking into a brief run and hugging Dan.
Dan hugged her back. They broke and he smiled at her, "It's great to see you."
"You too. You look really well!" Emily stated.
"Shall we get you a coffee and go for a walk." Dan replied.
They walked around the lake, Emily updating Dan on what life was like in Dubai. Emily certainly seemed to have done a lot of growing up since Dan had last seen her, and not just physically.
After a couple of hours it was time for Emily to go to the airport.
"Just check there are no delays, no point hanging around the airport unnecessarily." Dan suggested.
Emily took out her phone. "Oh, great!" She exclaimed, clearly unhappy. "The flight's cancelled!"
"Oh. Check if there are any other flights with other airlines. You can claim back the cost of the cancelled flight."
Emily spent a few minutes looking at flight websites. "Nothing until Tuesday. All flights tomorrow are fully booked." She looked at Dan dismayed.
"Call your mom and let her know the flight is cancelled. She might want you to go to a hotel, but you're welcome to stay at mine."
"She didn't know we were meeting up. She doesn't even know we've stayed in touch."
"Oh well, time to pull on your big girl pants and tell her." Dan figured that he needed to prepare to have to speak to Tanya as well.
Emily called Tanya, who was initially sympathetic, but that changed as soon as Emily told her about seeing Dan. Emily did her best to calm her mom, but to no avail. "She wants to speak to you." Emily held her phone out to Dan.
"Hi Tanya." Dan said, in the best conciliatory tone he could manage.
Tanya then proceeded to shout at Dan for what felt like forever, barely pausing for breath. Once there was a sufficient pause, Dan spoke.
"For starters Tanya, if you don't lower your voice I'm hanging up. Secondly, I didn't know that you weren't aware we were meeting, let alone still in contact. But the current situation is that Emily is stranded and needs somewhere to stay. Now, do you want me to drop her at a hotel, or at one of your family's homes?"
Tanya started to shout at Dan again, this time he interrupted, "What did I just say? If you so much as raise your voice once more, I'm gone and you can deal with your daughter's situation." Dan had no intention of deserting Emily, but he also knew Tanya well enough that his threat would do the job.
"Which hotel are you suggesting you drop her at? And how will she get to the airport, whenever we're able to arrange another flight?" She retorted.
"Those are your matters to deal with Tanya." Dan responded. "An alternative, if you can't arrange anywhere for her to stay, is that she can stay at mine. I can't take her to the airport during the day, but I'm happy to take her if it's an early morning or evening flight."
This seemed to calm Tanya down. Dan handed the phone back to Emily, who spoke to Tanya for a few minutes before hanging up.
"She's going to book me a flight and let me know. Thank you so much for helping me." Emily hugged Dan.
They drove to Dan's home. Emily had loved Dan's apartment when she lived there.
"You know where everything is." Dan said as they walked in. "You can have your old room."
"Can I use your shower?" Emily asked.
"Of course." Dan replied.
"And, I don't want to be cheeky, but can I do some laundry? I only brought enough clothes for 2 days."
"Sure, just leave out what you want washed and I'll put it on for you."
Dan heard the shower start and looked into the hallway. There was a small pile of clothes on the floor. He picked them up and carried them through to the utility room. As he was loading the washing machine he had to disentangle a pair of leggings from a light pink pair of lacy panties. He didn't really know how it happened, one moment he was holding the panties, the next he had them pressed under his nose and was inhaling deeply at them.
He'd had a previous girlfriend who liked to watch him masturbate as he sniffed her panties, but he hadn't done it since.
Emily's scent was intoxicating, he immediately felt himself becoming aroused, he inhaled deeply again, his mind picturing Emily naked in his shower.
He was tempted to keep them, but knew that Emily would realise they were missing as there were only 2 pairs of panties in the washing bundle.
Knowing that he would have to wash them, he pushed the gusset into his mouth, licking and sucking at Emily's 19 year old pussy juices.
Dan fished the other panties, a red lace g-string, from the washing machine, held them to his nose and inhaled Emily's scent as he sucked her juices from the pink ones in his mouth. His cock was hard as a rock, he began stroking it through his trousers. It had been several months since he'd been with a woman, and he always loved the smell of pussy. He began to rub frantically as he tasted and smelled the juices of the teen who was naked just a few feet away. He felt his orgasm rising, and just as he reached the point of no return he heard the shower stop. He came, still with the panties in his mouth and held to his nose. He quickly stuffed all the washing into the machine and turned it on, he would have to wait for Emily to leave his room and go to hers before he could sort out his own mess.
Dan was still semi erect as he heard Emily leave his room, however, rather than go to her own room, she walked through to the living area. Realising that his semi was still clearly visible, as was the damp patch that his cum had made on the front of his trousers, he quickly turned away towards a kitchen counter. Emily walked in, towel drying her damp hair. She was wearing one of his tee-shirts.
"I hope you don't mind me borrowing this." She said, looking down at the shirt as she continued drying her hair. Dan looked over his shoulder and down simultaneously and could tell immediately, from the movement beneath the material, that she wasn't wearing a bra. The shirt finished about a quarter of the way down her thighs, which were bare, Dan wondered if she was just wearing panties beneath. This put paid to any hope he had that his semi would subside any time soon. He wanted to go and change, and clean up the mess he'd made sniffing Emily's panties, but that would mean tearing himself away from the vision before him.
Emily had stopped looking at the shirt, and was looking straight at Dan, whose eyes hadn't lifted after he had looked at her breasts swinging beneath the shirt. She smiled, it made her feel good whenever she caught a guy looking at her.
"I take it that you don't." She giggled.
Dan immediately looked up, "Sorry....I didn't mean to..." He stuttered.
"I don't mind." Emily replied. Guys regularly checked her out, it seemed a perfectly natural thing to her.
"Have you planned dinner? If not, can we order pizza?" She asked.
"Sure." he replied.
Emily smiled and turned, heading back towards her room. As she walked away the shirt rose up and down slightly, revealing the very bottom of her butt momentarily. Once he heard the door close Dan rushed through to his room to change.
They hung out for the evening, watching a movie and chatting. Emily sat across from Dan in an armchair, with her knees pulled up, bare feet on the chair. He was able to catch the occasional glimpse of her black panties when she shifted the position of her legs. The creamy thighs running up under the hem of his tee shirt.
During the evening Emily received a text from Tanya with details of her flight. She had managed to get on a one stop flight, early Tuesday morning.
Dan had left for work on the Monday morning before Emily rose. He'd left a note telling her to help herself to breakfast. Emily messaged a couple of her friends and arranged to meet late in the morning. She messaged Dan to let him know she'd be out for most of the day.
Dan's work that day meant that he was able to go home for lunch, rather than have it on the road. He walked into the empty flat, made himself a sandwich and sat down. Without thinking, as he was going to his room to use the toilet, he opened the door to Emily's room. His t-shirt that she had borrowed was draped over the chair by the dressing table, he then saw her travel bag on the floor, zipped up, his mind immediately turned to the panties he glimpsed the night before whilst Emily was on the armchair. He walked into Emily's room, feeling a pang of guilt, which was immediately overridden by his carnal lust. He unzipped the bag. The clean clothes that he had washed the night before were placed on top, he lifted them, and beneath, bundled up were the clothes Emily had been wearing when they met the day before. In the middle of the bundle were the black panties, he pulled them out and examined them. There were white streaks in the gusset. Unable to control himself, he lifted the panties to his face and inhaled. Emily's sweet, slightly musky scent filled his senses, he immediately became erect.
Knowing that he had limited time before he needed to go back to work, and that this opportunity wouldn't present itself again, Dan hastily made his way into his bedroom, stripped, lay on his bed, and holding Emily's panties up to his face, started to masturbate.
Unfortunately for Emily, her friend Jesse was an on-call nurse, and got a text on her phone calling her into work whilst they were out having lunch, She drove Emily home and departed. Emily didn't notice Dan's car parked outside the apartment block, and using the spare keys Dan had told her to take, she entered the building and ascended the stairs looking at her phone as she did so.
She opened the front door and walked into the apartment. Her room was clearly visible from the front door, and she noticed that the door was open. She knew she had closed it before she left, because it was a habit she'd had since her early teens.
Leaving the front door ajar, she walked tentatively into the apartment. Dan was out at work, so who had opened her door? As she approached her room she saw her travel bag was open, her heart began to race, had the apartment been burgled?
She turned the corner in the hallway and immediately heard sounds coming from Dan's room. The door was half open, getting ready to flee she glanced into the room.
Initially she thought her eyes were deceiving her. Lying naked on his back on the bed was Dan, masturbating frantically with one hand, whilst the the other held what appeared to be a cloth up to his face. He was breathing heavily and moaning.
It took a few moments for Emily to realise that the cloth Dan was holding was black lace, and a few more moments for her to realise that it wasn't a cloth, it was her panties. She stifled a gasp, moments later Dan's moans became louder,
"Oh fuck yeah, Em you smell so good" he groaned.
Emily's eyes grew wider as he spoke the name he always called her. Dan then groaned over and over before he came, his discharge squirting out landing on his chest and stomach. As his breathing subsided Emily left the apartment, taking care to quietly close the front door, she raced down the stairs and left the building., immediately noticing Dan's car. She needed time to process what she had just witnessed. Close by were some shops, including a coffee shop, she walked towards them, her mind racing.
Inside the apartment, unaware that he'd had an audience, Dan wiped himself down with some tissues, he then carefully returned Emily's panties to her back, taking one last deep inhalation of her scent, and zipped the bag. He closed the door as he left her room, quickly showered and returned to work.
At the coffee shop Emily wondered how to deal with what she had witnessed. Was Dan some sort of pervert? She'd never heard of men sniffing girls' panties. She opened her phone, opened an incognito tab on the web and typed "panty sniffing". She found numerous forums where, mostly, men discussed the act. It appeared that there were many men who enjoyed it, so she dug deeper and found that there were social media groups dedicated to it, and even women who sold worn panties!
Whilst her mind was still in a spin, she felt a little better knowing that Dan wasn't some complete weirdo.
When Emily returned to the apartment block, Dan's car was gone. She entered the apartment, noting that her bedroom door was closed. After checking that Dan had definitely left, she entered her bedroom, her travel bag was zipped up, appearing to be untouched. She opened the bag and found her panties stuffed into the roll of unwashed clothes. Holding them she felt a slight rush, just smelling these had turned Dan on enough to enable him to masturbate. She touched the stained gusset and noticed that it appeared to be quite damp, surely it would have dried overnight in her bag. She then came to the realisation that the moisture was Dan's saliva. He had been licking her panties as he masturbated!
She walked through to Dan's room, gazing at where she had watched him jerk off as he inhaled the scent and taste of her pussy, she felt another rush. She was getting turned on.
Emily returned her panties to her bag, made a cup of tea and waited for Dan to return from work. She had no idea what to do next, so decided to pretend she was completely unaware of his fetish and how much he enjoyed using her panties to act on it.
Dan returned home late in the afternoon. Emily was in the living room reading.
"Hi, how was your day Em?"
"Fine. Went out for lunch with Jesse."
"Nice. How is she?"
"She's good. Split up with another boyfriend." Emily said, rolling her eyes. Jesse had a reputation amongst their friend group for never giving relationships a chance.
"What do you fancy doing for dinner?" Dan asked.
"We could just get take-away and hang out. Got to be up super early anyway, and I don't know when I'll see you next." She replied.
They spent the evening much as the last, eating dinner and chatting. Emily thought that he must be completely confident that she had no idea about what happened earlier, because he was his usual self. She had decided she wasn't going to mention anything.
Later in the evening Emily thought she'd better get to bed early, she was never the best in the morning.
"Do you mind if I have a shower and then go to bed?" She asked.
"Of course not. there's fresh towels in my bathroom."
Emily went into her room and retrieved Dan's tee-shirt.
"Do you mind if I wear this again tonight?"
"Of course not." He replied.
"Can I keep it, it's really comfy?" She asked.
"OK." came the reply and Dan chuckled. That girl always knew how to get what she wanted out of him.
Emily walked straight into Dan's room, closing the door. She stripped, removing her panties last. A white cotton g-string pair. She held them, examining the gusset. There were steaks of her damp juices in the gusset. She held them up to her nose and sniffed, she felt her scent was quite pungent. Considering her next move for a few moments, she opened the en-suite bathroom door and very deliberately dropped them in the corner, near the door.



After showering Emily dressed in Dan's shirt and nothing else, leaving her panties on the bathroom floor. She went into the living room to say goodnight to Dan, noting his eyes scanning up and down her body. She relished the knowledge that her pussy was bare beneath the shirt.
As Emily turned and bounced along the hall to her room, Dan was treated to slightly more butt cheek than the previous night, which made him instantly hard.
Dan retired to bed an hour later. He chose to use the main bathroom before going to bed as it was further from Emily's room, thus avoiding disturbing her if she was already asleep.
Dan awoke the following morning to light flooding into his room, Emily stood, fully clothed, in the doorway.
"Dan! We have to leave! We both overslept!"
He looked at his clock. 4am! They were already running late. Still half asleep he jumped up without even thinking about Emily. He slept naked and it was a few seconds before it registered that he had just flashed Emily.
"Oh god, I'm so sorry!"
"Don't worry." Emily giggled as she turned and closed the door. Flaccid penises always looked funny to her.
In the car Dan was at pains to apologise. Emily laughed it off.
At the airport drop off zone Emily hugged Dan, kissed him on the cheek and thanked him for the last 2 days. As she departed Dan watched, savouring the view of her butt one last time.
When he got home Dan stayed up. There was no point going back to bed. He made some tea and toast. He then went for a shower, it was only after showering that he noticed what was on the floor. He bent down and picked up the little piece of cotton. It couldn't be, could it? Emily hadn't forgotten her panties after she had showered last night, had she? Dan lifted the panties up and sniffed, Emily's unmistakable scent filled his nostrils. He examined the panties, which had quite thick, off-white staining to the gusset. His cock was instantly hard, but he was now in no rush, so he decided to wait until the evening.
Dan walked to the kitchen and found a small, plastic, resealable bag. He wanted to retain the scent for as long as he could. He placed the panties in the bag, squeezing out as much air as he could before sealing it tightly. He then placed the bag in the bottom drawer of his bedside table and continued getting ready for work.
Dan had asked Emily to message when she got to Amsterdam, her connecting airport, and again to Dubai, so that he knew she was ok. He had got to work when he received her first message.
"Landed in Amsterdam. I've got almost 3 hours to wait, is it worth my while going into the city?"
Dan knew Amsterdam well, and knew that the rail links into the city were excellent.
"Sure, just go to the train station at the airport. There are regular trains. Get off at Centraal station."
"Can you recommend anywhere to go when I'm there?"
"You could walk up to Dam square, or take a tram to Leidseplein. Just hang out."
"What about the red light district?"
Dan chuckled. That was typical Emily.
"Won't be much to see there at this time of day, sorry."
"Oh well, maybe you can show me the sights next time I come over."
It was early evening before Dan heard from Emily again.
"Just landed in Dubai. Thanks again for looking after me the last 2 days."
"No problem, any time."
There was a brief pause, then Dan's phone indicated that Emily was typing.
"I left something in your bathroom."
Damn! Dan had hoped she wouldn't miss them.
"Yeah. I can hang onto them until next time, unless you want them posted."
Again there was a brief pause.
"I left them deliberately."
Dan was stunned, but attempted to respond casually.
"???"
"I thought you might like them, as a swap for the tee-shirt." Emily replied immediately.
Dan's mind was spinning. Did she know? How could she? He knew he had to reply.
"Oh, thanks. Are you sure? You want me to keep them?"
"Of course I'm sure."
"I don't know what to say, Em."
"You don't have to say anything. I saw the way you looked at me when I was in your tee-shirt. I don't mind, I find it flattering. I mean, it's not as if we're related or anything, so there's nothing wrong with it, is there?"
"I guess not." Dan responded.
"I mean, it's not like you're the first older guy to find a younger woman attractive, is it? And as long as we have boundaries and stick to them, then it's just harmless fun, isn't it?"
"Absolutely!" Dan replied. He wasn't going to pass up the opportunity to keep Emily's panties, and the fact that she seemed to enjoy his attention made it more exciting.
"Well, Mike's just turned up. I'd better go. (Don't worry HE'S not getting any of my underwear lol)".
Dan immediately went to his bedroom and retrieved the panties. They had taken on a new meaning to him. Maybe Emily didn't know that he had jacked off whilst sniffing and tasting her juices, but she clearly wanted him to think of her, why else would she have left her dirty panties for him.
He lay on the bed, drowning in Emily's pussy scent as he jerked off.
For the next few days, every morning when he woke, every evening when he got home from work, and sometimes in the evening and even once in the middle of the night, Dan masturbated whilst sniffing those treasured panties.
Just over a week later, Dan received a message, it was Emily.
"Hi. Have you been thinking about me?" She enquired.
"Of course I have."
"And what have you been doing when you've been thinking about me?" She probed. Dan delayed his response long enough that his phone indicated she was typing again.
"Have you been playing with yourself?" Again Dan delayed his response, another message came through.
"I bet you have, that's why you're not answering. You're not embarrassed are you?"
"A little." He replied.
Emily chuckled. Lying on her bed in Dubai, dressed in Dan's shirt and just a pair of red lace panty shorts.
"Do you want to know what I'm wearing?" She teased.
"Sure." Dan responded. He expected his phone to indicate she was typing, it didn't. Instead he received a selfie, taken from above, of Emily, kneeling on her bed.
"Do you like it?"
"Very much!"
"Do you want to guess what I've got on underneath?"
Dan could see her nipples protruding into the material, so he knew she was braless.
"Just panties?"
"Good guess! Would you like to see them?"
Dan didn't have time to reply, he immediately received another selfie. Emily had pulled up the shirt to her navel, revealing her red lace panties. He was already hard, he almost involuntarily untied his jogging pants, pulled out his cock and started to stroke it,
"Do you like them?"
"Yes! You look gorgeous."
"How much do you like them?"
"What do you mean?"
"Show me how much you like them."
Dan mind raced. He wasn't sure of his next move. Did she want a dick pic? He thought he'd better play it safe. He returned his throbbing manhood into his joggers and took a photo of the bulge, sending it after briefly hesitating.
In Dubai Emily's eyes widened and she giggled. She couldn't believe that she had given Dan an erection so easily, or that he had sent her a pic. She was tempted to ask for a pic of it out, but thought she'd play it cool because she had no intention of reciprocating. Not yet at least.
"So, what have you done with my panties that I left?"
"???" Dan responded.
"Have you framed them and put them on your bedroom wall?" Emily chuckled as she typed.
"Erm, no. I haven't"
"So...what have you done with them?"
Dan had no idea what to write. He couldn't tell her that he'd sealed them in a bag to lock in the scent for as long as possible.
Emily made life easier for him.
"Shall I guess?"
"Ok." Dan replied, relieved at not having to lie to Emily.
"But if I guess correctly, you HAVE to tell me!"
"Deal!" Dan was pretty confident she wouldn't guess correctly.
"Well, I know you haven't framed them, lol. Do you wear them out to work?"
Dan laughed out loud. "No, I don't."
"Do you parade about your apartment wearing them?"
"No, I don't do that either."
"Well I'm hoping you haven't just dumped them in a drawer and forgotten about them."
"No, of course not." Dan responded.
"Have you washed them?"
Dan hesitated. He knew the truth would lead them down a path, but he didn't want to lie.
"No, I haven't."
"Oooh, so you've kept them unwashed! Now why would you do that?" Emily teased.
She answered the question herself.
"Have you kept them unwashed because you like how they smell?"
Dan sat in stunned silence. She was far too close to the truth for his liking, but he couldn't think of a response. His phone indicated that Emily was preparing another message.
In Dubai Emily grinned. She had planned the whole conversation for this moment.
"I take it from your silence that is the reason? Is it? Do you like smelling my panties?"
Dan still couldn't formulate a reasonable reply. Did she already know? How could she? Another message came through.
"I don't mind if you do. I know it's a thing that lots of guys enjoy."
"Are you still there?" Emily typed. She knew he was, but she wanted to give Dan a chance to speak.
"Yeah, just a bit, well...you know." He responded.
"Like I said, I don't mind. Why do you think I left them for you?"
Dan's mind was moving in multiple directions, questions flying around inside his head. Emily clearly had total control of this situation, which made him a little nervous.
"Don't worry. I'm not going to tell anyone, it can be our secret And......" Emily stated.
There was a significant pause, which Dan broke.
"And what?"
"And, I could send you more, if you want."
Dan couldn't believe what he was reading. Was Emily offering to send him panties from Dubai?
"Would you like that? To receive more of my panties, by post."
Dan suddenly became aware of his throbbing erection again.
"Yes, I would."
"Great!" Emily exclaimed. "But you'll have to pay for replacements. Panties aren't cheap, you know. At least, the ones you'll be receiving after I've worn them aren't cheap."
"Of course." Dan replied. He'd happily pay for expensive full underwear sets, postage, and even pay an extra top up as a thank you.
"So, back to the pair you've currently got. I asked if you like smelling them."
"Yes, I do."
"Do you do anything when you're sniffing my worn panties?" Emily probed.
"I think you already know the answer to that." Dan stated.
Emily giggled. "I do, but I want you to tell me."
"I masturbate."
Emily grinned. She loved the idea of making a guy cum when she wasn't even in the same country.
"How often have you masturbated using my panties?" She probed.
"Erm. I don't know."
"Is it a lot?"
"Yeah."
"More than you would usually masturbate?"
"Yeah."
"Really?" Emily giggled in her room, aware that she was wet. she slid her left hand between her legs. "Why don't you get them and masturbate now, whilst we chat."
Dan didn't need to be instructed twice. He was already rock hard. He went to the bedroom, retrieved the ziplock bag, removed the panties and sniffed deeply.
"Have you got them?"
"Yes."
"Are you sniffing them?"
"Yes."
"Are you masturbating as well?"
"I don't have a spare hand."
"Shame I'm not there. Though I don't have a spare hand either. What do you think I'm doing with my other hand?"
Dan couldn't respond. He was sniffing deeply at Emily's scent and had pulled his cock out with his other hand.
"I'm stroking myself through my lace panties."
Emily stared at her phone, still nothing from Dan. She was certain he was jerking off.
"Stroke your cock while you sniff the scent of my pussy. I want you to cum. Cum for me Dan."
Reading those words tipped Dan over the edge. He came, moaning loudly as his cum spurted into the air. Emily's panties clamped firmly under his nose.
In Dubai, Emily rubbed her pussy. Her lacy shorts were soaked, she pulled them aside and pushed a finger into her swollen pussy lips. She started to finger fuck herself, fast and hard, she wanted to cum.
"Guess what I'm doing Dan." She typed.
Dan was recovering from his orgasm when the message showed. He had lowered the panties from his face, his thighs and stomach were splattered in his cum.
"What are you doing? Are you playing with yourself?" He asked.
"I'm fingering myself!" Emily stated, thrusting her index finger into her young, tight pussy,
"I'm going to cum Dan. You're making me cum!!!" She texted, and at that moment she let out a muffled squeal as she came. She slowly pulled her finger from her pussy, raised it to her nose and sniffed.
"I came, Dan. And I'm smelling myself, just like you sniffed me. Do you want me to taste myself?"
Dan sat, eyes wide, staring at his phone.
"Yes, I do." Moments later his phone indicated she was typing.
"MMM, I taste even better than I smell." She commented.
Dan could only fantasise about what Emily's sweet, young, fresh pussy would taste like.
"I bet you do." He replied
As Emily recovered from her orgasm, she typed.
"Do you want me to send you these panties? I'm sure Mike has some food bags I could use to keep them fresh for you."
"I'd like that very much."
"Goody!" Emily exclaimed.
"I'll send you some money so that you can replace them. Is £100 enough?" Dan asked.
"That's too much." Emily responded.
"No it's not. You have to pay postage as well. And you can treat yourself." Dan was positive he would have paid tens times that amount to receive the panties that Emily had been wearing as she fingered herself whilst they chatted.
"Ok. Well I'd better go and get that bag. And you probably need a shower, lol. Chat soon x."
"Definitely. Don't forget to delete this conversation, just in case." Dan replied.
The next few days were all a blur for Dan. He had sent Emily the money he'd promised her, and received a thank you text, but nothing else. Every waking moment was spent with her on his mind. He'd saved the 2 selfies she had sent him in an email account that he didn't use. She hadn't asked him to, but had deleted the entire conversation. No point taking unnecessary risks.
The following Monday, Dan arrived home from work to a package in his post box, stamped with a mark stating the parcel was from Dubai. He ran up the stairs to his apartment, opening the door in a rush he tore open the package like an excited child. The envelope was padded, inside, wrapped in tissue was a see-through, ziplock bag. He could see the red lace material contained within. He slid open the zip and gently removed the garment, he didn't want to risk any damage. He held the panties up in both hands, by the waistband, they were a very sexy, floral pattern.
He turned them inside out and examined the gusset. There was heavy off white, dried staining. He sniffed, the smell was fairly faint. He decided to warm them gently on a radiator, having applied a little water with his finger tip.
After a couple of minutes he re-examined them, the scent was much more pungent. He immediately rushed through to his room, stripped and masturbated to orgasm. Emily's panties from Dubai, that he'd last seen on her as they chatted, pressed firmly to his face.
Other than the post mark, Dan hadn't paid much attention to the package, and hadn't noticed the stickers indicating that the parcel was via a tracked delivery service. In Dubai, Emily's phone had pinged a few hours earlier, notifying her that the package had been delivered. As Dubai was 4 hours ahead of England, she figured Dan would be home from work around 9pm, her time. She waited until 10pm before sending him a message.
"Have you masturbated yet?" She inserted a grinning emoji at the end of the message.
Dan hadn't heard from Emily since her thank you message, and he wasn't going to initiate after what had happened that night last week, so he was excited to see the message notification.
"Of course I have." He replied.
"How long did you wait after receiving them?"
"I didn't."
Emily grinned. She loved that Dan couldn't resist her. She had done more research into the subject, even joining a couple of social media groups and forums, pretending to be a man who was into panty sniffing. She found that many men were obsessed with it, and usually with one woman. Some bought pairs over the internet, others were using panties from wives, girlfriends or other women in their lives.
She intended to ensure that Dan was interested in her, and her alone. Not only because it turned her on, but she saw an opportunity to regularly update her underwear collection, as well as maybe earning a little extra for herself. Dan had shown he was willing to be generous in rewarding her for the presents she sent. From her research she'd found that $30-50 was a typical payment, she was getting more than double that. But she knew she'd have to commit to Dan as well, to let him know that she would only play with him, no one else.
"It turns me on to know that you masturbate thinking about me, and smelling me. It's even more of a turn on that we only do this with each other and that no one else is allowed into our private world."
Dan read the message, his heart pounding. From what he could tell, Emily was saying she wanted this to continue. He could think of nothing better and tried to formulate a response. Before he could do so, another message appeared.
"I can't even imagine doing this with anyone else, I've never even considered it before." This wasn't strictly true. Emily had already decided that she would create an Onlyfans account, with the sole purpose of selling her panties, but only if Dan didn't want to continue
This was music to Dan's ears. He could think of nothing he wanted more right now than to have this exclusive, covert relationship continue.
"Same here. But how do we continue? Is it safe to carry on using Whatsapp? Maybe we should both download another messaging app solely for our chats." He suggested.
"Good idea. I've heard Signal is good for private messaging. And maybe hide it on our phones so that it's not easy to see."
They both downloaded Signal and reconnected, deleting the entire Whatsapp history.
"Have you spent the money I sent yet?" Dan asked.
"No. I haven't had a chance. But if you're wondering what options you have for the next panties to receive, I could get some out and show you."
"That would be great."
Emily went to her clothing drawers and removed a number of sets, with varying styles, fabrics and colours. As she laid them out on her bed, preparing to take photos to send to Dan, so that he could choose his next purchase, she smiled to herself. She was excited about the future of their secret relationship, and where it might lead them both.
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Emily screamed with frustration. She needed a new laptop, it was beyond discussion. For the second time in a week her current computer had crashed, delaying her college coursework further.
Fortunately everything she was working on was backed up online, so she could access and work on it, but only if she could find a computer that worked.
Her mom and stepdad were both out at work. She messaged them, in the hope that one would allow her to use their laptop.
Andy, her stepdad, responded first.
"No problem. It's in the top drawer of my desk. Username and password are on the wall."
Emily walked into the home office. She located the laptop and charger, then had to survey the mess that was Andy's to-do system. A cork board with pieces of paper pinned all over in haphazardly. She eventually found what she figured must be the login details. She entered the details and the laptop unlocked.
"Great." She smiled to herself, taking the laptop through to her bedroom to continue her work.
Emily enjoyed her college course, and worked diligently for a couple of hours. She decided to take a break from her coursework She checked her phone, watched a few Tik Tok videos and messaged a couple of friends on Snapchat.
She went back to the laptop. Even though she knew she shouldn't, she couldn't help having a little snoop around on Andy's laptop.
There were a bunch of tabs open in the web browser, including his personal email. She decided that she'd have to have a chat with him about cyber security. He had numerous folders within his email account, including personal finance and bank information. He needed to know the risks of keeping that account open and logged.
Emily scrolled down through the folders, some were self explanatory, named after properties he owned or bank accounts he held. Others were more cryptic. She opened several of them. He also needed some advice on deleting information, some of the folders held emails that were well over 10 years old and probably weren't much use to him.
The fifth random folder she opened was unlike the others. The emails were all from Andy. Was he keeping sent emails in a different folder? She clicked on the first email, and was surprised at what she found. Several photos of random women. None were nude, but all wore some form of revealing clothing. Some were obviously screenshots from social media. She clicked through to the next email, more of the same. The same was in the next few emails. Women of varying ages dressed in underwear, swimwear or revealing dresses and skirts. Eventually she found one that contained photos of women she recognised, she couldn't name them but knew they were famous actors.
What had she stumbled upon? Was this Andy's secret "porn" stash? Emily giggled at the thought that this his idea of porn?
She figured that she should get back to her coursework. She absentmindedly clicked through to one final email, and was immediately stopped in her tracks. She definitely knew the woman in the photo that was on the screen in front of her, and she knew her name.
Emily was staring at a photo of herself that she had posted on Instagram a few months previously. She was wearing a figure hugging blue dress that she had worn to a family party, shortly before her eighteenth birthday. She had taken the photo in her bedroom mirror. She could hear her heart beating. Why did he have that photo amongst all the others? The dress wasn't revealing at all. It had a polo neck with the skirt finishing mid thigh length.
Nervously she scrolled down, there was another image, it was the same picture, but he had cropped it to just show the top half. With the focus on her chest and head, Emily could see that her nipples were visible, the material pressing against her.
Scrolling further down she found another Instagram photo she had posted, wearing a cleavage revealing tight white top.
As she slowly scrolled down she discovered several more photos from her Instagram posts. One wearing a red bikini when she was on holiday with her friends. It had a halter necked top and high cut bottoms, further down she found two cropped versions of the same photo, top half in which the shape of her nipples were clearly visible, and bottom half.
If the previous photos hadn't shocked her enough, what she discovered next as she scrolled down, stunned her. It wasn't a photo she hadn't posted anywhere, but one she had sent to her mom when she was on holiday. She was wearing a black bikini top and a pair of shorts. The photo was side view, taken in the hotel room mirror. She had pulled up the hem of the shorts closest to the mirror, revealing almost her entire butt cheek. She had taken it to show her mom her tan line.
How had Andy obtained it? Her mom wouldn't have sent it to him.
She scrolled down nervously. She knew she'd sent her mom another photo. The top of the photo appeared on the screen. She paused, knowing what was still hidden. As she scrolled down the photo was revealed. Again taken in the hotel room mirror. This photo was from the rear, which was lucky for her as she was topless. Again the photo was taken to show her mom her tan lines. She had pulled her long blonde hair up with her free hand to reveal the lines on her back made by the bikini top straps.
The line across her lower back, made by the bikini bottoms, was also shown, as were the two lines running down from her outer hips, across her butt cheeks.
All she was wearing in the photo were white g-string panties. There was a small triangle of white fabric at the small of her back, that disappeared into the crack of her butt, thin strips of white elastic running across the top of her butt cheeks to her hips.
Her butt cheeks were fully visible, as were the tops of the back of her thighs.
Emily was completely in shock. What had been a bit of fun, snooping at Andy's secret porn stash, had taken an unexpected and unnerving turn. If he kept all of the photos in the folder to masturbate over, had he masturbated looking at her photos? Had he jerked off looking at her butt or her nipples protruding through her dress and bikini?
Whilst Emily felt she should be disgusted, she wasn't, she was fascinated and curious. What was the purpose of the folder? Why, amongst all the emails containing photos of strangers, was there one containing intimate photos of her?
Emily decided to continue scrolling through the emails. There were no more containing photos of her, but there were a couple that looked like photos he'd been sent by other, unknown women.
Eventually she returned to her coursework. When she had finished she logged off. Emily decided she wasn't going to warn Andy about his email account security, rather she'd recommend he changed the password to unlock the laptop regularly. That way she could hopefully maintain access to his email account.
Andy clearly had no idea what Emily had discovered, because his behaviour never changed. She knew that he would occasionally check her our, looking at her when he thought she wouldn't notice, that didn't change. So Emily decided to encourage it, leaving the door to her room ajar when she was in her room. wearing tight fitting t-shirts and shorts or yoga pants around the house.
One thing Emily had noticed about the photos Andy kept of her, was that they were from several months previous. She hadn't posted much on Instagram recently, so decided to add some new content.
She had a friend's 21st birthday party to attend, at a cocktail bar in town, and had purchased two new dresses, one red lace and one black.
Emily took several selfies wearing them. The black dress was a solid colour, fairly low cut at the front, that finished at her mid thigh. She took a few photos with her phone held overhead, looking up into the camera, showing her cleavage, and some more taken full length in her bedroom mirror.
She did the same wearing the red dress, which was more revealing. Lower cut at the chest, it finished at he breastbone revealing her full, C-cup cleavage. It was also cut higher at the skirt, finishing just a few centimetres below her pelvis. The red dress was also slightly see through, and she could see her black bra in the photos, though her black g-string panties weren't visible.
She chose one full length and one overhead photo from each collection and posted them to Instagram with the question "Red or Black? The public decides. Post your preference in the comments."
Emily had almost 2000 followers on Instagram, many of whom were guys she had never met and had no idea who they were. Within a couple of days there was over 300 comments. The resounding winner was red. unsurprisingly, Andy wasn't one of those who had cast a vote. He never liked her posts on Instagram, let alone commented.
Emily hadn't expected or hoped that Andy would engage in public, but when she logged onto his laptop a few days later, she discovered that not only had he seen the photos, but he'd liked them enough to take screenshots and save them in his email folder collection.
Other than the knowledge that he was still looking at her socials, Emily didn't really know what she'd hoped for by posting the dress pictures. Just a couple of days later, things took an unexpected turn. Over dinner her mom had asked if she was going with the public vote. Emily hadn't seen any engagement from her mom on the post, so was a little surprised.
"Of course I am. Have to give the public what they want." She responded.
"Well you might want to think about some different underwear, unless you want everyone to know what colour you're wearing." Rebecca, Emily's mom replied.
"Well the party is tomorrow night, and I don't have a red bra to go with it." Emily retorted.
"Let's take a look after dinner." Rebecca responded.
After dinner, Emily and Rebecca went upstairs. They returned 10 minutes later, as Andy was doing the dishes.
"What do you think?" Rebecca asked.
Andy turned to look at them, Emily saw his eyes widen slightly. She was dressed in the red lace dress and black underwear.
"Is that bra too revealing?" Rebecca quizzed.
"Well, it is pretty visible." Andy replied, looking Emily up and down.
Emily enjoyed the way he was looking at her, his pupils had dilated and he was obviously enjoying the view.
Rebecca and Emily returned upstairs, coming back down a few minutes later.
"Is this better or worse?" Rebecca asked.
Emily had swapped her black underwear for white, which was a little less obvious.
"It's a bit better, but you can still see your bra." Andy responded, looking Emily in the eyes, and then scanning down her body.
Emily couldn't tell if her nipples were visible, she wouldn't have been surprised if they were as she found modelling the dress for Andy exciting.
"There's one more option." Emily stated.
She ran upstairs and returned 5 minutes later.
"What do you both think of that?" She asked.
Andy stared, somehow, despite not having any red underwear, her bra wasn't visible at all. He could make out her nipples poking into the material though. He felt blood rushing to his cock.
"Is that flesh coloured underwear?" He asked.
Rebecca laughed. "No silly, it's no underwear. But it's very effective, isn't it."
Emily looked into Andy's eyes, she could almost see the lust when it became apparent she wasn't wearing a bra.
"I am wearing panties though." She stated.
"So which do you prefer, black, white or none?" She asked Andy.
"Erm, none." Was his blunt response.
Emily and Rebecca both giggled, but Emily felt it was for very different reasons.
"Are you going to help me choose shoes mom?" She asked.
They both returned upstairs.
"I think we might have made Andy a little uncomfortable." Emily said to Rebecca as they walked into her room.
"He's just a typical middle aged man in the presence of a beautiful young woman. He didn't know where to look." Rebecca laughed.
Emily smiled. She felt he knew exactly where to look. She knew how much he admired her breasts and nipples.
The following night, before going out to the party, Emily took several selfies wearing her red dress. Overhead, looking down her cleavage, as well as front and back full length photos in her bedroom mirror. She'd played with her nipples beforehand to ensure they were as prominent as possible. She posted a number of photos to her Instagram account before going out. By the time she got home at the end of the night there were over 150 likes, as well as a few dozen comments. But what she really cared about was whether Andy had seen them.
The following day Andy and Rebecca went out early for a walk. Emily rose late. She went into the home office, retrieved Andy's laptop and logged in. She opened his email and went to his porn folder, there was a new addition. She opened the email. Not only did it contain every photo she had posted the previous evening, but there were also cropped close ups of the cleavage and frontal shots, making her erect nipples more obvious. Emily fantasised that he had masturbated over the pictures.
The next few weeks passed fairly uneventfully. One day Emily had been almost certain that Andy had been peeking at her, through the slightly open bedroom door, one day after college. They lived in an old house with wooden floorboards, and she'd heard a creak on the landing, despite not having heard anyone coming up the stairs or moving around. She decided that, if he was sneaking around, she might as well tease him a little.
Ensuring that she would be visible from the landing, with her back to the door she removed her t-shirt, revealing the straps of her light blue bra. She turned through 90 degrees to give him a side view, paused briefly and then walked across her room so that she would be out of sight. Once out of sight she removed her jeans, so that she was now dressed solely in a matching light blue lace bra and g-string panty set, and picked up her phone. She hadn't heard any noises from the landing, so assumed Andy was still there.
She walked back into the view line of the landing and paused, standing sideways on, looking down at her phone, appearing to be typing a message. Slowly she turned towards the door, pausing when she had turned roughly 45 degrees, affording Andy an almost full view of her bra clad left breast. Continuing to look down at her phone, she giggled as if she had read something funny and then turned her back to the door. If Andy was on the landing he would have a full view of her butt, a live action version of the photo he kept in his emails. Emily grinned, imagining what the effect this was having on Andy. She bet he wished he had his phone to take some photos of her, maybe he did, the thought excited her. Emily walked across her room again and started to dress in yoga pants and a tight, midriff revealing sports top, ready to go to the gym.
She heard movement on the landing and guessed that he'd moved. She quickly made her way to her door and opened it as if leaving her room, she caught a glimpse of Andy going into the main bathroom, confirming that her show hadn't been for nothing,
Rebecca wasn't home from work, so Emily decided that, if as she suspected, Andy was aroused by the show, she'd let him know that he was alone so that he could take care of business.
"I'm off to the gym Andy." She said loudly.
"Ok, have a good workout." He replied.
"You too." She whispered, grinning to herself at the thought of Andy masturbating as soon as she had left the house.
Other than that afternoon, Emily hadn't made any additional efforts to feed Andy's voyeurism in the past few weeks. However she had been thinking about it regularly. She really wanted to know whether or not he was definitely fantasising and jerking off to her photos. She obviously couldn't ask him, and the chance of walking in on him mid-jerk was almost impossible. She had thought of one way she might be able to find out, almost without date, and had investigated the possibility.
At the gym, between sets of weights she continued her research. In fact it had been in the gym that she's been inspired. There were a number of discrete security cameras throughout the facility, this had led to Emily researching covert home security cameras. She had discovered that very small, easy to disguise cameras were freely available.
The range of options and prices was vast. From a little research she had decided that a stand alone unit, with no Wifi connection was most suitable, because the only way it could be discovered was if it was physically found, whereas a Wifi unit could be discovered by checking which devices were connected to the Wifi.
She read numerous reviews to try and find the ideal unit. She eventually found a unit that was small enough to hide easily, battery powered and utilised a micro memory card. Having already determined where she would initially secrete the unit, she placed her order.
The spycam arrived two days later. Emily had already decided where she was going to install it. She figured that, if Andy was masturbating when looking at the photos stored in his email account, he would most likely be doing it in the home office, where he kept his laptop. The alternative was the bedroom he shared with her mom, but she had no intention of invading that space. Andy had installed a number of shelves to the right of the desk in the office, about 8 feet away on a wall. These stored old files, folders and some business textbooks. Andy had also installed a shelf for Emily to store her college folders. She was the only person who had any reason to look in these, and she had chosen one of the lever arch files to secrete the camera. The hole in the spine beneath the label, that Emily had always assumed was to enable ease of removal from storage, was perfect.
The camera was powered by an internal battery, so she charged it fully in her room and installed the memory card. She tested the camera, which could be connected to her phone via a cable. The image was crystal clear, full colour.
Securing the camera inside the file with carpet tape, turned it on and tested the motion detector recording. Having tested it she attached the cable and checked the recording, again perfectly clear.
Emily returned the file to the office shelf and once again tested in to check it was covering the area she wanted. She sat in the office chair, moving around as if she was working, and checked the recording. The camera angle was a little high, so she adjusted the position to angle it down and retested. this time she got the chair and desk fully in the frame. Now all she had to do was wait.
Emily impatiently waited 2 days. She retrieved the file from the office and attached the cable to the spycam. She attached it to her phone. The motion sensor meant that footage was only recorded when someone was in the office.
Andy used it daily to update his business accounts, and Rebecca used it occasionally.
The spycam wasn't an expensive model, so the recorded footage ran as one continuous stream, however the date and time of the recording was shown. The very first piece of footage was of Andy, after a few minutes it was obvious that he was doing paperwork. Emily scrolled through the footage to the next recording, also Andy, but this was brief, he was just retrieving something from the desk. Emily watched all of the recorded footage, scrolling through most. Nothing of interest whatsoever was recorded. Frustrated, Emily deleted the footage and returned the file to its position in the office.
Several more days passed before Emily checked again. More of the same footage that had been recorded. Andy doing his daily paperwork, around the same time, 6pm. Rebecca occasionally using the office. Scrolling through the footage, Emily felt she might need to add some new content to her Instagram account. Or maybe she was wrong all along, maybe Andy wasn't using the office to masturbate over his collection of photos. She was scrolling through more footage of Andy doing his paperwork, when she paused, he wasn't leaning forward over the desk as usual. She allowed the footage to run at normal speed.



Andy was leaning back in the chair, which was the type of office chair that reclines on a spring about 20 degrees if you leaned back. He was staring at a laptop, she couldn't make out if it was his, but assumed it was. After about 30 seconds his hands disappeared towards his stomach, the arms of the chair obscured her view, but his arms were moving. He stood a little and clearly started to pull his jeans downwards. Was he doing what she thought he was? Emily was transfixed. Andy pulled his trousers down to his knees, then fumbled around his stomach. Emily initially couldn't make out what was happening, then he started moving his forearm up and down rhythmically.
Jackpot! Emily thought. He was definitely jerking off, she'd been right. She couldn't see the screen of the laptop, but could make out the head of his penis each time he pulled his hand down. She slowed the footage down to enjoy the show. She hoped he was looking at photos of her. After about ten minutes, five on the recording clock counter, Andy reached forward and grabbed what appeared to be a white rag, he held it to his penis as he stopped pumping his arm up and down. He was cumming, Emily was certain of it.
She slid her hand down the front of her shorts, she already knew that she'd feel how wet watching the footage had made her.
Emily wound the footage back to when Andy had started to pull down his trousers, started it running at half speed, removed her shorts and panties and lay back on her bed. She propped her phone up against the file, so that she could see it clearly whilst lying down. She opened her legs and slid her right hand down, located her clitoris she started to rotate her index finger on it.
"Ohhh." Emily moaned. Keeping her eyes fixed on the screen of her phone. She masturbated as she watched the covert footage she'd recorded of her stepdad doing the same.
She started rubbing more frantically. She had no idea that it would be such a turn on. She slid her index finger down to the entrance of her vagina and slid in a little, her pussy was soaking. She started to finger fuck her pussy with her index finger. Thrusting in and out rapidly she moaned loudly. It was a good job no one was home.
"Oh yes...yess..YESSSSS!" Emily came hard. She lay back panting. As her breathing rate subsided, she looked at the phone, Andy was cumming on screen.
Emily downloaded the footage for future use and deleted it from the spycam. She returned the file to its place so that she could get more footage of Andy jerking off.
A few footage checks over the next week or so proved fruitless, which meant that Emily used the existing footage to masturbate a couple of times. Then, almost two weeks later, she got lucky again. The footage was similar to the last one, with the exception that Andy had his shirt off. He had a good body for a man his age. Emily was excited to have new footage, and wasted no time using it to bring herself off. This time she stripped naked, playing with her nipples, which she imagined Andy was looking at as he stroked himself on screen, as she fucked her pussy with two fingers until she was squealing with pleasure again. Andy had given her more orgasms in the past two weeks than the four young men who she'd had sexual encounters had managed collectively.
There was one thing nagging at Emily. Despite how much she enjoyed watching the footage of Andy, and that she was confident it was her photos he was viewing as he masturbated, she couldn't be certain. There was no way she knew of that would allow her to check the laptop history to determine the specific emails he's looked at. She had looked, and links in the history directed to the email porn folder, but not to any specific emails. She was desperate to know for sure.
The only way she thought it might be possible to find out was to reposition the spycam so that it captured the laptop screen. This would pose considerable risk. There was an old chest of drawers situated against the wall behind where the office chair was positioned. On top there were various items, some photos in frames, containers that had various random objects in them, a few old ornaments, some stationery.
There was a square shaped container that held various items, elastic bands, paper clips, highlighter pens, pencils. It sparked Emily's interest because it wasn't a solid container, it was a plastic mesh, the gaps being about half an inch squared each. She thought the spycam could be positioned to record clearly through one of the gaps, but it would mean leaving it in a fairly open position where it would be much more easily discovered. She decided to leave things as they were for now.
Emily was taking every opportunity that presented itself to put herself on display for Andy. From doing Yoga in the living room when he was around, rather than just in her room, to asking his opinion on a series of low cut tops that she was considering wearing on a night out.
"Well your opinion was so useful when I was choosing which underwear to wear with the red dress. You obviously have a good eye for detail." She'd said to him when he'd asked why his opinion mattered.
Emily checked the spycam footage every couple of days. But rather than scrolling through, looking for more footage of Andy jerking off, which she found 2 more recordings of, she studied it all closely, checking what Andy and Rebecca did when they were in the office. The chest of drawers got very little attention at all, occasionally her mom would pick up one of the photo frames and wipe it down, but nothing else. Maybe, just maybe, the mesh container could work.
Emily had been dating a guy, Josh, from college. It wasn't particularly serious, but he was fun. They had a date arranged, which was why she had sought Andy's opinion on which to wear. The evening of the date arrived, Emily was getting ready. She had showered and as she walked from the bathroom to her room, she passed Andy on the landing.
"Where are you guys going tonight?" He asked.
Emily saw his eyes quickly look her up and down. She had a towel wrapped around her hair, and another wrapped around her body.
"The movies ls I think." She replied.
She continued to her room, leaving the door open a few inches. Without turning, expecting that at the very least Andy had watched her walking away, she removed the towel wrapped around her body. She knew that if he was still on the landing, he would have a partial view of her naked body from behind.
She tossed the towel onto her bed, turned to her right and walked towards her dressing table. Through her peripheral view, she saw he was still on the landing, she smiled to herself, he might have caught a side glimpse of her right breast, but she couldn't be certain.
Emily dressed in tight, light blue jeans and the black corset style top that had been Andy's favourite when she modelled her clothes for him. She took a couple of photos and posted them to Instagram. She went downstairs, Rebecca was in the kitchen with Andy.
"Wow, someone's looking hot tonight." Rebecca exclaimed.
Emily smiled, she saw Andy looking at her.
"What do you think Andy?" She asked.
"Very nice." He responded.
"Nice?" Rebecca quizzed. "Nice? Is that all you've got to say?" She teased, chuckling at his unease.
Josh picked Emily up at 7.00. They went to the cinema. After watching an entirely forgettable rom-com, they went to McDonald's, choosing to get a take away. They drove to a parking area on the outskirts of town to eat and listen to music.
Emily had a plan for the night. After eating they made out. Emily located Josh's cock through his jeans, she squeezed it, feeling it grow in her hand. She unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, sliding her hand inside, feeling his rock hard erection, she pulled it out.
Emily looked into Josh's eyes, lowered her head and opened her mouth, taking the head into her mouth she sucked deeply.
She had only given two blow jobs before, but she planned on giving Josh the best one ever.
Emily licked and sucked at Josh's erection, his breathing rate increasing as she did so.
"I'm gonna cum Em!" He exclaimed.
Emily took him further into her mouth, slurping at the head.
She felt Josh's body tense up, then tasted his load pumping into her mouth.
Emily had never let a guy cum in her mouth before, she liked it. She swallowed over and over until Josh was spent.
When Josh dropped her home, Rebecca had already gone to bed. Andy was watching football on the tv.
"Did you have a good night?" He asked.
"Yeah." She replied.
Emily sat in the armchair that was to the right of the tv. She took out her phone and scrolled through Tiktok. She wasn't paying attention to it, instead she was counting how often Andy's eyes flicked, momentarily, from the screen to her.
"Did you notice that I wore the top you preferred?" She asked.
Of all the tops she had modelled for him a few days earlier, the black top she was wearing had been the one he said he liked the most.
Andy looked into Emily's eyes, then down to her body. His gaze lingered, before he looked up.
"Yeah, you look good in it." He said, trying to appear casual.
Emily went to her bedroom, removing her clothes, including her underwear. She dressed in a white pj set, tight fitting with ribbed top, that draped her boobs, and loose, high cut white shorts.
She went downstairs, got a glass of water and returned to the same armchair.
Emily picked up her phone and scrolled on social media. She noticed Andy looking at her several times. He was sat across from her on the sofa, slightly to her right.
Without looking up, she lifted her right foot up onto the seat of her chair, leaving her left foot on the floor. She allowed her right knee to fall out to the right slightly.
Emily knew that, if he looked, Andy would have a clear view between her legs, however she couldn't tell how much was covered by her shorts.
After a few seconds she saw his eyes briefly look down towards her body.
Emily felt a rush. Andy was looking at her the same way he must have done all the times he'd masturbated to her photos. She felt her nipples stiffen, and without looking down, she knew they were visible through her top.
Emily wondered if the show had given Andy an erection. She was desperate to know.
"Can I have a beer please?" She asked.
"Sure." He replied, looking at her, his eyes flicking down and then back up to hers.
She slowly lifted her right foot from the seat, Andy's eyes glanced down her body again. Emily stood and walked towards the kitchen, she looked over her shoulder, Andy was staring at her butt.
"Do you want anything?" She asked.
"No, I'm good." He responded.
After getting a beer, Emily returned to her seat. Leaning back into the left arm of the chair, she initially placed her right foot on the right arm of the chair, her knee high in the air. Her left leg was straight, then she slowly bent it, the knee rising up. She could feel from the cool air that her pussy was slightly exposed. Andy hadn't looked at her, so she lifted her phone in front of her face, masking her eyes from his, pretending she was looking at social media, she turned the camera app on. After about 10 seconds Andy looked towards her, initially looking at the phone, he then looked down. He stared for several seconds, then Emily moved her left knee a few inches out to the sides, opening her legs further, offering Andy a full view of her partially clothed pussy, her nipples still pushing into the light material of her top. Andy's eyes slowly moved up and down her body. Emily knew that he was completely unaware that she was watching him, just like he had no idea that she'd masturbated to footage of him jerking off.
Emily decided that she was going to take the risk and move the spycam. She wanted to see what Andy was looking at when he was masturbating. She was certain it was her photos, but she wanted to see it for herself.
Emily had a late start at college the next morning, so was alone at home after Rebecca and Andy had gone to work. She went into the office and removed the spycam from the folder. Having taken a photo of the mesh container on her phone, she emptied it, replacing some elastic bands in the bottom before placing the spycam inside, she switched it on and wedged it in using elastic bands and paperclips. After moving around in front of the container for a few seconds, she connected the USB cable to the spycam and connected it to her phone. She viewed the footage. The area of the desk where Andy always positioned his laptop was slightly off centre, she adjusted the position of the container and rechecked. It was lined up. Emily removed Andy's laptop from the drawer, logged in and accessed the folder on his email account. She was a little disappointed that he hadn't sent himself her latest photos, but as they'd only been available since last night, she wasn't too concerned. She accessed the email of her in the red dress. She sat where Andy would be and let the spycam record for a while, moving the laptop sideways and rotating the screen towards and away from the container.
When she checked, she could clearly see what the images were. Even with the screen rotated so that it wasn't facing the camera, it was obvious what was on the screen. Everything was ready. She removed the cable from the camera and refilled the container, being careful not to move it. Now all she had to do was wait.
After a few days, Emily retrieved the spycam. She hooked it up to her phone and proceeded to scroll through the new footage. There was the usual footage of Andy working, and occasionally her mom. After almost an hour of footage she found what she'd hoped for. Andy was sitting in the office chair, he opened his laptop, but rather than taking his paperwork diary with all of his receipts out of his work bag, he focused solely on the laptop. He went through various pages on screen, before pausing on an image. He took his hands away from the screen for a few seconds, then his left hand went back to the track pad, he zoomed in. The screen was slightly angled away from the spycam, but even so, the image displayed was clear. It was one of the photos she had recently posted to Instagram, an overhead shot looking down at her cleavage in the black corset top. On her phone screen, Andy's right elbow started to move rhythmically. His hand was hidden from view, but she knew he was stroking his cock. The screen scrolled for a few seconds then paused again, on-screen was Emily's butt pic she'd sent her mom.
Emily slid her hand down the front of her pants, she located her swollen clitoris and started to rub it, staring at the image of her butt and Andy jerking off to it.
Her mind raced with ideas of how she could develop this voyeuristic relationship that was developing. On screen, Andy reached for the tissues on the desk. Emily watched him orgasm as he stared at her butt. She wanted it to happen in reality, not just on screen. But how could she make it happen?
Emily decided not to risk returning the spycam to the office. She downloaded the final footage, editing it to contain only the footage she needed for her own pleasure. She stored all of the video footage that she'd accumulated on a flash drive, and kept it, along with the spycam, in the bottom drawer of her bedside unit.
She regularly used the footage when she was alone at home, masturbating as she watched footage of Andy jerking off to her images. She continued to upload photos to Instagram, and checked Andy's email porn folder, which updated a day or two after she posted her photos online. He was accumulating quite a library of images. Emily had also noted that he no longer added images of random women to his folder, only images of her. She loved the idea that every time he masturbated, he was looking at her images.
A couple of weeks passed by when Emily asked for Andy's help rearranging her room. She'd planned an arrangement that just might help her take her exhibitionism to the next level. The rearrangement involved placing her double bed with the headboard against a wall that was adjacent to the door, her full length free standing mirror against the opposite wall, on the door side of the bed. After they had finished, she checked the angle of the mirror. Kneeling on her bed, with her door ajar, the landing was visible.
She had to wait a few weeks for the opportunity to use the rearranged bedroom to full effect. In the meantime she'd been sure to upload photos to Instagram for Andy's enjoyment, the fact that they received hundreds of comments from admirers around the world was just icing on the cake.
Emily overheard Andy telling Rebecca that he has a meeting at the bank the following afternoon, regarding a business loan, and that he'd finish work at lunchtime to give him time to get ready.
Emily knew that Rebecca would be out at work. She saw this as the perfect opportunity.
The next day, Emily returned home from college late in the morning, she immediately went upstairs and into her bedroom. She retrieved her vibrator from her lockbox in the bottom of her wardrobe and changed the batteries, then she waited.
She heard Andy's car pull up just after 1.00.
Emily was already naked, she double checked that the landing was visible in her mirror from various places on her bed, then lay back, turned on her vibrator and lowered it to her clit. Her body convulsed as the toy touched her, she thrust her pelvis upwards towards the pulses.
Downstairs, Andy came in from the garage into the kitchen. There was no sign of anyone being home. He headed through the kitchen to the stairs and started to ascend, he paused as he noticed the unusual buzzing noise. It didn't sound like a tap had been left open, what was it? As he reached the top of the stairs he noted that the sound seemed to be coming from Emily's room. He turned at the top of the stairs and crossed the landing towards her room, anticipating that she's left some equipment turned on. Just before he got to the door, which was ajar, he noticed movement to the right, through the door, he stopped in his tracks. The movement was being reflected by the large mirror he'd helped Emily move a few weeks earlier. The movement was coming from Emily's bed.
Lying on her bed, with her eyes closed, Emily was holding her vibrator against her clitoris with her left hand as she thrust the middle finger of her right hand into her pussy, she moaned with pleasure, sliding her right hand up her body, squeezing her left nipple and then returning her finger to her hole. She opened her eyes slightly, glancing at the mirror. The light that normally illuminated the landing from a large window was obscured by an object on the landing, she knew what that object was. The knowledge that Andy was on the landing, watching her masturbate, increased her pleasure, she moaned loudly.
On the landing, Andy stood motionless, transfixed by what he was seeing. He slid a hand into his pocket, and retrieved his mobile phone. Checking it was on silent, he switched on the photo app and started recording the image in the mirror. From his position he could see the top of Emily's knees, her shins and the lower part of her right thigh but nothing more, the rest was obscured by the foot of the bed. He moved sideways a little and could make out Emily's ribs and her left breast, but not her head. He moved back to his original position and raised his phone overhead, he had to lean back to be able to see the screen, but the image was unmistakable. Emily's thighs, forearms and the backs of her hands were clearly visible.
Emily started to lose control, her moans becoming louder and she thrust her finger into her pussy relentlessly, she started to orgasm.
"Oh fuck, oh yessss...OH FUUUUCK!" She moaned, her orgasm causing her whole body to shake. As her orgasm subsided she removed her finger from her pussy, and dropped the vibrator, still turned on, onto the bed. She slid both hands up her body, running her fingertips over her tingling skin. She kept her eyes closed, ensuring that, if he was still there, Andy could enjoy her post orgasmic bliss, and also giving him a chance to escape. After a short while she rolled onto her side, away from the door, when she glanced at the mirror, the landing was fully illuminated again.



Emily put on some music, turned off her vibrator and dressed in her gym kit. She took her time, and eventually walked onto the landing, the door to Andy and Rebecca's room was closed, but there were no sounds from within. She went downstairs to prepare a drink to take to the gym and returned to her room. A few minutes later she heard the shower in the main bedroom en-suite bathroom start.
About ten minutes later she heard the door to the bedroom open, Emily walked out onto the landing, gym bag over her shoulder, looking down at her phone. She feigned slight surprise at seeing Andy.
"Hi, what are you doing home so early?" She asked.
"Oh, I have a meeting at the bank."
"Have you been home long?" She quizzed.
"No, just got home. Jumped straight in the shower. I heard your music was on and guessed you were home studying. I was going to say bye before I left."
"Oh, right." Emily smiled. "Yeah, I was studying. Thought I'd take a break and go to the gym, I need some exercise. Well, good luck with the meeting."
"Thanks, have a good workout." He replied.
Emily skipped down the stairs, grinning.
That evening Emily found a couple of photos a friend had taken of her when they were on holiday last year. She didn't think they were particularly flattering, so hadn't posted them publicly. But as the images were of her, lying on her back, in a bikini on a beach, she thought Andy might appreciate them after today. She posted them to Instagram.
A couple of days later, Emily decided to check Andy's email. As expected he'd emailed himself screenshots of her new Instagram photos, but there was one other email, she opened it, it had an attachment, and mp4 that was dated 2 days previous. She clicked on it, the video that commenced was a slight shock, it was video footage of her on her bed. The image was a bit shaky. She turned up the volume and could hear her vibrator, and her moans. After a few seconds the image, showing her legs, moved, revealing her left breast rising and falling with her deep breathing. The image then returned to her legs, the angle changed and she could see her hands, working her pussy. Despite being surprised, Emily was very aroused as she watched herself on this hidden camera, just as she'd watched Andy. On screen her voice became louder as she came, she hadn't realised how loud she had been. Then something completely unexpected, as she moved her hands up her body, her knees falling outwards as her orgasm subsided, her pussy came into view. The image then went blurry before refocusing, the refocused image was a much closer shot of her pussy, Andy had zoomed in! Emily could take no more, she rewound the footage, reclined on the chair and slid her hand down her shorts, she masturbated furiously as she stared at the footage Andy had chosen to record and send to himself.
Whilst the knowledge that Andy was jerking off to her pictures, and now a very explicit video of her, was a huge turn on, Emily wanted more. She needed to feed her desires. She wanted to see Andy masturbating, in person. She fantasised about walking into the office and catching him in the act, but she had no idea how to make it happen and was also concerned about the impact it could have on their relationship, which hadn't been affected in any noticeable way.
Her relationship with Josh had also evolved. They were now having sex regularly, which she loved. Josh had revealed, during a post intercourse chat, that he still masturbated.
"Really?" Emily has asked, although she wasn't surprised. "What do you use? Porn?"
"Sometimes. Sometimes I just use my imagination." He replied.
"What porn do you use?" She probed.
"Most stuff I find online, videos, photos."
"And what about when you're using your imagination? Do you fantasise about me?"
"Yeah, sometimes, other times it's about celebrities, mostly."
Emily didn't probe any further, she could see Josh was getting uncomfortable.
Back home later that evening, Andy and Rebecca were in the living room. Emily joined them. After a short while Andy went into the kitchen, Emily seized her opportunity.
"Mom, you know me and Josh are having sex, right?"
"I figured you were, so long as you're using protection."
"Of course mom. Anyway, tonight he told me that he still masturbates, is that normal for guys in a relationship?"
"I would imagine it is." Rebecca replied
"Does Andy?"
"Probably." Rebecca laughed. "I'd be surprised if he didn't."
Andy came back from the kitchen and sat next to Rebecca, she turned to him,
"Emily wants to know if you still masturbate." She grinned.
"MOM!" Emily exclaimed.
"What?" Andy replied, a confused look on his face, he looked from Rebecca to Emily and back.
Rebecca laughed.
"She just told me that Josh had said that he still does, so we got talking about men in relationships in general."
Andy continued looking from mother to daughter.
"Erm..." He started.
Rebecca punched him on the side of his shoulder, gently.
"I'm just teasing you, don't get so nervous. I've already told her that I'd be surprised if you didn't."
"Oh." Andy replied, but he was still noticeably uncomfortable.
They dropped the subject and listened to some music whilst chatting about their days.
The following morning Emily walked into the kitchen to find Andy unloading the dishwasher.
"Sorry about last night." She said, "I didn't think mom was going to ask you, I was just wondering because I was a bit surprised when Josh told me that he still does, even though we have sex regularly."
"Don't worry about it." He replied.
"Though...you didn't answer when mom asked." Emily teased.
Andy stopped what he was doing and looked at her. Emily had deliberately chosen not to dress, she was still in her light blue pajama shorts and matching t-shirt, braless.
"Erm, well, yeah, I do, sometimes." He replied.
Emily grinned. "Josh told me that sometimes he uses porn, sometimes his imagination, is that what you do?"
"Well, yeah, pretty much."
Emily could tell that Andy was struggling not to look at her breasts, his eyes were locked on hers, despite how nervous he was.
"Oooh, I wonder what you fantasise about." Emily giggled.
There was a pause as they stared into each other's eyes, Emily looked down and then back up.
"It's ok, you don't have to tell me, we all need our secrets that no one else knows about." She smiled, looking into his eyes. Andy smiled back.
"Hmm, probably for the best." He responded. "Anyway, I'd better get this loaded and started." He went back to loading the dishwasher.
Emily walked to the coffee machine and loaded a cartridge, she paused then looked over her shoulder, Andy was looking at her, but not at her eyes, his focus was much lower down.
"Do you want a coffee?" She asked.
Andy's eyes snapped up to her, he visibly blushed.
"Yes please." He stammered.
Emily turned back to the coffee machine, as far as she was concerned he could stare at her butt for as long as he wanted. After a few seconds she heard him start loading the dishes again, she smiled to herself.
Nothing eventful happened over the next few weeks. Emily continued loading content onto Instagram, and checking Andy's email, which he regularly updated. He was still only adding photos of her to his stash.
Emily wasn't doing anything particularly different to expose herself to Andy. She was still leaving her door ajar when she'd showered or was getting ready to go out, just in case he happened to be on the landing.
She still fantasised about catching him jerking off, but the idea hadn't evolved beyond a fantasy she used when masturbating.
The tennis club that Rebecca was a member of had quarterly weekend tournaments. Sometimes they were held at her club, but mostly at other clubs, which would require staying away for the weekend. One of the weekends away approached. Andy would usually accompany Rebecca, and they had booked a room for the upcoming weekend. They were in the kitchen on Thursday morning.
"Honey, I can't come this weekend, work is just too busy, I'm going to have to work Saturday and Sunday to avoid getting behind." Andy stated.
"That's a shame." She replied.
"Maybe Em would want to join you?" He suggested.
"I very much doubt she'd want to spend her weekend with a bunch of middle aged folk." Rebecca chuckled.
The weekend arrived. Rebecca left on Friday evening. Andy had left for work before Emily woke on Saturday morning. She went to the gym and met up with some friends. They were going to a house party that night, so arranged plans to meet, and how they planned to procure some alcohol.
Emily was getting ready for the party when Andy arrived home from work. She heard him downstairs so went down to say hi. She'd dressed casually in tight blue denim jeans, with a cream coloured sports bra styled top, which she planned to pair with a matching denim shirt, to be worn open.
Andy was walking through into the living room as she descended the stairs. He looked up at her.
"Hi." She smiled. "Good day?"
"Yeah. Busy. How's your day been?" His eyes tracked her as she trotted down the stairs, her breasts bouncing.
"Pretty good. Met up with the girls after going to the gym. You know I'm out tonight, don't you?"
"Yeah, your mum mentioned a party. You look nice. Is that the full outfit?" He replied, glancing from her eyes to her chest and back up.
"No. I'm wearing a shirt as well." She replied, smiling at him. She already knew that her nipples were visible.
"Andy, could I take some beers to the party?"
There was a pause before he replied.
"So long as you don't get drunk and call me up looking for a ride home."
"Of course not! Thank you." She grinned, stepping forwards and hugging him, pressing her chest against him.
She ran back upstairs, glancing back and seeing him looking up at her. This time he wasn't blushing.
Having gained approval from Andy for her outfit, Emily went to the house party, armed with 8 bottles of beer, to be shared with her friends.
She returned late in the evening, appearing to have drank a couple more beers than she should.
"Good party?" Andy asked as she walked into the lounge, slightly unsteadily.
"It was fun." Emily replied. She sat on an armchair across from Andy and removed her shirt.
Andy had a beer, which he drained and stood to get another.
"I'd ask you if you want one, but you look like you've had enough."
Emily jumped up and wobbled slightly.
"I'll get it." She bounced through into the kitchen, retrieved a beer from the fridge and opened it. When she walked back into the living room Andy was seated. She walked over, leant forwards and placed the beer in his hand, knowing that her cleavage was directly in his eyeline. She paused briefly to allow him to take in the view, pretending that she had lost her balance she leant further forwards, placing both her hands on the arms of the chair.
"Oops, I guess you're right, I have had too much." She giggled.
By now her chest was no more than 6 inches from his face and she was looking down at the top of her head. She pushed herself backwards with her hands, causing her breasts to squeeze together. Andy's eyes were fixed on her breasts.
Emily stood upright, pretending she hadn't noticed, turned and walked back to her chair, she deliberately dropped into the chair heavily to make her boobs bounce. Andy was still looking at her.
"Well I doubt I'm going to remember much about the party tomorrow." Emily stated.
"Why?" He replied.
"You know that I don't drink much. Whenever I have this much I hardly remember anything about the night before. I probably won't even remember getting home."
Andy didn't reply, he just continued looking across at her. Emily could see the lust in his eyes, she wondered if she'd given him an erection.
"Was Josh there tonight?" Andy enquired.
"Yeah." Came the blunt response.
"You don't sound particularly happy about it. Everything ok?"
"Yeah, he's just getting a bit...weird, I guess."
"Weird?" Andy probed.
"Well, not exactly weird. I don't know. It's normally something I'd talk to mom about."
"She's back tomorrow, if it can wait."
"It can, but I'd like a guy's opinion too."
"If you're more comfortable, we can all talk about it tomorrow." Andy suggested.
"No, it's ok. I know I can trust you." Emily responded. "He's suggested we do something, and it just seems a bit odd."
"With regards to what?" Andy asked.
"Sex." Emily stated.
"Oh, right. Maybe we would be better waiting for your mom."
"I'd just like your opinion, whether it's normal and I'm just being oversensitive."
"If it's something you're not comfortable or happy with, you're not being oversensitive. We all have different boundaries."
Emily paused.
"You know I told mom that he still masturbates."
"Yeah, I remember."
"Well, he wants to watch me." She stated.
"Watch you what?" Andy replied.
"Masturbate." Emily responded.
"Oh, right."
Emily looked at Andy, he was looking back at her and she was sure he'd shifted in his seat, maybe to make himself more comfortable, she thought.
"Is that normal?" She asked.
"I'm not sure. Just like we have different boundaries, we have different desires." Andy responded.
"Have you ever done it?" She probed.
There was a pause.
"Don't answer if you don't want to, it's ok, I don't mind talking to mom instead."
"No, it's fine. yes I have." He replied.
"So it's not that unusual. I am being oversensitive."
"No, you're not. If you don't want to do it, don't. If he makes something of it, he's a jerk."
"It was just a surprise. He wants to watch me whilst he jerks off, almost as if it's live porn." Emily said, looking at Andy for any visible changes. "Is that what you did?" She asked.
"Erm, yeah, I, I mean we did." Andy was clearly uncomfortable, but Emily was enjoying extracting the details from him.
"Did you enjoy it, and did the woman?" She enquired.
"Erm, yeah, it was fun. But I'm not sure we should be talking about my past sex life."
"Would you do it again?" Emily asked, giggling. She felt she was putting on the drunk act quite.
"I don't know, maybe." He replied.
Emily decided that she'd let Andy off the hook, for now.
"What time is mom home tomorrow?"
"Mid afternoon I think. It depends how the tournament goes."
"Maybe we could all go out for a walk and then have dinner somewhere." Emily suggested.
"Sure, if your mom isn't too tired."
"Well, I'm going to bed, my head is starting to spin." Emily stated.
She stood, making an exaggerated wobble and then headed slowly up the stairs, briefly glancing back to ensure Andy was watching, he was.
Once at the top of the stairs and out of sight, Emily grinned, she intended to continue the ruse that she was drunk. She went to the bathroom, closing the door a little harder than needed, and bumped around inside. She removed her jeans, so that she was dressed in her cream sports bra top and black lace g-string panties.
She exited the bathroom, rather than going straight to her room, she returned to the top of the stairs.
Descending a couple of steps, she leaned forwards so that she could see Andy.
"Night." She called down to him.
He turned in his seat and looked up, not answering immediately. Emily knew it was the surprise of seeing her, partially clothed on the stairs. His eyes widened as he glanced up and down her body.
"Night." He replied.
Emily smiled, Andy continuing to stare at her, she turned on the stairs, gripping the rails as if to get her balance, which allowed her to pause, affording Andy an extended view of her butt.
She then ascended the stairs, disappearing from his sight, but her plan wasn't over yet.
Once inside her room, leaving the door wide open, she turned on the lamp on the bedside table nearest the door, dropped her jeans on the floor, removed her top and panties, dropping them next to her jeans. She then fell heavily onto the bed, partially on her front, facing away from the door. She lay motionless and glanced at the bedside clock, which was situated on a chest of drawers on the other side of the bed from the table, it read 23:42.
Emily lay awake, motionless on her bed. She heard a faint creak, which suggested someone was climbing the stairs. Her clock read 23:59.
Emily lay in the same position, breathing slowly. She heard a louder creak, whoever was at the top of the stairs. After a few seconds a voice spoke, quietly.
"Em. Em, are you awake?" Andy asked.
Emily didn't reply or move, she continued her slow, regular breathing.
She heard light footsteps. Emily couldn't see, but she was certain Andy was inside her room. He didn't speak and there were no more footsteps. Wherever he was in her room, he had stopped and was silent. She knew that he was staring at her naked body. She was lying facing away from him, partially on her right hand side, her left leg out straight, left leg pulled up on her right hand side with the knee bent. Depending on where he was, she imagined he might be able to see a little of her vagina.
She sighed and rolled fully onto her front, straightening her left leg, legs wide apart, still facing away from the door. Still there was no sound.
After a few minutes there were a few faint footsteps, moving towards the bed. Emily, already aroused, felt her nipples stiffen even more. She let out an involuntary, faint moan. The footsteps stopped. How close was he? What was he going to do?
There was the sound of fabric moving. Was he taking his cock out? Emily felt even more blood rushing to her vagina. She was struggling to maintain her breathing rate. If he was looking at her vagina, she felt that he must have noticed the changes as her labia swelled with blood.
She heard a click and the light that was penetrating her closed eyes faded. She heard light footsteps moving away from her, then the creak of her door and the click as it latched closed. Was he in her room still? Had he closed the door on them? She waited, anticipation rising, her heart pounding as she awaited his touch.
She then heard a very faint creak, it sounded like the stairs. She opened her eyes and rolled onto her back. Having had her eyes closed for so long, the light coming under the door from the landing was enough to illuminate the room sufficiently that she could see she was alone. Andy had left!
Emily tensed up, frustrated. She slid her right hand down her body to her vagina. The touch sent a wave of pleasure through her. She slid a finger easily into her soaking pussy. How could he possibly have resisted what had been right in front of him.
Emily masturbated, not entirely quietly. If Andy was downstairs listening, she wanted him to hear something so that he wondered what she was doing.
The next morning Emily rose late. She dressed in grey jogging bottoms and a t-shirt. She went downstairs. Andy wasn't anywhere to be seen. She made herself a coffee and heard noise from the garage. She opened the door from the kitchen to the garage, Andy was working on the lawn mower.
"Morning sleepyhead. How are you feeling?" He greeted.
"Ok. A bit fuzzy. What time did I get home?"
"Just before eleven. You don't remember?"
"No. I can remember getting in the cab after we left the party. I think I fell asleep in the cab. Can't remember another thing. Did I see you when I got back?"
"Yeah. But you went straight to bed,"
"Oh." Emily replied, smiling. "Well I can't have been that bad because I folded my clothes, well my jeans anyway. Was I wearing the denim shirt I went out in?"
"Yeah. You left it in the living room."
"I was obviously too drunk to get into my pajamas though. I woke up naked." She stated, laughing.
"You were a bit wobbly, but not too bad."
Andy was looking at her smiling broadly. Emily would have bet that he'd jerked off as soon as he got downstairs last night, maybe whilst she was playing with herself.



She went back into the kitchen and sat on a stool at the breakfast bar.
What would she have done if he'd touched her last night? Would she have still pretended to be asleep?
What if he'd masturbated over her while he stood staring at her? What if he'd ejaculated on her?
Later that day Rebecca returned from her tennis tournament. They went to the lake for a walk. Rebecca and Emily walked ahead, catching up. They talked about the tournament and about the weekend, eventually Rebecca asked about Josh.
"So, how's it going? You two are seeing quite a lot of each other."
"Fine. It's not serious, and I don't think he wants it to be, any more than I do."
"Oh? He seems very keen." Rebecca commented.
"Well, yeah mom. What do you expect?" Emily replied, laughing. "I mean, he's punching way above."
Rebecca laughed out loud, she loved how confident her daughter had become.
"Nothing else to report? Life is all good?" She enquired.
"Yep, all good."
They went for dinner at one of the lakeside restaurants. Emily thought Andy seemed pretty relaxed, there was no indication that he was concerned about the previous night.
Conversation was pretty light hearted, eventually Rebecca asked about their weekend without her.
"Did you two do anything together?"
"No." Andy replied. "I was mostly working in the garage, on that lawnmower, I think we're gonna need a new one. The princess here went to a party last night."
"Oh yeah, how was it?" Rebecca looked at Emily.
"Ok. Pretty boring." Emily replied.
"A boring party? At your age! Really?"
"Well, it was fun, I was with the girls. Josh was there, but with his friends, which was cool."
"You didn't drink too much, did you?"
"No!" Emily stated emphatically.
Rebecca turned to Andy with a quizzical look on her face.
"I don't think she had too many. She seemed ok when she got home, though she did go to bed straight away. I checked after a while and I could just hear snoring coming from behind the bedroom door." Andy commented.
"You liar!" Emily exclaimed. Andy looked at her nervously, Emily allowed just enough pause, then continued "I do not snore!"
They all laughed, Andy somewhat forced. Emily was enjoying his discomfort, but she still needed to figure out how to take the next step.
Dinner passed by. They drove home. Emily went up to her bedroom.
"Did Emily mention anything about Josh?" Andy asked Rebecca.
"No. Why?"
"Oh, she just seemed a bit evasive when I asked about him yesterday. I was just wondering if there was a problem."
"I'll ask her." Rebecca stated.
"No, don't. I probably just misread things. I am a man after all." Andy half-joked.
Emily checked Andy's emails a couple of days later. There were no new emails. No photos of her lying on her bed. She was a little disappointed, but maybe he hadn't brought his phone up or didn't want to risk her waking up to find him filming her.
It was the following Thursday before Emily was alone with Andy again. Rebecca was working late. She had been to the gym and had showered before Andy returned home from work and had dressed to meet some friends for coffee. She wore a black, vertically ribbed, off the shoulder t-shirt, that incorporated a neck collar and was tied below her breastbone, revealing her midriff. It was paired with a pleated, light grey skater-skirt that had a high waist band pulled up, hiding her navel. The skirt finished less than a quarter of the way down her thighs.
When she heard him come into the house she trotted downstairs, meeting him at the bottom of the stairs.
"Hi. Good day at work?" She asked.
"Yeah, pretty good. How was your day, home studying?"
"Well, sort of, went to the gym as well. Have to keep up the work to keep my figure."
Andy laughed and looked her up and down.
"Well, it appears to be working." He commented.
"Thanks. I'm going out to meet the girls for coffee. Do you like my new outfit"
Emily was stood about six feet away from Andy, she looked down, encouraging Andy to do the same, and then quickly spun 180 degrees, causing the skirt to flare out momentarily, revealing more of her thighs. Emily looked over her shoulder, Andy's eyes were focused on her lower half.
"Well?" She asked, smiling over her shoulder at him. Andy tore his eyes away from her butt and legs.
"It really suits you." He replied. Slowly lowering his eyes, feasting on the view.
"Great. Well I've just got to grab something from my room."
Emily bounced up the stairs, the hem of her skirt lifting with each step. She didn't need to look to know that Andy was watching, but she quickly glanced around anyway. What did surprise her wasn't that he was looking up the stairs at her, but that he'd walked forwards a couple of steps, which must have afforded him an even better view up her skirt. She briefly caught his eye before he quickly looked away, which was a shame because he missed the involuntary smile that broke out across her face.
She went to her room and took a few photos in the mirror, which she quickly uploaded to Instagram. Her following had grown significantly since she had started posting the photos that were intended for Andy. She now had over three thousand followers, many were guys from across the world following her, many of whom would display their approval in the comments, which she found surprisingly exciting. "New outfit, what do you think?" She added to the post.
Emily met her friends at the coffee shop, they got drinks and sat at a table chatting.
When she'd walked into the shop, there was a table of three guys, a little older, sitting at a table. They all obviously checked her out as she passed them. She was now sitting facing their table, about fifteen feet away. Whilst she didn't look at them, she couldn't help notice that the two guys facing her kept glancing towards her, and the one with his back to her turned and looked in her direction a couple of times. They were clearly talking about her.
As was typical of Emily and her friends when they met up, they would chat whilst scrolling on their phones. Melissa looked at her.
"Oh my God! Have you seen the number of comments on your latest Insta post?"
Emily looked at her quizzically. Melissa turned the phone to face her, there were already over two hundred comments on a post she'd made just over an hour earlier.
They read the comments, most of which were love hearts or similar emojis. Some had taken the time to write comments, none of which were more profound than "WOW!", or "Gorgeous". Emily and her friends giggled as they looked at the comments.
"Well you are looking a-may-zing today." Jennifer commented. "maybe you should start an Onlyfans account, you'd make a fortune." She commented, laughing as she did so.
"Oh God no! Can you imagine?" Emily replied, pulling a disgusted face. She didn't mind guys on Instagram looking at her photos, and whatever they might use those photos for privately, Or guys like the ones in the shop checking her out. And she was actively encouraging Andy and found it a huge turn on that he regularly jerked off looking at her photos. But the idea of taking it further and the creeps it could attract repulsed her.
"I was just kidding. It's crazy that you have so many followers from all over though. Maybe we should start a group chat and invite some of your followers. See what they've got to say when their comments aren't open to the public?" Suggested Jennifer.
"Oh yeah! And get loads on dick pics. Yuk!" Emily laughed. But she decided to look into the possibility of doing just what Jennifer had suggested. Maybe this was a way to take the next step with Andy.
Rebecca was back from work by the time Emily returned home. She was in the back yard with Andy, doing some gardening.
"Hi mom." Emily greeted as she walked towards her.
"Hi baby, how was your day?"
"Oh, pretty boring, study, gym, just met the girls. How was your?"
"Work is work honey. I wouldn't do it if I didn't have to. I'd spend all day going to the gym and meeting my friends for coffee." Rebecca teased. "I would ask if you wanted to help, but you're not exactly dressed for gardening. New outfit?"
"Yeah, do you like it?"
"It's very you. Don't you think Andy?" Rebecca asked as she looked at him.
Andy glanced up from what he was doing.
"Oh yeah, I saw it earlier, it's nice."
"Nice? Andy, I love you, but you really do need to work on your personal skills. Nice!" Rebecca joked.
Emily was still looking towards Andy, he had deliberately avoided making eye contact with her. She walked over towards him, stopping a few feet away.
"Whatcha doin'?" She asked casually.
"Just digging out some weeds." He relied, without looking up.
Emily didn't want to force things, and she was already formulating a plan to use Instagram further. She went to her room to carry out some research.
Rebecca called up an hour later to say that dinner would be ready soon. Rather than change, Emily decided to stay in her new outfit.
They made the usual chat during dinner. Andy usually loaded the dishwasher, but Emily offered.
"Thanks honey. I've got to pack my tennis kit, I've got a game straight after work tomorrow". Rebecca left the dining room and went upstairs.
Emily collected the dishes and carried them into the kitchen. She cleaned off the leftover food and started loading the dishwasher. Andy came into the kitchen and walked towards the fridge. He had still been avoiding eye contact most of the time at the dinner table. Emily didn't want to push things, but she wanted to make him feel at ease.
"What's the best way to put the knives in, blade down or up?" She asked.
"Up." Came the monosyllabic reply.
"Why is that?" She asked.
"The water jets are pretty powerful on that one. The weight of the handle keeps them in place, stops them falling out and needing to be fished out from the bottom of the machine."
"Eeew, I wouldn't want to do that." Emily commented. "I might get my hands covered in sticky stuff, let alone my clothes." She laughed.
Andy turned away from the fridge towards her, running his eyes up and down Emily's body.
"Yeah, it'd be a shame to ruin a new outfit."
He appeared to have relaxed somewhat.
Emily sat in the living room with her mom and Andy. They usually listened to music, rather than watch t.v. Classic rock, Andy's favourite, was the choice of the evening. they generally rotated who chose the music.
She was still dressed in the same outfit and was lying against the back and arm of one of the armchairs, legs draped over the other arm. Rebecca and Andy were sitting on the sofa together.
Rebecca was reading a work file, Andy was staring into space.
Emily knew her legs were in his eyeline, she kicked her feet up and down, hoping to attract his attention.
She wasn't disappointed. Andy's head didn't move, but his eyes looked towards her. He didn't appear to be aware that she could see.
Emily leaned back, pushing her chest upwards. Andy was sat to her right, so she slowly lifted her left leg, bending at the knee, causing her shirt to slide up the thigh.
She knew that all she was revealing was more of her legs, but that was all she could do with her mom in the room.
Emily wondered what he was thinking.
"Do you want a top up honey?" Andy asked, looking at Rebecca.
"Sure." She replied, holding up her wine glass without looking up from her file.
Andy stood, the shortest route to the kitchen was behind Emily, but he chose the long route, walking around the far end, past her feet. Emily pretended to be focusing on her phone, but as he walked slowly past Andy glanced to his left. His view would have been between her legs, which were about 12 inches apart at the knees. Emily smiled inwardly. He might have thought he was safe perving on her when she pretended to be asleep, but he was taking a chance doing it when she was awake and her mom was in the same room. It turned Emily on that he was willing to take that risk, just to steal a look at her panties.
That evening Rebecca, Andy and Emily went for dinner at a favourite Italian restaurant. They went about once a month. The owners were always friendly and made them feel at home. Emily was dressed in white denims and a tight, short sleeved, black shirt. She always felt lucky regarding the relationship she had with her mom and Andy.
"So, come on then, opinions." Emily stated. " This outfit, or yesterdays?"
"Yesterday's." Rebecca replied without hesitation.
"Why?"
"Because it's more the new you. You're growing up. I love that combo you've got on, but you've been wearing that sort of thing since you were sixteen. Yesterday, well, you really looked like a confident young woman." Rebecca offered.
"Andy?" Emily looked at him.
"I don't know. I'm a man, What do I know?"
Rebecca laughed.
"Are you really saying, as a man, that you can't decide between the two?" She asked, derisively.
"Can't I just eat my dinner without being grilled?" He complained. "Okay, if I have to choose, yesterday's. There, happy?" He grunted at Rebecca.
Emily and Rebecca both laughed.
Shortly after, Rebecca went to the bathroom.
"Do you really prefer the outfit I had on yesterday, or were you just agreeing with mom?" Emily asked.
Andy looked at her.
"You look great in both." He replied.
"But if you had to choose one, and couldn't see me in the other ever again?"
There was a lengthy pause, Emily looked into Andy's eyes as he glanced from her to his plate.
"Yesterday." He eventually replied.
"I thought so." Emily stated. "You seemed to like it."
Andy looked into Emily's eyes without speaking.
"I have an Instagram account, and that outfit has had the most likes and comments, so it must have been nice." She stated.
Andy didn't respond.
"You follow me on Instagram don't you?" She asked.
Without waiting for a reply, she continued.
"You mustn't use your account, because you never comment on my posts, But I'm sure it said you're one of my followers."
"I don't know. Don't even remember creating an account." He replied.
"Maybe you've been cloned." Emily laughed.
"So, you've chosen yesterday's over this outfit. What about yesterday's versus the outfit I wore this afternoon?" Emily probed.
"I don't know, you looked fab in both." He replied.
"But if you had to pick one?"
After a lengthy pause, Andy responded, "This afternoon's."
"I'll have to post one of the pics I took whilst I was wearing it to Instagram. Maybe I'll have a new follower's favourite." Emily stated. She already knew that Andy would check, but she wanted him to know that's what she wanted.
Rebecca returned.
"What are you laughing at?" She asked, looking at Emily.
"Nothing."
"Yeah, right! Was she making fun of you again?" Rebecca asked, looking at Andy.
"You both do it, don't blame her." He said, pointing at Emily whilst forcing a laugh.
They returned home after dinner. Rebecca went to bed, having an early start at work.
Andy had drank a few beers at the restaurant and was standing in the kitchen drinking a glass of wine. Emily decided to probe his defences.
"You said earlier that you'd choose yesterday's outfit. Why?"
"What?"
"Earlier, at the restaurant, when I asked which outfit you preferred, you said yesterdays."
They looked at each other.
"So, I was wondering why?"
"I don't know, it just suits you, like your mom said."
"So you don't like it?" Emily asked.
Andy paused, considering his reply, before answering.
"I didn't say that. You looked great in it."
"Great? Really? Great??" Emily grinned at him.
"Yep, great. It really suits you. Most girls couldn't pull that off."
Emily stared at Andy, smiling coyly, thinking about what he'd pulled off thinking about her.
"What?" Andy asked. "What?" He smiled back at her.
"Nothing. It's just nice that you thought I looked good."
"Great. I'm pretty sure I said great." Andy responded.
"Yeah." Emily smiled. She looked down at the floor and back up at him. "So what do you think of this outfit?"
Andy slowly looked her up and down, meeting her eyes. "You look great in that too."
Emily took one step forwards, closing the distance between them to 4 feet, maintaining eye contact.
"But you prefer seeing me in a little skirt than tight denims, right?"
"Yeah." Andy replied bluntly. His mouth felt dry.
"Why?" She probed.
"Because you've got great legs."
Emily turned on the spot. "So my legs don't look as good in these?"
Andy looked down, his eyes stopping at her butt. Emily couldn't help herself, she gave her but a little wiggle.
"Maybe my butt looks better in these, huh?" She grinned, looking over her shoulder. She wiggled again.
Andy looked up into her eyes, as soon as they made eye contact Emily stepped backwards a step, she was now just 3 feet away from him.
Emily turned until she was facing Andy.
"Relax, I'm just teasing you, again." She smiled. "But I do like that you think I look good, it makes me feel good."
"Anyway, I'm gonna go to bed. See you in the morning." She smiled as she turned and walked. She glanced over her shoulder, Andy was looking at her butt again, so she paused and gave it a little wiggle, laughing as she did so. Andy looked up and smiled.
Once she got to her room Emily stripped quickly, lay on her bed and started rubbing her pussy. The engagement with Andy had made her so wet. She was still masturbating when she heard Andy climbing the stairs. She deliberately started to breathe a little louder and faster. The light spilling beneath the gap at the bottom of her dimmed as he passed her door, it didn't brighten immediately. She knew he'd heard her and was outside her door listening.
"Ohhhh," she moaned quietly. "Ohh yesss."
She thrust two fingers into her pussy, breathing more heavily. Her eyes fixed on the bottom of her door, the amount of light coming through didn't change. She imagined that he'd taken his cock out and was jerking off outside her room. The thought tipped her over the edge, she came, controlling the noises she made.
"mmmmm...ohhhh." She moaned in a low voice.
She lay on her bed, watching the door. About 30 seconds passed before the light increased. Maybe he had been jerking off and was finishing up.
Emily decided to act completely normally with Andy over the next few days. His behaviour hadn't changed, which put her at ease as it meant she could attempt to implement the next state of her plan.
She had to wait a few weeks because it needed to coincide with Rebecca staying away, alone, on a weekend. It finally happened, due to another ladies tennis team competition. Rebecca left early Saturday morning, leaving Emily alone. Andy was at the gym. Emily dressed and went out. She sent Andy a text at lunchtime saying that she was going out that night to a party.
She got home mid afternoon, Andy was in the garage. She popped her head around the door to say hi, then went up to her room.
She put on some music and started to get ready. Emily liked to take her time when she had the chance.
A couple of hours later she came downstairs, Andy was still in the garage working on a project.
"Andy, I'm going to make something quick to eat, a sandwich, do you want anything?"
Andy turned towards her. Emily was dressed in a light blue Summer dress. The top was halter necked, tight fitting with a medium to low cut, the skirt was layered chiffon that finished at the mid thigh.
Andy's eyes quickly glanced down and then back up.
"No, I'm fine, I'll probably order pizza later." He responded. "Where are you going?"
"A party at Jen's. It's her dad's 50th birthday."
"How are you getting there?"
"Josh is picking me up."
"Cool. Well, say bye before you go."
Emily left for the party an hour later. She only had a couple of drinks. It was useful having Josh on her arm, because a couple of Jennifer's dad's friends were giving her very predatory looks through the evening. She wouldn't have minded flirting with one of them, but it wasn't the right time or place.



Josh dropped her home just after 11.00pm.
Andy was still up, listening to music. Emily walked into the living room. She had paired the dress with three inch, strappy mules, which made her just a couple of inches shorter than Andy in bare feet.
Emily leaned against the doorframe, appearing slightly unsteady.
"Hi." She said, a little louder than usual.
"Hi." Andy replied. "Good night?"
"Yeah, it was fun."
Emily walked into the living room, wobbling slightly.
"Oops." She giggled. " I'm a little drunk."
Andy smiled. She sat down across from him, he had a beer on the coffee table.
"Can I have a beer please? l" Emily asked.
"Are you sure? You look like you've had a few drinks already. You don't want a hangover in the morning."
"Just one, please." She smiled.
Andy got up and walked to the kitchen, Emily followed. He retrieved a beer from the fridge, opened it and turned, handing it to Emily.
"Thank you." She giggled.
Emily turned so that her back was to Andy, raised the bottle and took a swig. She instantly stepped backwards, appearing to lose her balance. She backed into Andy, pushing him against the fridge, she felt his arms wrap around her, his hands gripping her across her lower stomach.
"Whoa! Are you ok." Andy exclaimed.
"Sorry." She replied. " I'm so sorry, these shoes." She continued, motioning towards her feet with the beer bottle, spilling a little in the process.
Emily righted herself, her bodyweight moving forwards a little so that she wasn't pressing against Andy anymore. His hands had moved outward, but he was still holding her firmly. His hands were now just above her hips. She felt him press up against her from behind.
" Come on, let's get you sat down." He said. Walking her towards the living room, still holding her around the waist. When they reached her seat he turned her by twisting her by the hips. Emily felt his right hand slide down so that it was holding her right butt cheek. He then slid his right hand up her back, supporting her as he held her arm with his left hand. He lowered her down into the seat.
"Do you want me to take those shoes off? We can't have you falling over." He asked.
"Yes please."
Andy crouched down, looking downwards as he united her left shoe. He slowly looked up into her eyes.
"How many drinks did you have?"
"Not many, I just didn't eat much."
He finished undoing the straps of the first shoe.
"Right, pick your foot up for me." He instructed.
As Emily lifted her foot, her knee raised up and her dress slid up her thigh. Andy had looked down at her foot, but she saw his eyes glance up between her thighs. Due to the heel strap he had to wiggle the shoe free. As he did so he twisted her left knee out to the side, the shoe came free. Emily dropped her foot straight to the floor, without returning her leg to the middle. She looked down at Andy, who was now crouched down between her legs.
Emily lifted her right foot and wiggled it.
"This one now please." She smiled at him.
When she looked down, two thirds of her thighs were visible from her perspective. She knew that, if he hadn't been able to see her cream coloured lace panties before, he definitely could now. She kept her foot in the air as Andy untied it. His head suggested he was looking straight down, but the regular slight movement indicated to Emily that he was taking in the view, and he was taking much longer to untie the straps on this foot.
"Are you having trouble getting it undone? Maybe if I lift my foot up it'll be easier."
Emily lifted her knee so that it was now level with Andy's face, affording him a full view between her legs.
She hadn't shaved for a couple of weeks, and knew that her naturally darker blonde pubic hair was visible through the panties she was wearing.
Andy finally untied the straps and wiggled the shoe free. The wiggling caused the dress, which was already three quarters of the way up her right thigh, to ruck up a little higher.
"Thank you kind sir." She smiled. Looking down at Andy.
Andy was still crouched holding her shoe in front of himself between her knees. He looked up slowly into her eyes, then back down to the shoe.
"These are a real pain to get off, are they as difficult to get on?" He asked. His eyes were looking towards the shoe, but Emily knew where his focus was. He was taking as much time as he could to stare at her panty clad pussy.
She lowered her right foot, rather than placing her foot on the floor, she planted it on top of his left thigh, she had only lowered her foot a couple of inches meaning Andy's view was almost completely unaffected. She pretended not to notice, and relaxed into the chair, closing her eyes as if she were drifting off to sleep.
Emily opened her left eye slightly, Andy hadn't moved from his position, but had lowered the shoe he was holding, his gaze however hadn't changed. Unaware that Emily was fully awake, he was absorbing the unobscured view.
'There's no way he hasn't got an erection.' Emily thought.
Eventually she opened her eyes.
"Ooh, I think I dozed off." She looked down at Andy, who was looking into her eyes. "How long was I asleep?"
"Only a few seconds." He replied.
Emily slid her foot down his thigh onto the floor, but didn't adjust her dress. Andy stood up.
"I think you should go to bed." He suggested.
"I haven't finished my beer." Emily protested.
"Ok, have that and then we'll get you up to bed."
"We'll?" She enquired.
"If you fall down the stairs and hurt yourself, your mom will kill me. I'm taking no chances." He laughed, taking his seat across from her.
Emily knew that the position of her dress, which was now virtually at the top of her thighs, along with where he was sat, Andy still had a good view between her legs. She stared up to the ceiling and started humming along to the music to enable him to take in the view. She wondered if her engorged clitoris was visible through her panties.
Emily finished her beer slowly. They didn't speak and she didn't look in his direction, but could tell through her peripheral vision that Andy's gaze never shifted from her direction.
"Ok, time for bed." He stated when she drained the last of her drink.
"Alright DAD." Emily giggled.
"Go on. I'll follow you up to make sure you don't fall backwards."
Emily climbed the stairs slowly, despite ostensibly following her to catch her if she fell, Andy was several steps behind her. She imagined this would mean that every time she stepped a foot up onto the next step, her butt would become visible, briefly. Her panties were g-string, so he would be looking at her butt cheeks, just like he did in the photo that he had saved.
At the top of the stairs Emily walked towards her bedroom, turning in the doorway.
"I presume you're ok to undress yourself?" Andy commented.
"I think so, you've helped me undress enough for tonight." Emily giggled. She glanced down and could clearly see the bulge in his shorts.
"Ok. Well I'm heading back downstairs, I'll check on you in a bit." Andy stated. He turned and disappeared downstairs.
Emily went to the bathroom, brushed her teeth and removed her make-up. She returned to her bedroom, but left the door open. Andy had stated he'd check on her, so there seemed no reason to close it. She removed her dress, she was wearing a strapless bra that matched her panties. She unhooked it and dropped it to the floor.
'Has he had enough of a show tonight?' She pondered.
Emily crossed her bedroom and opened the bottom drawer of her bedside unit, there sat the spycam. She picked it up and turned it on, the battery indicator on the bottom was green. She looked around, directly opposite the door was her bedroom window, the window ledge which was littered with small stuffed toys and picture frames. She placed the spycam on the ledge, between two small bears.
Emily turned on her bedside lamp, and turned off the main light. She then lay on top of her bed, she had her legs wide apart, still wearing her panties. She turned her head away from the door and waited.
She guessed that about ten minutes had passed when she heard Andy ascending the stairs. She started to breathe slowly and deeply, imitating deep sleep. With her head turned away from the door, she was able to keep her right eye open. The light spilling in from the landing faded, Andy was standing in her doorway. There was no sound, other than her own breathing. She knew he was taking in the view of her lying, on her back, clothed only in the lace panties that he's been staring at, from just a few inches away, a little earlier.
A single, quiet, grunting sound came from the direction of the door. Was he playing with himself? She hoped so. She imagined that he wouldn't risk taking his cock out, maybe he was rubbing himself through his shorts.
A couple of minutes passed, with the occasional, almost silent grunt. Emily was very aroused, her nipples were erect, and with the bedside light illuminating her bed, she expected that Andy could see them.
The grunting, whilst still quiet, became more and more frequent. Eventually it stopped, but Emily could hear Andy breathing heavily. Was he cumming? the thought sent rushes through her pussy, she knew how wet she was and wondered if it was visible through her panties.
She heard movement and a click as her light was turned off. Then the illumination from the landing light dissipated as Andy closed her bedroom door, though she didn't hear the click of the latch.
She heard Andy walking downstairs and quickly removed her panties. She found her clitoris and started rubbing frantically, squeezing one erect nipple, then the other. She was so aroused that it was only a matter of moments before her orgasm rose. She came, muffling her squeals in her pillow. She pulled the bedsheet back and lay down, but pulled the sheet up to her knees. If Andy was going to look in on her again, she didn't want him to be disappointed. She fell asleep shortly after, so wasn't faking sleep when Andy opened her bedroom door as he was going to bed. The landing light illuminated her room sufficiently so that Andy could see Emily, lying on her back, sound asleep with her sheets around her lower legs.
The next morning, after showering, Emily went downstairs. Andy was nowhere to be seen, she guessed he had gone to the gym. She made herself a coffee and went upstairs to check her spycam.
She hooked it up to her phone and started to watch last night's footage. The initial footage was her getting onto the bed, still wearing her panties. It moved quickly onto footage of Andy appearing in the doorway of her bedroom. Because of the bedside lamp, the image was illuminated sufficiently that she could see him staring at her. His left arm moved and his hand appeared to be stroking over the fabric to the left of the centre at the front of his shorts. She was certain that he was stroking his cock. He removed his hand, and moments later slid it down the front of his shorts. She couldn't tell if he had unbuttoned them, but she could clearly see his arm moving up and down. He was jerking off, in her bedroom, whilst he thought she was sleeping. Because she didn't know how long Andy would be out, she decided to store the spycam in her drawer and return to it later.
She went into the office, opened Andy's laptop and she signed in, going to Andy's email and into his porn stash folder. There were a couple of recent emails, but the one that instantly caught her attention was the one dated today. She opened it, not knowing what to expect, and was instantly stunned and aroused. There were numerous photos of her asleep, naked on her bed, including close-ups of her breasts and pussy. Andy had entered her room after she had fallen asleep last night and taken at least twenty photos of her. She had been surprised by his hands-on behaviour, but this was completely unexpected. Not only had he taken the risk of jerking off in her room last night, but had entered it again and had stayed for what must have been at least a couple of minutes, silently watching and photographing her. She wondered what else had done. Had he masturbated again? If he did, maybe he actually took his cock out. Had he gotten closer to her, or had he used the camera zoom to take the close-ups. She immediately thought of the spycam, it must have captured footage.
She heard noise downstairs, so quickly closed down the laptop and exited the office.
When she got downstairs she found Andy in the kitchen. She hadn't dressed fully and was wearing just pajama shorts and a sports bra styled top. As he turned towards her his eyes momentarily dropped to her cheat and then back up to her eyes.
"Morning sleepy head." Andy greeted her. "How are you feeling?"
"I'm ok. Sorry about last night. I really didn't drink that much."
"Don't worry about it. I won't tell your mom."
Emily imagined that Rebecca would be the last person on Earth that he'd tell about last night.
"Did you close my bedroom door last night?" She asked, knowingly.
"Yeah, I checked in on you a little while after you went to bed. You left your light on as well."
He hadn't attempted to hide the fact that he had seen her lying topless on her bed, so Emily decided to probe a little further.
"I'm sorry, it must have been a bit embarrassing, especially after having to help me get my shoes off and help me up the stairs."
"It's fine. And if you're worried, it was obvious you hadn't made it into bed when I came up the stairs, so I made sure I looked down so that I didn't see anything that I shouldn't."
"Thanks Andy, you really are the best stepdad." Emily beamed. She loved the fact that she knew exactly what he had done, and that he was clearly completely unaware.
"What time's mom due home?" She enquired.
"About four I think."
Later that day, in her room, Emily hooked her phone up to the spycam. She scrolled through to when she stripped off and masturbated. She couldn't make out much, because her room was dark and the spycam wasn't an expensive one with a built-in night camera. After she had finished the image changed, light was beginning to spill into the room and her door was opening slowly. Due to the backlighting from the landing light, it was impossible to see the face of the person in her doorway, but Emily knew it was Andy. The light illuminated her, lying naked on her bed.
Andy disappeared from view onto the landing, returning a few seconds later. He moved slowly into her room. He raised his arm, Emily could make out that he was holding something, she had no doubt it was his phone. He stood in place, moving his other hand up to the screen. She assumed he was zooming in. He then moved slowly to the end of her bed with the phone still held up in front of him, continuing to raise the other hand up to the screen.
Nothing else happened and he was in her room for less than two minutes.
Emily lay on her bed thinking. She had to see him jerking off, but how? Catching him at his laptop would be virtually impossible. The only way she imagined it would be possible was to set him up like last night, but how would she see him? She looked around her room, her full length mirror. Maybe she could move it so that she could see his reflection if she was lying facing away from him.
Luckily for Emily, the weather had become very warm, and whilst she had a fan in her room, there was no air-con. She decided to start leaving her door slightly open when she slept, with her windows open this allowed a cooling breeze to blow through. It also meant that anyone passing by whilst she slept could see her.
Three weeks passed before Emily spotted an opportunity. Rebecca was working away overnight on a Wednesday, so Andy and Emily would be alone.
She had already moved her full length mirror, positioning it in front of the windows so that, lying on her side, she could see the doorway. It wasn't ideal, but it was the best she could think of.
Andy and Emily had pizza for dinner and sat watching a forgettable movie. Around 10pm Emily yawned.
"I'm so tired, I'm off to bed. I bet I'll sleep like a log tonight." She stated. "Night".
"Night." Andy responded.
Emily glanced across at him as she ascended the stairs. She hoped he wouldn't be able to resist.
She was dressed in a matching, light blue loose crop top and shorts pajama set. She had already removed her bra earlier that evening and had caught Andy looking at her breasts a couple of times. She removed her shorts, underneath she was wearing a white cotton g-string.
After brushing her teeth she went to her bedroom, leaving the door about eighteen inches open, switched off her bedroom light and lay on top of her sheets facing the windows.
She'd left her curtains open, which allowed some light from the full moon to illuminate her room a little.
Emily lay on her side, motionless, for what seemed like an eternity. If he was listening, she wanted Andy to think she had fallen asleep already.
Eventually she heard slow footsteps on the stairs. The light from the landing dimmed, she knew he had stopped by her door. Time passed, all she could hear was her own heart beating. The light from the landing started to increase, was he moving away? Then she heard a creak, it came from her door, the hinges of which needed oiling. There was a pause, then the light increased a little more. In the reflection of the mirror Emily could see her bedroom door opening, with a silhouette in the gap. She imagined that there was sufficient light in her room for Andy to be able to make out her panty and crop top clad body lying on her bed.
The door didn't open further, but Emily could make out movement from the upper body of the silhouetted figure. Was he stroking himself through his shorts, as he had done previously? She couldn't make out any details, due to the insufficient light coming through the windows and the backlighting from the landing. Emily was getting frustrated, she wanted to see what he was doing. Suddenly both Andy's hands were moved in front of his lower abdomen, Emily could see movement and then heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being undone. There was insufficient light to see any detail, but she was certain from his movements that he was pulling his cock out. Moments later she witnessed the back and forth movement of his right arm. Andy had taken out his erect cock and was masturbating in her bedroom, she could barely contain her excitement.
Emily decided that it was now or never, in one movement she rolled onto her back and sat up. For an instant she caught sight of Andy's erection, before he darted out onto the landing in panic.
"Andy! Stop!" She called after him, but he was still moving away.
She jumped up and chased after him, he was just starting to descend the stairs.
"Andy, wait!"
He stopped, but didn't turn to face her.
"It's ok." Emily assured him. "I don't mind."
He looked over his shoulder, silently. He looked guilt-ridden and ashamed.
"It's fine, honestly."
There was still no response, but his eyes glanced down at her body, still dressed in the pajama top and panties. Emily decided that she needed to act to break the impasse. She grabbed the hem of the top with both hands and lifted it over her head, finally she removed it so that she stood before Andy in just her white g-string panties. Still there was no response.
"Don't you like my boobs?" She asked. Andy was staring at her chest, he looked up and nodded silently.
"Well you could at least turn to look at them." She demanded.
Andy turned to face her, she looked down. His shorts were buttoned up, hiding his erection, but it was clearly visible, bulging towards her. Still he said nothing. She decided to try and salvage the situation. Emily reached her hands to the sides of her hips, hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down to her thighs. She had shaved the day before. As she pulled the fabric down she exposed her bald pussy to Andy, his eyes widened.



Emily allowed her panties to drop to the floor, then stepped out of them.
She relished the look of desire in his eyes.
"Well?" She asked, looking down at his bulging shorts. "I've shown you mine."
Andy looked at her, uncertainty in his eyes.
"Come on! Don't be shy." Emily giggled.
Andy unbuttoned his shorts and slid down the zipper. He reached into his boxers and pulled out his stiff cock.
"Ooooh." Emily grinned. "That's a nice one."
"So, shall we go back to my room so that you can finish what you started?" She turned on the spot, stepped her feet apart and bent forwards at the waist to pick up her panties. Remaining bent over she looked back at Andy. Because she was at the top of the stairs and he was five steps down, his eyes were virtually level with her butt, affording him a view of her swollen pussy lips. His eyes were locked in place.
"Come on." Emily beckoned as she stood up and walked towards her bedroom.
By the time Andy had made it to her bedroom doorway, Emily had turned on her main bedroom light and was lying on her back on her bed, legs apart. Andy stopped at the doorway.
"Well, you can do it there if you want, but you can come in and take a closer look if you want."
Andy walked a few paces towards the bed and stopped again.
"Weren't you doing something just before I woke up?" Emily teased.
"Erm, yeah." He replied. It was the first words he had spoken.
"Well go on then, carry on. It's why I stripped for you and invited you into my room."
Andy wrapped his fingers around his shaft and started to stroke himself. Emily started as the head appeared, then disappeared continually.
"Ooh that's it. That's what I wanted to see." She commented.
"Do you want me to play with myself while you're jerking off?" She asked.
"Yeah."
Emily ran her right hand down her body to her clitoris and started to circle her index and middle fingers on it, never taking her eyes off Andy's cock.
"Have you got anything to catch your cum?" Emily asked.
"No."
"You can use these." Emily replies as she picked up her panties and tossed them to Andy.
"Put a finger in your pussy...please." Andy begged.
Emily slowly pushed her middle finger between her swollen lips. Andy groaned as her finger disappeared inside.
"I'm gonna cum." He stated. He immediately wrapped Emily's panties around the head of his cock.
"Fuck, ohhh fuck." He groaned as he came, his eyes narrowing but still focused on Emily's pussy. She was now thrusting her finger in and out rapidly.
"Oh Andy, that was so hot. You're going to make me cum too."
"Oh yessss, oh Andy that feels sooo good." Emily squealed as her orgasm hit her.
As her orgasm subsided, Emily looked at Andy.
"Did you enjoy that?" She grinned.
"Oh yeah." He responded, enthusiastically.
"So you'd want to do it again some time?" She probed.
"Definitely."
"Ok. Well I need to go to sleep. We can talk about it tomorrow." Emily stated.
"Ok." Andy replied, as he started retreating towards the door.
"Erm, aren't you forgetting something?" She asked.
Andy stopped, looking confused.
"Those." Emily commented gesturing towards her panties that Andy was still holding.
"Oh, yeah, sorry. Where shall I put them?"
"I'll take them." She replied, standing up and walking over to him. His semi-erect penis was still hanging out of his shorts, she was tempted to touch it, but knew she couldn't. She took the panties and walked back to her bed.
"See you tomorrow." She said as she sat on the bed.
Andy left, closing the door behind him. Emily examined her panties, wet with Andy's fresh load of cum. She touched it, feeling it stick to her fingers. She put the panties in her washing basket and went to sleep.
The following morning, despite having a home study day, Emily was awake early and had made a pot of coffee before Andy came downstairs as he was getting ready for work.
"Morning." She smiled.
"Hi." He replied.
He was clearly uncertain after what had happened the previous night, so Emily decided to take control.
"Last night was fun." She stated. "Do you definitely want to do it again?"
"Erm yeah it was, and yes I would, if you want to." He replied.
"Oh definitely!" She exclaimed. "But I think we should lay down some ground rules."
"Ok." He responded.
She'd already been thinking about the best way to address how last night had happened.
"Look, I know that you've been saving photos of me, and taking photos. I was being nosey when I was using your laptop and found the folder in your email account."
Andy looked at her, confused and dumbfounded. He didn't respond.
"It's ok. I find it really flattering and quite a turn on." She continued. "To be honest, I set up a couple of the instances that gave you the opportunity to take photos of me. I wanted you to see me undressed."
Emily had decided to leave out the details about the spycam, that was her little secret.
"I wasn't asleep last night, I knew you were there before I turned over."
She could tell Andy was struggling to process what he was learning.
"As I've said, I like it and I want it to continue."
"Ok." Was all Andy could muster in response.
"So, regarding ground rules. This can only happen if we both want it, and only continues as long as we're both happy with it. No touching, you can masturbate whilst you look at me, but no contact." Emily was smiling as she spoke, but knew how she wanted this to continue, and had decided that she was making the rules and that they were non-negotiable.
"You can take photos if you want, I'd like you to. And you can come into my room whilst I'm sleeping if you want, just don't wake me."
"Erm, that all sounds great." He responded enthusiastically.
"You can use my panties like you did last night if you want, otherwise you'll have to catch your cum in a tissue or something." She continued. "I might have some other rules, we'll see how it goes. Any questions?"
"How do I let you know that I want to do it?" Andy asked.
"Just tell me. If mom's around at the time we can arrange to do it later."
"Ok. well in that case, I'd like to do it again asap." He responded.
Emily giggled. "Well I'm home studying today. Mom won't be home until early evening. You could always finish work early."
Andy did just as Emily had suggested. Returning home in the afternoon to masturbate as he watched his teenage stepdaughter play with herself.
So continued a relationship that only ended when Emily left home a couple of years later. Whilst Andy stuck to the rules diligently, Emily occasionally encouraged him to stand over her as he was cumming, instructing him to ejaculate on her breasts and stomach.
On one single instance she broke the no touching rule. Having instructed him to ejaculate on her, just as he started to cum she sat up, the first squirt hit her in the face so she quickly wrapped her lips around the end of his pulsing cock, taking the rest of his salty load in her mouth. She didn't swallow, opting to allow Andy's cum to dribble out of her mouth, run down her chin and drip onto her breasts. The photos Andy took of that particular image were to become his favourites that he savoured for many years.Emily screamed with frustration. She needed a new laptop, it was beyond discussion. For the second time in a week her current computer had crashed, delaying her college coursework further.
Fortunately everything she was working on was backed up online, so she could access and work on it, but only if she could find a computer that worked.
Her mom and stepdad were both out at work. She messaged them, in the hope that one would allow her to use their laptop.
Andy, her stepdad, responded first.
"No problem. It's in the top drawer of my desk. Username and password are on the wall."
Emily walked into the home office. She located the laptop and charger, then had to survey the mess that was Andy's to-do system. A cork board with pieces of paper pinned all over in haphazardly. She eventually found what she figured must be the login details. She entered the details and the laptop unlocked.
"Great." She smiled to herself, taking the laptop through to her bedroom to continue her work.
Emily enjoyed her college course, and worked diligently for a couple of hours. She decided to take a break from her coursework She checked her phone, watched a few Tik Tok videos and messaged a couple of friends on Snapchat.
She went back to the laptop. Even though she knew she shouldn't, she couldn't help having a little snoop around on Andy's laptop.
There were a bunch of tabs open in the web browser, including his personal email. She decided that she'd have to have a chat with him about cyber security. He had numerous folders within his email account, including personal finance and bank information. He needed to know the risks of keeping that account open and logged.
Emily scrolled down through the folders, some were self explanatory, named after properties he owned or bank accounts he held. Others were more cryptic. She opened several of them. He also needed some advice on deleting information, some of the folders held emails that were well over 10 years old and probably weren't much use to him.
The fifth random folder she opened was unlike the others. The emails were all from Andy. Was he keeping sent emails in a different folder? She clicked on the first email, and was surprised at what she found. Several photos of random women. None were nude, but all wore some form of revealing clothing. Some were obviously screenshots from social media. She clicked through to the next email, more of the same. The same was in the next few emails. Women of varying ages dressed in underwear, swimwear or revealing dresses and skirts. Eventually she found one that contained photos of women she recognised, she couldn't name them but knew they were famous actors.
What had she stumbled upon? Was this Andy's secret "porn" stash? Emily giggled at the thought that this his idea of porn?
She figured that she should get back to her coursework. She absentmindedly clicked through to one final email, and was immediately stopped in her tracks. She definitely knew the woman in the photo that was on the screen in front of her, and she knew her name.
Emily was staring at a photo of herself that she had posted on Instagram a few months previously. She was wearing a figure hugging blue dress that she had worn to a family party, shortly before her eighteenth birthday. She had taken the photo in her bedroom mirror. She could hear her heart beating. Why did he have that photo amongst all the others? The dress wasn't revealing at all. It had a polo neck with the skirt finishing mid thigh length.
Nervously she scrolled down, there was another image, it was the same picture, but he had cropped it to just show the top half. With the focus on her chest and head, Emily could see that her nipples were visible, the material pressing against her.
Scrolling further down she found another Instagram photo she had posted, wearing a cleavage revealing tight white top.
As she slowly scrolled down she discovered several more photos from her Instagram posts. One wearing a red bikini when she was on holiday with her friends. It had a halter necked top and high cut bottoms, further down she found two cropped versions of the same photo, top half in which the shape of her nipples were clearly visible, and bottom half.
If the previous photos hadn't shocked her enough, what she discovered next as she scrolled down, stunned her. It wasn't a photo she hadn't posted anywhere, but one she had sent to her mom when she was on holiday. She was wearing a black bikini top and a pair of shorts. The photo was side view, taken in the hotel room mirror. She had pulled up the hem of the shorts closest to the mirror, revealing almost her entire butt cheek. She had taken it to show her mom her tan line.
How had Andy obtained it? Her mom wouldn't have sent it to him.
She scrolled down nervously. She knew she'd sent her mom another photo. The top of the photo appeared on the screen. She paused, knowing what was still hidden. As she scrolled down the photo was revealed. Again taken in the hotel room mirror. This photo was from the rear, which was lucky for her as she was topless. Again the photo was taken to show her mom her tan lines. She had pulled her long blonde hair up with her free hand to reveal the lines on her back made by the bikini top straps.
The line across her lower back, made by the bikini bottoms, was also shown, as were the two lines running down from her outer hips, across her butt cheeks.
All she was wearing in the photo were white g-string panties. There was a small triangle of white fabric at the small of her back, that disappeared into the crack of her butt, thin strips of white elastic running across the top of her butt cheeks to her hips.
Her butt cheeks were fully visible, as were the tops of the back of her thighs.
Emily was completely in shock. What had been a bit of fun, snooping at Andy's secret porn stash, had taken an unexpected and unnerving turn. If he kept all of the photos in the folder to masturbate over, had he masturbated looking at her photos? Had he jerked off looking at her butt or her nipples protruding through her dress and bikini?
Whilst Emily felt she should be disgusted, she wasn't, she was fascinated and curious. What was the purpose of the folder? Why, amongst all the emails containing photos of strangers, was there one containing intimate photos of her?
Emily decided to continue scrolling through the emails. There were no more containing photos of her, but there were a couple that looked like photos he'd been sent by other, unknown women.
Eventually she returned to her coursework. When she had finished she logged off. Emily decided she wasn't going to warn Andy about his email account security, rather she'd recommend he changed the password to unlock the laptop regularly. That way she could hopefully maintain access to his email account.
Andy clearly had no idea what Emily had discovered, because his behaviour never changed. She knew that he would occasionally check her our, looking at her when he thought she wouldn't notice, that didn't change. So Emily decided to encourage it, leaving the door to her room ajar when she was in her room. wearing tight fitting t-shirts and shorts or yoga pants around the house.
One thing Emily had noticed about the photos Andy kept of her, was that they were from several months previous. She hadn't posted much on Instagram recently, so decided to add some new content.
She had a friend's 21st birthday party to attend, at a cocktail bar in town, and had purchased two new dresses, one red lace and one black.
Emily took several selfies wearing them. The black dress was a solid colour, fairly low cut at the front, that finished at her mid thigh. She took a few photos with her phone held overhead, looking up into the camera, showing her cleavage, and some more taken full length in her bedroom mirror.
She did the same wearing the red dress, which was more revealing. Lower cut at the chest, it finished at he breastbone revealing her full, C-cup cleavage. It was also cut higher at the skirt, finishing just a few centimetres below her pelvis. The red dress was also slightly see through, and she could see her black bra in the photos, though her black g-string panties weren't visible.
She chose one full length and one overhead photo from each collection and posted them to Instagram with the question "Red or Black? The public decides. Post your preference in the comments."
Emily had almost 2000 followers on Instagram, many of whom were guys she had never met and had no idea who they were. Within a couple of days there was over 300 comments. The resounding winner was red. unsurprisingly, Andy wasn't one of those who had cast a vote. He never liked her posts on Instagram, let alone commented.
Emily hadn't expected or hoped that Andy would engage in public, but when she logged onto his laptop a few days later, she discovered that not only had he seen the photos, but he'd liked them enough to take screenshots and save them in his email folder collection.
Other than the knowledge that he was still looking at her socials, Emily didn't really know what she'd hoped for by posting the dress pictures. Just a couple of days later, things took an unexpected turn. Over dinner her mom had asked if she was going with the public vote. Emily hadn't seen any engagement from her mom on the post, so was a little surprised.
"Of course I am. Have to give the public what they want." She responded.
"Well you might want to think about some different underwear, unless you want everyone to know what colour you're wearing." Rebecca, Emily's mom replied.
"Well the party is tomorrow night, and I don't have a red bra to go with it." Emily retorted.
"Let's take a look after dinner." Rebecca responded.
After dinner, Emily and Rebecca went upstairs. They returned 10 minutes later, as Andy was doing the dishes.
"What do you think?" Rebecca asked.
Andy turned to look at them, Emily saw his eyes widen slightly. She was dressed in the red lace dress and black underwear.
"Is that bra too revealing?" Rebecca quizzed.
"Well, it is pretty visible." Andy replied, looking Emily up and down.
Emily enjoyed the way he was looking at her, his pupils had dilated and he was obviously enjoying the view.
Rebecca and Emily returned upstairs, coming back down a few minutes later.
"Is this better or worse?" Rebecca asked.
Emily had swapped her black underwear for white, which was a little less obvious.
"It's a bit better, but you can still see your bra." Andy responded, looking Emily in the eyes, and then scanning down her body.
Emily couldn't tell if her nipples were visible, she wouldn't have been surprised if they were as she found modelling the dress for Andy exciting.
"There's one more option." Emily stated.
She ran upstairs and returned 5 minutes later.
"What do you both think of that?" She asked.
Andy stared, somehow, despite not having any red underwear, her bra wasn't visible at all. He could make out her nipples poking into the material though. He felt blood rushing to his cock.
"Is that flesh coloured underwear?" He asked.
Rebecca laughed. "No silly, it's no underwear. But it's very effective, isn't it."
Emily looked into Andy's eyes, she could almost see the lust when it became apparent she wasn't wearing a bra.
"I am wearing panties though." She stated.
"So which do you prefer, black, white or none?" She asked Andy.
"Erm, none." Was his blunt response.
Emily and Rebecca both giggled, but Emily felt it was for very different reasons.
"Are you going to help me choose shoes mom?" She asked.
They both returned upstairs.
"I think we might have made Andy a little uncomfortable." Emily said to Rebecca as they walked into her room.
"He's just a typical middle aged man in the presence of a beautiful young woman. He didn't know where to look." Rebecca laughed.
Emily smiled. She felt he knew exactly where to look. She knew how much he admired her breasts and nipples.
The following night, before going out to the party, Emily took several selfies wearing her red dress. Overhead, looking down her cleavage, as well as front and back full length photos in her bedroom mirror. She'd played with her nipples beforehand to ensure they were as prominent as possible. She posted a number of photos to her Instagram account before going out. By the time she got home at the end of the night there were over 150 likes, as well as a few dozen comments. But what she really cared about was whether Andy had seen them.
The following day Andy and Rebecca went out early for a walk. Emily rose late. She went into the home office, retrieved Andy's laptop and logged in. She opened his email and went to his porn folder, there was a new addition. She opened the email. Not only did it contain every photo she had posted the previous evening, but there were also cropped close ups of the cleavage and frontal shots, making her erect nipples more obvious. Emily fantasised that he had masturbated over the pictures.



The next few weeks passed fairly uneventfully. One day Emily had been almost certain that Andy had been peeking at her, through the slightly open bedroom door, one day after college. They lived in an old house with wooden floorboards, and she'd heard a creak on the landing, despite not having heard anyone coming up the stairs or moving around. She decided that, if he was sneaking around, she might as well tease him a little.
Ensuring that she would be visible from the landing, with her back to the door she removed her t-shirt, revealing the straps of her light blue bra. She turned through 90 degrees to give him a side view, paused briefly and then walked across her room so that she would be out of sight. Once out of sight she removed her jeans, so that she was now dressed solely in a matching light blue lace bra and g-string panty set, and picked up her phone. She hadn't heard any noises from the landing, so assumed Andy was still there.
She walked back into the view line of the landing and paused, standing sideways on, looking down at her phone, appearing to be typing a message. Slowly she turned towards the door, pausing when she had turned roughly 45 degrees, affording Andy an almost full view of her bra clad left breast. Continuing to look down at her phone, she giggled as if she had read something funny and then turned her back to the door. If Andy was on the landing he would have a full view of her butt, a live action version of the photo he kept in his emails. Emily grinned, imagining what the effect this was having on Andy. She bet he wished he had his phone to take some photos of her, maybe he did, the thought excited her. Emily walked across her room again and started to dress in yoga pants and a tight, midriff revealing sports top, ready to go to the gym.
She heard movement on the landing and guessed that he'd moved. She quickly made her way to her door and opened it as if leaving her room, she caught a glimpse of Andy going into the main bathroom, confirming that her show hadn't been for nothing,
Rebecca wasn't home from work, so Emily decided that, if as she suspected, Andy was aroused by the show, she'd let him know that he was alone so that he could take care of business.
"I'm off to the gym Andy." She said loudly.
"Ok, have a good workout." He replied.
"You too." She whispered, grinning to herself at the thought of Andy masturbating as soon as she had left the house.
Other than that afternoon, Emily hadn't made any additional efforts to feed Andy's voyeurism in the past few weeks. However she had been thinking about it regularly. She really wanted to know whether or not he was definitely fantasising and jerking off to her photos. She obviously couldn't ask him, and the chance of walking in on him mid-jerk was almost impossible. She had thought of one way she might be able to find out, almost without date, and had investigated the possibility.
At the gym, between sets of weights she continued her research. In fact it had been in the gym that she's been inspired. There were a number of discrete security cameras throughout the facility, this had led to Emily researching covert home security cameras. She had discovered that very small, easy to disguise cameras were freely available.
The range of options and prices was vast. From a little research she had decided that a stand alone unit, with no Wifi connection was most suitable, because the only way it could be discovered was if it was physically found, whereas a Wifi unit could be discovered by checking which devices were connected to the Wifi.
She read numerous reviews to try and find the ideal unit. She eventually found a unit that was small enough to hide easily, battery powered and utilised a micro memory card. Having already determined where she would initially secrete the unit, she placed her order.
The spycam arrived two days later. Emily had already decided where she was going to install it. She figured that, if Andy was masturbating when looking at the photos stored in his email account, he would most likely be doing it in the home office, where he kept his laptop. The alternative was the bedroom he shared with her mom, but she had no intention of invading that space. Andy had installed a number of shelves to the right of the desk in the office, about 8 feet away on a wall. These stored old files, folders and some business textbooks. Andy had also installed a shelf for Emily to store her college folders. She was the only person who had any reason to look in these, and she had chosen one of the lever arch files to secrete the camera. The hole in the spine beneath the label, that Emily had always assumed was to enable ease of removal from storage, was perfect.
The camera was powered by an internal battery, so she charged it fully in her room and installed the memory card. She tested the camera, which could be connected to her phone via a cable. The image was crystal clear, full colour.
Securing the camera inside the file with carpet tape, turned it on and tested the motion detector recording. Having tested it she attached the cable and checked the recording, again perfectly clear.
Emily returned the file to the office shelf and once again tested in to check it was covering the area she wanted. She sat in the office chair, moving around as if she was working, and checked the recording. The camera angle was a little high, so she adjusted the position to angle it down and retested. this time she got the chair and desk fully in the frame. Now all she had to do was wait.
Emily impatiently waited 2 days. She retrieved the file from the office and attached the cable to the spycam. She attached it to her phone. The motion sensor meant that footage was only recorded when someone was in the office.
Andy used it daily to update his business accounts, and Rebecca used it occasionally.
The spycam wasn't an expensive model, so the recorded footage ran as one continuous stream, however the date and time of the recording was shown. The very first piece of footage was of Andy, after a few minutes it was obvious that he was doing paperwork. Emily scrolled through the footage to the next recording, also Andy, but this was brief, he was just retrieving something from the desk. Emily watched all of the recorded footage, scrolling through most. Nothing of interest whatsoever was recorded. Frustrated, Emily deleted the footage and returned the file to its position in the office.
Several more days passed before Emily checked again. More of the same footage that had been recorded. Andy doing his daily paperwork, around the same time, 6pm. Rebecca occasionally using the office. Scrolling through the footage, Emily felt she might need to add some new content to her Instagram account. Or maybe she was wrong all along, maybe Andy wasn't using the office to masturbate over his collection of photos. She was scrolling through more footage of Andy doing his paperwork, when she paused, he wasn't leaning forward over the desk as usual. She allowed the footage to run at normal speed.
Andy was leaning back in the chair, which was the type of office chair that reclines on a spring about 20 degrees if you leaned back. He was staring at a laptop, she couldn't make out if it was his, but assumed it was. After about 30 seconds his hands disappeared towards his stomach, the arms of the chair obscured her view, but his arms were moving. He stood a little and clearly started to pull his jeans downwards. Was he doing what she thought he was? Emily was transfixed. Andy pulled his trousers down to his knees, then fumbled around his stomach. Emily initially couldn't make out what was happening, then he started moving his forearm up and down rhythmically.
Jackpot! Emily thought. He was definitely jerking off, she'd been right. She couldn't see the screen of the laptop, but could make out the head of his penis each time he pulled his hand down. She slowed the footage down to enjoy the show. She hoped he was looking at photos of her. After about ten minutes, five on the recording clock counter, Andy reached forward and grabbed what appeared to be a white rag, he held it to his penis as he stopped pumping his arm up and down. He was cumming, Emily was certain of it.
She slid her hand down the front of her shorts, she already knew that she'd feel how wet watching the footage had made her.
Emily wound the footage back to when Andy had started to pull down his trousers, started it running at half speed, removed her shorts and panties and lay back on her bed. She propped her phone up against the file, so that she could see it clearly whilst lying down. She opened her legs and slid her right hand down, located her clitoris she started to rotate her index finger on it.
"Ohhh." Emily moaned. Keeping her eyes fixed on the screen of her phone. She masturbated as she watched the covert footage she'd recorded of her stepdad doing the same.
She started rubbing more frantically. She had no idea that it would be such a turn on. She slid her index finger down to the entrance of her vagina and slid in a little, her pussy was soaking. She started to finger fuck her pussy with her index finger. Thrusting in and out rapidly she moaned loudly. It was a good job no one was home.
"Oh yes...yess..YESSSSS!" Emily came hard. She lay back panting. As her breathing rate subsided, she looked at the phone, Andy was cumming on screen.
Emily downloaded the footage for future use and deleted it from the spycam. She returned the file to its place so that she could get more footage of Andy jerking off.
A few footage checks over the next week or so proved fruitless, which meant that Emily used the existing footage to masturbate a couple of times. Then, almost two weeks later, she got lucky again. The footage was similar to the last one, with the exception that Andy had his shirt off. He had a good body for a man his age. Emily was excited to have new footage, and wasted no time using it to bring herself off. This time she stripped naked, playing with her nipples, which she imagined Andy was looking at as he stroked himself on screen, as she fucked her pussy with two fingers until she was squealing with pleasure again. Andy had given her more orgasms in the past two weeks than the four young men who she'd had sexual encounters had managed collectively.
There was one thing nagging at Emily. Despite how much she enjoyed watching the footage of Andy, and that she was confident it was her photos he was viewing as he masturbated, she couldn't be certain. There was no way she knew of that would allow her to check the laptop history to determine the specific emails he's looked at. She had looked, and links in the history directed to the email porn folder, but not to any specific emails. She was desperate to know for sure.
The only way she thought it might be possible to find out was to reposition the spycam so that it captured the laptop screen. This would pose considerable risk. There was an old chest of drawers situated against the wall behind where the office chair was positioned. On top there were various items, some photos in frames, containers that had various random objects in them, a few old ornaments, some stationery.
There was a square shaped container that held various items, elastic bands, paper clips, highlighter pens, pencils. It sparked Emily's interest because it wasn't a solid container, it was a plastic mesh, the gaps being about half an inch squared each. She thought the spycam could be positioned to record clearly through one of the gaps, but it would mean leaving it in a fairly open position where it would be much more easily discovered. She decided to leave things as they were for now.
Emily was taking every opportunity that presented itself to put herself on display for Andy. From doing Yoga in the living room when he was around, rather than just in her room, to asking his opinion on a series of low cut tops that she was considering wearing on a night out.
"Well your opinion was so useful when I was choosing which underwear to wear with the red dress. You obviously have a good eye for detail." She'd said to him when he'd asked why his opinion mattered.
Emily checked the spycam footage every couple of days. But rather than scrolling through, looking for more footage of Andy jerking off, which she found 2 more recordings of, she studied it all closely, checking what Andy and Rebecca did when they were in the office. The chest of drawers got very little attention at all, occasionally her mom would pick up one of the photo frames and wipe it down, but nothing else. Maybe, just maybe, the mesh container could work.
Emily had been dating a guy, Josh, from college. It wasn't particularly serious, but he was fun. They had a date arranged, which was why she had sought Andy's opinion on which to wear. The evening of the date arrived, Emily was getting ready. She had showered and as she walked from the bathroom to her room, she passed Andy on the landing.
"Where are you guys going tonight?" He asked.
Emily saw his eyes quickly look her up and down. She had a towel wrapped around her hair, and another wrapped around her body.
"The movies ls I think." She replied.
She continued to her room, leaving the door open a few inches. Without turning, expecting that at the very least Andy had watched her walking away, she removed the towel wrapped around her body. She knew that if he was still on the landing, he would have a partial view of her naked body from behind.
She tossed the towel onto her bed, turned to her right and walked towards her dressing table. Through her peripheral view, she saw he was still on the landing, she smiled to herself, he might have caught a side glimpse of her right breast, but she couldn't be certain.
Emily dressed in tight, light blue jeans and the black corset style top that had been Andy's favourite when she modelled her clothes for him. She took a couple of photos and posted them to Instagram. She went downstairs, Rebecca was in the kitchen with Andy.
"Wow, someone's looking hot tonight." Rebecca exclaimed.
Emily smiled, she saw Andy looking at her.
"What do you think Andy?" She asked.
"Very nice." He responded.
"Nice?" Rebecca quizzed. "Nice? Is that all you've got to say?" She teased, chuckling at his unease.
Josh picked Emily up at 7.00. They went to the cinema. After watching an entirely forgettable rom-com, they went to McDonald's, choosing to get a take away. They drove to a parking area on the outskirts of town to eat and listen to music.
Emily had a plan for the night. After eating they made out. Emily located Josh's cock through his jeans, she squeezed it, feeling it grow in her hand. She unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, sliding her hand inside, feeling his rock hard erection, she pulled it out.
Emily looked into Josh's eyes, lowered her head and opened her mouth, taking the head into her mouth she sucked deeply.
She had only given two blow jobs before, but she planned on giving Josh the best one ever.
Emily licked and sucked at Josh's erection, his breathing rate increasing as she did so.
"I'm gonna cum Em!" He exclaimed.
Emily took him further into her mouth, slurping at the head.
She felt Josh's body tense up, then tasted his load pumping into her mouth.
Emily had never let a guy cum in her mouth before, she liked it. She swallowed over and over until Josh was spent.
When Josh dropped her home, Rebecca had already gone to bed. Andy was watching football on the tv.
"Did you have a good night?" He asked.
"Yeah." She replied.
Emily sat in the armchair that was to the right of the tv. She took out her phone and scrolled through Tiktok. She wasn't paying attention to it, instead she was counting how often Andy's eyes flicked, momentarily, from the screen to her.
"Did you notice that I wore the top you preferred?" She asked.
Of all the tops she had modelled for him a few days earlier, the black top she was wearing had been the one he said he liked the most.
Andy looked into Emily's eyes, then down to her body. His gaze lingered, before he looked up.
"Yeah, you look good in it." He said, trying to appear casual.
Emily went to her bedroom, removing her clothes, including her underwear. She dressed in a white pj set, tight fitting with ribbed top, that draped her boobs, and loose, high cut white shorts.
She went downstairs, got a glass of water and returned to the same armchair.
Emily picked up her phone and scrolled on social media. She noticed Andy looking at her several times. He was sat across from her on the sofa, slightly to her right.
Without looking up, she lifted her right foot up onto the seat of her chair, leaving her left foot on the floor. She allowed her right knee to fall out to the right slightly.
Emily knew that, if he looked, Andy would have a clear view between her legs, however she couldn't tell how much was covered by her shorts.
After a few seconds she saw his eyes briefly look down towards her body.
Emily felt a rush. Andy was looking at her the same way he must have done all the times he'd masturbated to her photos. She felt her nipples stiffen, and without looking down, she knew they were visible through her top.
Emily wondered if the show had given Andy an erection. She was desperate to know.
"Can I have a beer please?" She asked.
"Sure." He replied, looking at her, his eyes flicking down and then back up to hers.
She slowly lifted her right foot from the seat, Andy's eyes glanced down her body again. Emily stood and walked towards the kitchen, she looked over her shoulder, Andy was staring at her butt.
"Do you want anything?" She asked.
"No, I'm good." He responded.
After getting a beer, Emily returned to her seat. Leaning back into the left arm of the chair, she initially placed her right foot on the right arm of the chair, her knee high in the air. Her left leg was straight, then she slowly bent it, the knee rising up. She could feel from the cool air that her pussy was slightly exposed. Andy hadn't looked at her, so she lifted her phone in front of her face, masking her eyes from his, pretending she was looking at social media, she turned the camera app on. After about 10 seconds Andy looked towards her, initially looking at the phone, he then looked down. He stared for several seconds, then Emily moved her left knee a few inches out to the sides, opening her legs further, offering Andy a full view of her partially clothed pussy, her nipples still pushing into the light material of her top. Andy's eyes slowly moved up and down her body. Emily knew that he was completely unaware that she was watching him, just like he had no idea that she'd masturbated to footage of him jerking off.
Emily decided that she was going to take the risk and move the spycam. She wanted to see what Andy was looking at when he was masturbating. She was certain it was her photos, but she wanted to see it for herself.
Emily had a late start at college the next morning, so was alone at home after Rebecca and Andy had gone to work. She went into the office and removed the spycam from the folder. Having taken a photo of the mesh container on her phone, she emptied it, replacing some elastic bands in the bottom before placing the spycam inside, she switched it on and wedged it in using elastic bands and paperclips. After moving around in front of the container for a few seconds, she connected the USB cable to the spycam and connected it to her phone. She viewed the footage. The area of the desk where Andy always positioned his laptop was slightly off centre, she adjusted the position of the container and rechecked. It was lined up. Emily removed Andy's laptop from the drawer, logged in and accessed the folder on his email account. She was a little disappointed that he hadn't sent himself her latest photos, but as they'd only been available since last night, she wasn't too concerned. She accessed the email of her in the red dress. She sat where Andy would be and let the spycam record for a while, moving the laptop sideways and rotating the screen towards and away from the container.



When she checked, she could clearly see what the images were. Even with the screen rotated so that it wasn't facing the camera, it was obvious what was on the screen. Everything was ready. She removed the cable from the camera and refilled the container, being careful not to move it. Now all she had to do was wait.
After a few days, Emily retrieved the spycam. She hooked it up to her phone and proceeded to scroll through the new footage. There was the usual footage of Andy working, and occasionally her mom. After almost an hour of footage she found what she'd hoped for. Andy was sitting in the office chair, he opened his laptop, but rather than taking his paperwork diary with all of his receipts out of his work bag, he focused solely on the laptop. He went through various pages on screen, before pausing on an image. He took his hands away from the screen for a few seconds, then his left hand went back to the track pad, he zoomed in. The screen was slightly angled away from the spycam, but even so, the image displayed was clear. It was one of the photos she had recently posted to Instagram, an overhead shot looking down at her cleavage in the black corset top. On her phone screen, Andy's right elbow started to move rhythmically. His hand was hidden from view, but she knew he was stroking his cock. The screen scrolled for a few seconds then paused again, on-screen was Emily's butt pic she'd sent her mom.
Emily slid her hand down the front of her pants, she located her swollen clitoris and started to rub it, staring at the image of her butt and Andy jerking off to it.
Her mind raced with ideas of how she could develop this voyeuristic relationship that was developing. On screen, Andy reached for the tissues on the desk. Emily watched him orgasm as he stared at her butt. She wanted it to happen in reality, not just on screen. But how could she make it happen?
Emily decided not to risk returning the spycam to the office. She downloaded the final footage, editing it to contain only the footage she needed for her own pleasure. She stored all of the video footage that she'd accumulated on a flash drive, and kept it, along with the spycam, in the bottom drawer of her bedside unit.
She regularly used the footage when she was alone at home, masturbating as she watched footage of Andy jerking off to her images. She continued to upload photos to Instagram, and checked Andy's email porn folder, which updated a day or two after she posted her photos online. He was accumulating quite a library of images. Emily had also noted that he no longer added images of random women to his folder, only images of her. She loved the idea that every time he masturbated, he was looking at her images.
A couple of weeks passed by when Emily asked for Andy's help rearranging her room. She'd planned an arrangement that just might help her take her exhibitionism to the next level. The rearrangement involved placing her double bed with the headboard against a wall that was adjacent to the door, her full length free standing mirror against the opposite wall, on the door side of the bed. After they had finished, she checked the angle of the mirror. Kneeling on her bed, with her door ajar, the landing was visible.
She had to wait a few weeks for the opportunity to use the rearranged bedroom to full effect. In the meantime she'd been sure to upload photos to Instagram for Andy's enjoyment, the fact that they received hundreds of comments from admirers around the world was just icing on the cake.
Emily overheard Andy telling Rebecca that he has a meeting at the bank the following afternoon, regarding a business loan, and that he'd finish work at lunchtime to give him time to get ready.
Emily knew that Rebecca would be out at work. She saw this as the perfect opportunity.
The next day, Emily returned home from college late in the morning, she immediately went upstairs and into her bedroom. She retrieved her vibrator from her lockbox in the bottom of her wardrobe and changed the batteries, then she waited.
She heard Andy's car pull up just after 1.00.
Emily was already naked, she double checked that the landing was visible in her mirror from various places on her bed, then lay back, turned on her vibrator and lowered it to her clit. Her body convulsed as the toy touched her, she thrust her pelvis upwards towards the pulses.
Downstairs, Andy came in from the garage into the kitchen. There was no sign of anyone being home. He headed through the kitchen to the stairs and started to ascend, he paused as he noticed the unusual buzzing noise. It didn't sound like a tap had been left open, what was it? As he reached the top of the stairs he noted that the sound seemed to be coming from Emily's room. He turned at the top of the stairs and crossed the landing towards her room, anticipating that she's left some equipment turned on. Just before he got to the door, which was ajar, he noticed movement to the right, through the door, he stopped in his tracks. The movement was being reflected by the large mirror he'd helped Emily move a few weeks earlier. The movement was coming from Emily's bed.
Lying on her bed, with her eyes closed, Emily was holding her vibrator against her clitoris with her left hand as she thrust the middle finger of her right hand into her pussy, she moaned with pleasure, sliding her right hand up her body, squeezing her left nipple and then returning her finger to her hole. She opened her eyes slightly, glancing at the mirror. The light that normally illuminated the landing from a large window was obscured by an object on the landing, she knew what that object was. The knowledge that Andy was on the landing, watching her masturbate, increased her pleasure, she moaned loudly.
On the landing, Andy stood motionless, transfixed by what he was seeing. He slid a hand into his pocket, and retrieved his mobile phone. Checking it was on silent, he switched on the photo app and started recording the image in the mirror. From his position he could see the top of Emily's knees, her shins and the lower part of her right thigh but nothing more, the rest was obscured by the foot of the bed. He moved sideways a little and could make out Emily's ribs and her left breast, but not her head. He moved back to his original position and raised his phone overhead, he had to lean back to be able to see the screen, but the image was unmistakable. Emily's thighs, forearms and the backs of her hands were clearly visible.
Emily started to lose control, her moans becoming louder and she thrust her finger into her pussy relentlessly, she started to orgasm.
"Oh fuck, oh yessss...OH FUUUUCK!" She moaned, her orgasm causing her whole body to shake. As her orgasm subsided she removed her finger from her pussy, and dropped the vibrator, still turned on, onto the bed. She slid both hands up her body, running her fingertips over her tingling skin. She kept her eyes closed, ensuring that, if he was still there, Andy could enjoy her post orgasmic bliss, and also giving him a chance to escape. After a short while she rolled onto her side, away from the door, when she glanced at the mirror, the landing was fully illuminated again.
Emily put on some music, turned off her vibrator and dressed in her gym kit. She took her time, and eventually walked onto the landing, the door to Andy and Rebecca's room was closed, but there were no sounds from within. She went downstairs to prepare a drink to take to the gym and returned to her room. A few minutes later she heard the shower in the main bedroom en-suite bathroom start.
About ten minutes later she heard the door to the bedroom open, Emily walked out onto the landing, gym bag over her shoulder, looking down at her phone. She feigned slight surprise at seeing Andy.
"Hi, what are you doing home so early?" She asked.
"Oh, I have a meeting at the bank."
"Have you been home long?" She quizzed.
"No, just got home. Jumped straight in the shower. I heard your music was on and guessed you were home studying. I was going to say bye before I left."
"Oh, right." Emily smiled. "Yeah, I was studying. Thought I'd take a break and go to the gym, I need some exercise. Well, good luck with the meeting."
"Thanks, have a good workout." He replied.
Emily skipped down the stairs, grinning.
That evening Emily found a couple of photos a friend had taken of her when they were on holiday last year. She didn't think they were particularly flattering, so hadn't posted them publicly. But as the images were of her, lying on her back, in a bikini on a beach, she thought Andy might appreciate them after today. She posted them to Instagram.
A couple of days later, Emily decided to check Andy's email. As expected he'd emailed himself screenshots of her new Instagram photos, but there was one other email, she opened it, it had an attachment, and mp4 that was dated 2 days previous. She clicked on it, the video that commenced was a slight shock, it was video footage of her on her bed. The image was a bit shaky. She turned up the volume and could hear her vibrator, and her moans. After a few seconds the image, showing her legs, moved, revealing her left breast rising and falling with her deep breathing. The image then returned to her legs, the angle changed and she could see her hands, working her pussy. Despite being surprised, Emily was very aroused as she watched herself on this hidden camera, just as she'd watched Andy. On screen her voice became louder as she came, she hadn't realised how loud she had been. Then something completely unexpected, as she moved her hands up her body, her knees falling outwards as her orgasm subsided, her pussy came into view. The image then went blurry before refocusing, the refocused image was a much closer shot of her pussy, Andy had zoomed in! Emily could take no more, she rewound the footage, reclined on the chair and slid her hand down her shorts, she masturbated furiously as she stared at the footage Andy had chosen to record and send to himself.
Whilst the knowledge that Andy was jerking off to her pictures, and now a very explicit video of her, was a huge turn on, Emily wanted more. She needed to feed her desires. She wanted to see Andy masturbating, in person. She fantasised about walking into the office and catching him in the act, but she had no idea how to make it happen and was also concerned about the impact it could have on their relationship, which hadn't been affected in any noticeable way.
Her relationship with Josh had also evolved. They were now having sex regularly, which she loved. Josh had revealed, during a post intercourse chat, that he still masturbated.
"Really?" Emily has asked, although she wasn't surprised. "What do you use? Porn?"
"Sometimes. Sometimes I just use my imagination." He replied.
"What porn do you use?" She probed.
"Most stuff I find online, videos, photos."
"And what about when you're using your imagination? Do you fantasise about me?"
"Yeah, sometimes, other times it's about celebrities, mostly."
Emily didn't probe any further, she could see Josh was getting uncomfortable.
Back home later that evening, Andy and Rebecca were in the living room. Emily joined them. After a short while Andy went into the kitchen, Emily seized her opportunity.
"Mom, you know me and Josh are having sex, right?"
"I figured you were, so long as you're using protection."
"Of course mom. Anyway, tonight he told me that he still masturbates, is that normal for guys in a relationship?"
"I would imagine it is." Rebecca replied
"Does Andy?"
"Probably." Rebecca laughed. "I'd be surprised if he didn't."
Andy came back from the kitchen and sat next to Rebecca, she turned to him,
"Emily wants to know if you still masturbate." She grinned.
"MOM!" Emily exclaimed.
"What?" Andy replied, a confused look on his face, he looked from Rebecca to Emily and back.
Rebecca laughed.
"She just told me that Josh had said that he still does, so we got talking about men in relationships in general."
Andy continued looking from mother to daughter.
"Erm..." He started.
Rebecca punched him on the side of his shoulder, gently.
"I'm just teasing you, don't get so nervous. I've already told her that I'd be surprised if you didn't."
"Oh." Andy replied, but he was still noticeably uncomfortable.
They dropped the subject and listened to some music whilst chatting about their days.
The following morning Emily walked into the kitchen to find Andy unloading the dishwasher.
"Sorry about last night." She said, "I didn't think mom was going to ask you, I was just wondering because I was a bit surprised when Josh told me that he still does, even though we have sex regularly."
"Don't worry about it." He replied.
"Though...you didn't answer when mom asked." Emily teased.
Andy stopped what he was doing and looked at her. Emily had deliberately chosen not to dress, she was still in her light blue pajama shorts and matching t-shirt, braless.
"Erm, well, yeah, I do, sometimes." He replied.
Emily grinned. "Josh told me that sometimes he uses porn, sometimes his imagination, is that what you do?"
"Well, yeah, pretty much."
Emily could tell that Andy was struggling not to look at her breasts, his eyes were locked on hers, despite how nervous he was.
"Oooh, I wonder what you fantasise about." Emily giggled.
There was a pause as they stared into each other's eyes, Emily looked down and then back up.
"It's ok, you don't have to tell me, we all need our secrets that no one else knows about." She smiled, looking into his eyes. Andy smiled back.
"Hmm, probably for the best." He responded. "Anyway, I'd better get this loaded and started." He went back to loading the dishwasher.
Emily walked to the coffee machine and loaded a cartridge, she paused then looked over her shoulder, Andy was looking at her, but not at her eyes, his focus was much lower down.
"Do you want a coffee?" She asked.
Andy's eyes snapped up to her, he visibly blushed.
"Yes please." He stammered.
Emily turned back to the coffee machine, as far as she was concerned he could stare at her butt for as long as he wanted. After a few seconds she heard him start loading the dishes again, she smiled to herself.
Nothing eventful happened over the next few weeks. Emily continued loading content onto Instagram, and checking Andy's email, which he regularly updated. He was still only adding photos of her to his stash.
Emily wasn't doing anything particularly different to expose herself to Andy. She was still leaving her door ajar when she'd showered or was getting ready to go out, just in case he happened to be on the landing.
She still fantasised about catching him jerking off, but the idea hadn't evolved beyond a fantasy she used when masturbating.
The tennis club that Rebecca was a member of had quarterly weekend tournaments. Sometimes they were held at her club, but mostly at other clubs, which would require staying away for the weekend. One of the weekends away approached. Andy would usually accompany Rebecca, and they had booked a room for the upcoming weekend. They were in the kitchen on Thursday morning.
"Honey, I can't come this weekend, work is just too busy, I'm going to have to work Saturday and Sunday to avoid getting behind." Andy stated.
"That's a shame." She replied.
"Maybe Em would want to join you?" He suggested.
"I very much doubt she'd want to spend her weekend with a bunch of middle aged folk." Rebecca chuckled.
The weekend arrived. Rebecca left on Friday evening. Andy had left for work before Emily woke on Saturday morning. She went to the gym and met up with some friends. They were going to a house party that night, so arranged plans to meet, and how they planned to procure some alcohol.
Emily was getting ready for the party when Andy arrived home from work. She heard him downstairs so went down to say hi. She'd dressed casually in tight blue denim jeans, with a cream coloured sports bra styled top, which she planned to pair with a matching denim shirt, to be worn open.
Andy was walking through into the living room as she descended the stairs. He looked up at her.
"Hi." She smiled. "Good day?"
"Yeah. Busy. How's your day been?" His eyes tracked her as she trotted down the stairs, her breasts bouncing.
"Pretty good. Met up with the girls after going to the gym. You know I'm out tonight, don't you?"
"Yeah, your mum mentioned a party. You look nice. Is that the full outfit?" He replied, glancing from her eyes to her chest and back up.
"No. I'm wearing a shirt as well." She replied, smiling at him. She already knew that her nipples were visible.
"Andy, could I take some beers to the party?"
There was a pause before he replied.
"So long as you don't get drunk and call me up looking for a ride home."
"Of course not! Thank you." She grinned, stepping forwards and hugging him, pressing her chest against him.
She ran back upstairs, glancing back and seeing him looking up at her. This time he wasn't blushing.
Having gained approval from Andy for her outfit, Emily went to the house party, armed with 8 bottles of beer, to be shared with her friends.
She returned late in the evening, appearing to have drank a couple more beers than she should.
"Good party?" Andy asked as she walked into the lounge, slightly unsteadily.
"It was fun." Emily replied. She sat on an armchair across from Andy and removed her shirt.
Andy had a beer, which he drained and stood to get another.
"I'd ask you if you want one, but you look like you've had enough."
Emily jumped up and wobbled slightly.
"I'll get it." She bounced through into the kitchen, retrieved a beer from the fridge and opened it. When she walked back into the living room Andy was seated. She walked over, leant forwards and placed the beer in his hand, knowing that her cleavage was directly in his eyeline. She paused briefly to allow him to take in the view, pretending that she had lost her balance she leant further forwards, placing both her hands on the arms of the chair.
"Oops, I guess you're right, I have had too much." She giggled.
By now her chest was no more than 6 inches from his face and she was looking down at the top of her head. She pushed herself backwards with her hands, causing her breasts to squeeze together. Andy's eyes were fixed on her breasts.
Emily stood upright, pretending she hadn't noticed, turned and walked back to her chair, she deliberately dropped into the chair heavily to make her boobs bounce. Andy was still looking at her.
"Well I doubt I'm going to remember much about the party tomorrow." Emily stated.
"Why?" He replied.
"You know that I don't drink much. Whenever I have this much I hardly remember anything about the night before. I probably won't even remember getting home."
Andy didn't reply, he just continued looking across at her. Emily could see the lust in his eyes, she wondered if she'd given him an erection.
"Was Josh there tonight?" Andy enquired.
"Yeah." Came the blunt response.
"You don't sound particularly happy about it. Everything ok?"
"Yeah, he's just getting a bit...weird, I guess."
"Weird?" Andy probed.
"Well, not exactly weird. I don't know. It's normally something I'd talk to mom about."
"She's back tomorrow, if it can wait."
"It can, but I'd like a guy's opinion too."
"If you're more comfortable, we can all talk about it tomorrow." Andy suggested.
"No, it's ok. I know I can trust you." Emily responded. "He's suggested we do something, and it just seems a bit odd."
"With regards to what?" Andy asked.
"Sex." Emily stated.
"Oh, right. Maybe we would be better waiting for your mom."
"I'd just like your opinion, whether it's normal and I'm just being oversensitive."



"If it's something you're not comfortable or happy with, you're not being oversensitive. We all have different boundaries."
Emily paused.
"You know I told mom that he still masturbates."
"Yeah, I remember."
"Well, he wants to watch me." She stated.
"Watch you what?" Andy replied.
"Masturbate." Emily responded.
"Oh, right."
Emily looked at Andy, he was looking back at her and she was sure he'd shifted in his seat, maybe to make himself more comfortable, she thought.
"Is that normal?" She asked.
"I'm not sure. Just like we have different boundaries, we have different desires." Andy responded.
"Have you ever done it?" She probed.
There was a pause.
"Don't answer if you don't want to, it's ok, I don't mind talking to mom instead."
"No, it's fine. yes I have." He replied.
"So it's not that unusual. I am being oversensitive."
"No, you're not. If you don't want to do it, don't. If he makes something of it, he's a jerk."
"It was just a surprise. He wants to watch me whilst he jerks off, almost as if it's live porn." Emily said, looking at Andy for any visible changes. "Is that what you did?" She asked.
"Erm, yeah, I, I mean we did." Andy was clearly uncomfortable, but Emily was enjoying extracting the details from him.
"Did you enjoy it, and did the woman?" She enquired.
"Erm, yeah, it was fun. But I'm not sure we should be talking about my past sex life."
"Would you do it again?" Emily asked, giggling. She felt she was putting on the drunk act quite.
"I don't know, maybe." He replied.
Emily decided that she'd let Andy off the hook, for now.
"What time is mom home tomorrow?"
"Mid afternoon I think. It depends how the tournament goes."
"Maybe we could all go out for a walk and then have dinner somewhere." Emily suggested.
"Sure, if your mom isn't too tired."
"Well, I'm going to bed, my head is starting to spin." Emily stated.
She stood, making an exaggerated wobble and then headed slowly up the stairs, briefly glancing back to ensure Andy was watching, he was.
Once at the top of the stairs and out of sight, Emily grinned, she intended to continue the ruse that she was drunk. She went to the bathroom, closing the door a little harder than needed, and bumped around inside. She removed her jeans, so that she was dressed in her cream sports bra top and black lace g-string panties.
She exited the bathroom, rather than going straight to her room, she returned to the top of the stairs.
Descending a couple of steps, she leaned forwards so that she could see Andy.
"Night." She called down to him.
He turned in his seat and looked up, not answering immediately. Emily knew it was the surprise of seeing her, partially clothed on the stairs. His eyes widened as he glanced up and down her body.
"Night." He replied.
Emily smiled, Andy continuing to stare at her, she turned on the stairs, gripping the rails as if to get her balance, which allowed her to pause, affording Andy an extended view of her butt.
She then ascended the stairs, disappearing from his sight, but her plan wasn't over yet.
Once inside her room, leaving the door wide open, she turned on the lamp on the bedside table nearest the door, dropped her jeans on the floor, removed her top and panties, dropping them next to her jeans. She then fell heavily onto the bed, partially on her front, facing away from the door. She lay motionless and glanced at the bedside clock, which was situated on a chest of drawers on the other side of the bed from the table, it read 23:42.
Emily lay awake, motionless on her bed. She heard a faint creak, which suggested someone was climbing the stairs. Her clock read 23:59.
Emily lay in the same position, breathing slowly. She heard a louder creak, whoever was at the top of the stairs. After a few seconds a voice spoke, quietly.
"Em. Em, are you awake?" Andy asked.
Emily didn't reply or move, she continued her slow, regular breathing.
She heard light footsteps. Emily couldn't see, but she was certain Andy was inside her room. He didn't speak and there were no more footsteps. Wherever he was in her room, he had stopped and was silent. She knew that he was staring at her naked body. She was lying facing away from him, partially on her right hand side, her left leg out straight, left leg pulled up on her right hand side with the knee bent. Depending on where he was, she imagined he might be able to see a little of her vagina.
She sighed and rolled fully onto her front, straightening her left leg, legs wide apart, still facing away from the door. Still there was no sound.
After a few minutes there were a few faint footsteps, moving towards the bed. Emily, already aroused, felt her nipples stiffen even more. She let out an involuntary, faint moan. The footsteps stopped. How close was he? What was he going to do?
There was the sound of fabric moving. Was he taking his cock out? Emily felt even more blood rushing to her vagina. She was struggling to maintain her breathing rate. If he was looking at her vagina, she felt that he must have noticed the changes as her labia swelled with blood.
She heard a click and the light that was penetrating her closed eyes faded. She heard light footsteps moving away from her, then the creak of her door and the click as it latched closed. Was he in her room still? Had he closed the door on them? She waited, anticipation rising, her heart pounding as she awaited his touch.
She then heard a very faint creak, it sounded like the stairs. She opened her eyes and rolled onto her back. Having had her eyes closed for so long, the light coming under the door from the landing was enough to illuminate the room sufficiently that she could see she was alone. Andy had left!
Emily tensed up, frustrated. She slid her right hand down her body to her vagina. The touch sent a wave of pleasure through her. She slid a finger easily into her soaking pussy. How could he possibly have resisted what had been right in front of him.
Emily masturbated, not entirely quietly. If Andy was downstairs listening, she wanted him to hear something so that he wondered what she was doing.
The next morning Emily rose late. She dressed in grey jogging bottoms and a t-shirt. She went downstairs. Andy wasn't anywhere to be seen. She made herself a coffee and heard noise from the garage. She opened the door from the kitchen to the garage, Andy was working on the lawn mower.
"Morning sleepyhead. How are you feeling?" He greeted.
"Ok. A bit fuzzy. What time did I get home?"
"Just before eleven. You don't remember?"
"No. I can remember getting in the cab after we left the party. I think I fell asleep in the cab. Can't remember another thing. Did I see you when I got back?"
"Yeah. But you went straight to bed,"
"Oh." Emily replied, smiling. "Well I can't have been that bad because I folded my clothes, well my jeans anyway. Was I wearing the denim shirt I went out in?"
"Yeah. You left it in the living room."
"I was obviously too drunk to get into my pajamas though. I woke up naked." She stated, laughing.
"You were a bit wobbly, but not too bad."
Andy was looking at her smiling broadly. Emily would have bet that he'd jerked off as soon as he got downstairs last night, maybe whilst she was playing with herself.
She went back into the kitchen and sat on a stool at the breakfast bar.
What would she have done if he'd touched her last night? Would she have still pretended to be asleep?
What if he'd masturbated over her while he stood staring at her? What if he'd ejaculated on her?
Later that day Rebecca returned from her tennis tournament. They went to the lake for a walk. Rebecca and Emily walked ahead, catching up. They talked about the tournament and about the weekend, eventually Rebecca asked about Josh.
"So, how's it going? You two are seeing quite a lot of each other."
"Fine. It's not serious, and I don't think he wants it to be, any more than I do."
"Oh? He seems very keen." Rebecca commented.
"Well, yeah mom. What do you expect?" Emily replied, laughing. "I mean, he's punching way above."
Rebecca laughed out loud, she loved how confident her daughter had become.
"Nothing else to report? Life is all good?" She enquired.
"Yep, all good."
They went for dinner at one of the lakeside restaurants. Emily thought Andy seemed pretty relaxed, there was no indication that he was concerned about the previous night.
Conversation was pretty light hearted, eventually Rebecca asked about their weekend without her.
"Did you two do anything together?"
"No." Andy replied. "I was mostly working in the garage, on that lawnmower, I think we're gonna need a new one. The princess here went to a party last night."
"Oh yeah, how was it?" Rebecca looked at Emily.
"Ok. Pretty boring." Emily replied.
"A boring party? At your age! Really?"
"Well, it was fun, I was with the girls. Josh was there, but with his friends, which was cool."
"You didn't drink too much, did you?"
"No!" Emily stated emphatically.
Rebecca turned to Andy with a quizzical look on her face.
"I don't think she had too many. She seemed ok when she got home, though she did go to bed straight away. I checked after a while and I could just hear snoring coming from behind the bedroom door." Andy commented.
"You liar!" Emily exclaimed. Andy looked at her nervously, Emily allowed just enough pause, then continued "I do not snore!"
They all laughed, Andy somewhat forced. Emily was enjoying his discomfort, but she still needed to figure out how to take the next step.
Dinner passed by. They drove home. Emily went up to her bedroom.
"Did Emily mention anything about Josh?" Andy asked Rebecca.
"No. Why?"
"Oh, she just seemed a bit evasive when I asked about him yesterday. I was just wondering if there was a problem."
"I'll ask her." Rebecca stated.
"No, don't. I probably just misread things. I am a man after all." Andy half-joked.
Emily checked Andy's emails a couple of days later. There were no new emails. No photos of her lying on her bed. She was a little disappointed, but maybe he hadn't brought his phone up or didn't want to risk her waking up to find him filming her.
It was the following Thursday before Emily was alone with Andy again. Rebecca was working late. She had been to the gym and had showered before Andy returned home from work and had dressed to meet some friends for coffee. She wore a black, vertically ribbed, off the shoulder t-shirt, that incorporated a neck collar and was tied below her breastbone, revealing her midriff. It was paired with a pleated, light grey skater-skirt that had a high waist band pulled up, hiding her navel. The skirt finished less than a quarter of the way down her thighs.
When she heard him come into the house she trotted downstairs, meeting him at the bottom of the stairs.
"Hi. Good day at work?" She asked.
"Yeah, pretty good. How was your day, home studying?"
"Well, sort of, went to the gym as well. Have to keep up the work to keep my figure."
Andy laughed and looked her up and down.
"Well, it appears to be working." He commented.
"Thanks. I'm going out to meet the girls for coffee. Do you like my new outfit"
Emily was stood about six feet away from Andy, she looked down, encouraging Andy to do the same, and then quickly spun 180 degrees, causing the skirt to flare out momentarily, revealing more of her thighs. Emily looked over her shoulder, Andy's eyes were focused on her lower half.
"Well?" She asked, smiling over her shoulder at him. Andy tore his eyes away from her butt and legs.
"It really suits you." He replied. Slowly lowering his eyes, feasting on the view.
"Great. Well I've just got to grab something from my room."
Emily bounced up the stairs, the hem of her skirt lifting with each step. She didn't need to look to know that Andy was watching, but she quickly glanced around anyway. What did surprise her wasn't that he was looking up the stairs at her, but that he'd walked forwards a couple of steps, which must have afforded him an even better view up her skirt. She briefly caught his eye before he quickly looked away, which was a shame because he missed the involuntary smile that broke out across her face.
She went to her room and took a few photos in the mirror, which she quickly uploaded to Instagram. Her following had grown significantly since she had started posting the photos that were intended for Andy. She now had over three thousand followers, many were guys from across the world following her, many of whom would display their approval in the comments, which she found surprisingly exciting. "New outfit, what do you think?" She added to the post.
Emily met her friends at the coffee shop, they got drinks and sat at a table chatting.
When she'd walked into the shop, there was a table of three guys, a little older, sitting at a table. They all obviously checked her out as she passed them. She was now sitting facing their table, about fifteen feet away. Whilst she didn't look at them, she couldn't help notice that the two guys facing her kept glancing towards her, and the one with his back to her turned and looked in her direction a couple of times. They were clearly talking about her.
As was typical of Emily and her friends when they met up, they would chat whilst scrolling on their phones. Melissa looked at her.
"Oh my God! Have you seen the number of comments on your latest Insta post?"
Emily looked at her quizzically. Melissa turned the phone to face her, there were already over two hundred comments on a post she'd made just over an hour earlier.
They read the comments, most of which were love hearts or similar emojis. Some had taken the time to write comments, none of which were more profound than "WOW!", or "Gorgeous". Emily and her friends giggled as they looked at the comments.
"Well you are looking a-may-zing today." Jennifer commented. "maybe you should start an Onlyfans account, you'd make a fortune." She commented, laughing as she did so.
"Oh God no! Can you imagine?" Emily replied, pulling a disgusted face. She didn't mind guys on Instagram looking at her photos, and whatever they might use those photos for privately, Or guys like the ones in the shop checking her out. And she was actively encouraging Andy and found it a huge turn on that he regularly jerked off looking at her photos. But the idea of taking it further and the creeps it could attract repulsed her.
"I was just kidding. It's crazy that you have so many followers from all over though. Maybe we should start a group chat and invite some of your followers. See what they've got to say when their comments aren't open to the public?" Suggested Jennifer.
"Oh yeah! And get loads on dick pics. Yuk!" Emily laughed. But she decided to look into the possibility of doing just what Jennifer had suggested. Maybe this was a way to take the next step with Andy.
Rebecca was back from work by the time Emily returned home. She was in the back yard with Andy, doing some gardening.
"Hi mom." Emily greeted as she walked towards her.
"Hi baby, how was your day?"
"Oh, pretty boring, study, gym, just met the girls. How was your?"
"Work is work honey. I wouldn't do it if I didn't have to. I'd spend all day going to the gym and meeting my friends for coffee." Rebecca teased. "I would ask if you wanted to help, but you're not exactly dressed for gardening. New outfit?"
"Yeah, do you like it?"
"It's very you. Don't you think Andy?" Rebecca asked as she looked at him.
Andy glanced up from what he was doing.
"Oh yeah, I saw it earlier, it's nice."
"Nice? Andy, I love you, but you really do need to work on your personal skills. Nice!" Rebecca joked.
Emily was still looking towards Andy, he had deliberately avoided making eye contact with her. She walked over towards him, stopping a few feet away.
"Whatcha doin'?" She asked casually.
"Just digging out some weeds." He relied, without looking up.
Emily didn't want to force things, and she was already formulating a plan to use Instagram further. She went to her room to carry out some research.
Rebecca called up an hour later to say that dinner would be ready soon. Rather than change, Emily decided to stay in her new outfit.
They made the usual chat during dinner. Andy usually loaded the dishwasher, but Emily offered.
"Thanks honey. I've got to pack my tennis kit, I've got a game straight after work tomorrow". Rebecca left the dining room and went upstairs.
Emily collected the dishes and carried them into the kitchen. She cleaned off the leftover food and started loading the dishwasher. Andy came into the kitchen and walked towards the fridge. He had still been avoiding eye contact most of the time at the dinner table. Emily didn't want to push things, but she wanted to make him feel at ease.
"What's the best way to put the knives in, blade down or up?" She asked.
"Up." Came the monosyllabic reply.
"Why is that?" She asked.
"The water jets are pretty powerful on that one. The weight of the handle keeps them in place, stops them falling out and needing to be fished out from the bottom of the machine."
"Eeew, I wouldn't want to do that." Emily commented. "I might get my hands covered in sticky stuff, let alone my clothes." She laughed.
Andy turned away from the fridge towards her, running his eyes up and down Emily's body.
"Yeah, it'd be a shame to ruin a new outfit."
He appeared to have relaxed somewhat.
Emily sat in the living room with her mom and Andy. They usually listened to music, rather than watch t.v. Classic rock, Andy's favourite, was the choice of the evening. they generally rotated who chose the music.
She was still dressed in the same outfit and was lying against the back and arm of one of the armchairs, legs draped over the other arm. Rebecca and Andy were sitting on the sofa together.
Rebecca was reading a work file, Andy was staring into space.
Emily knew her legs were in his eyeline, she kicked her feet up and down, hoping to attract his attention.
She wasn't disappointed. Andy's head didn't move, but his eyes looked towards her. He didn't appear to be aware that she could see.
Emily leaned back, pushing her chest upwards. Andy was sat to her right, so she slowly lifted her left leg, bending at the knee, causing her shirt to slide up the thigh.
She knew that all she was revealing was more of her legs, but that was all she could do with her mom in the room.
Emily wondered what he was thinking.
"Do you want a top up honey?" Andy asked, looking at Rebecca.
"Sure." She replied, holding up her wine glass without looking up from her file.
Andy stood, the shortest route to the kitchen was behind Emily, but he chose the long route, walking around the far end, past her feet. Emily pretended to be focusing on her phone, but as he walked slowly past Andy glanced to his left. His view would have been between her legs, which were about 12 inches apart at the knees. Emily smiled inwardly. He might have thought he was safe perving on her when she pretended to be asleep, but he was taking a chance doing it when she was awake and her mom was in the same room. It turned Emily on that he was willing to take that risk, just to steal a look at her panties.
That evening Rebecca, Andy and Emily went for dinner at a favourite Italian restaurant. They went about once a month. The owners were always friendly and made them feel at home. Emily was dressed in white denims and a tight, short sleeved, black shirt. She always felt lucky regarding the relationship she had with her mom and Andy.
"So, come on then, opinions." Emily stated. " This outfit, or yesterdays?"
"Yesterday's." Rebecca replied without hesitation.
"Why?"
"Because it's more the new you. You're growing up. I love that combo you've got on, but you've been wearing that sort of thing since you were sixteen. Yesterday, well, you really looked like a confident young woman." Rebecca offered.



"Andy?" Emily looked at him.
"I don't know. I'm a man, What do I know?"
Rebecca laughed.
"Are you really saying, as a man, that you can't decide between the two?" She asked, derisively.
"Can't I just eat my dinner without being grilled?" He complained. "Okay, if I have to choose, yesterday's. There, happy?" He grunted at Rebecca.
Emily and Rebecca both laughed.
Shortly after, Rebecca went to the bathroom.
"Do you really prefer the outfit I had on yesterday, or were you just agreeing with mom?" Emily asked.
Andy looked at her.
"You look great in both." He replied.
"But if you had to choose one, and couldn't see me in the other ever again?"
There was a lengthy pause, Emily looked into Andy's eyes as he glanced from her to his plate.
"Yesterday." He eventually replied.
"I thought so." Emily stated. "You seemed to like it."
Andy looked into Emily's eyes without speaking.
"I have an Instagram account, and that outfit has had the most likes and comments, so it must have been nice." She stated.
Andy didn't respond.
"You follow me on Instagram don't you?" She asked.
Without waiting for a reply, she continued.
"You mustn't use your account, because you never comment on my posts, But I'm sure it said you're one of my followers."
"I don't know. Don't even remember creating an account." He replied.
"Maybe you've been cloned." Emily laughed.
"So, you've chosen yesterday's over this outfit. What about yesterday's versus the outfit I wore this afternoon?" Emily probed.
"I don't know, you looked fab in both." He replied.
"But if you had to pick one?"
After a lengthy pause, Andy responded, "This afternoon's."
"I'll have to post one of the pics I took whilst I was wearing it to Instagram. Maybe I'll have a new follower's favourite." Emily stated. She already knew that Andy would check, but she wanted him to know that's what she wanted.
Rebecca returned.
"What are you laughing at?" She asked, looking at Emily.
"Nothing."
"Yeah, right! Was she making fun of you again?" Rebecca asked, looking at Andy.
"You both do it, don't blame her." He said, pointing at Emily whilst forcing a laugh.
They returned home after dinner. Rebecca went to bed, having an early start at work.
Andy had drank a few beers at the restaurant and was standing in the kitchen drinking a glass of wine. Emily decided to probe his defences.
"You said earlier that you'd choose yesterday's outfit. Why?"
"What?"
"Earlier, at the restaurant, when I asked which outfit you preferred, you said yesterdays."
They looked at each other.
"So, I was wondering why?"
"I don't know, it just suits you, like your mom said."
"So you don't like it?" Emily asked.
Andy paused, considering his reply, before answering.
"I didn't say that. You looked great in it."
"Great? Really? Great??" Emily grinned at him.
"Yep, great. It really suits you. Most girls couldn't pull that off."
Emily stared at Andy, smiling coyly, thinking about what he'd pulled off thinking about her.
"What?" Andy asked. "What?" He smiled back at her.
"Nothing. It's just nice that you thought I looked good."
"Great. I'm pretty sure I said great." Andy responded.
"Yeah." Emily smiled. She looked down at the floor and back up at him. "So what do you think of this outfit?"
Andy slowly looked her up and down, meeting her eyes. "You look great in that too."
Emily took one step forwards, closing the distance between them to 4 feet, maintaining eye contact.
"But you prefer seeing me in a little skirt than tight denims, right?"
"Yeah." Andy replied bluntly. His mouth felt dry.
"Why?" She probed.
"Because you've got great legs."
Emily turned on the spot. "So my legs don't look as good in these?"
Andy looked down, his eyes stopping at her butt. Emily couldn't help herself, she gave her but a little wiggle.
"Maybe my butt looks better in these, huh?" She grinned, looking over her shoulder. She wiggled again.
Andy looked up into her eyes, as soon as they made eye contact Emily stepped backwards a step, she was now just 3 feet away from him.
Emily turned until she was facing Andy.
"Relax, I'm just teasing you, again." She smiled. "But I do like that you think I look good, it makes me feel good."
"Anyway, I'm gonna go to bed. See you in the morning." She smiled as she turned and walked. She glanced over her shoulder, Andy was looking at her butt again, so she paused and gave it a little wiggle, laughing as she did so. Andy looked up and smiled.
Once she got to her room Emily stripped quickly, lay on her bed and started rubbing her pussy. The engagement with Andy had made her so wet. She was still masturbating when she heard Andy climbing the stairs. She deliberately started to breathe a little louder and faster. The light spilling beneath the gap at the bottom of her dimmed as he passed her door, it didn't brighten immediately. She knew he'd heard her and was outside her door listening.
"Ohhhh," she moaned quietly. "Ohh yesss."
She thrust two fingers into her pussy, breathing more heavily. Her eyes fixed on the bottom of her door, the amount of light coming through didn't change. She imagined that he'd taken his cock out and was jerking off outside her room. The thought tipped her over the edge, she came, controlling the noises she made.
"mmmmm...ohhhh." She moaned in a low voice.
She lay on her bed, watching the door. About 30 seconds passed before the light increased. Maybe he had been jerking off and was finishing up.
Emily decided to act completely normally with Andy over the next few days. His behaviour hadn't changed, which put her at ease as it meant she could attempt to implement the next state of her plan.
She had to wait a few weeks because it needed to coincide with Rebecca staying away, alone, on a weekend. It finally happened, due to another ladies tennis team competition. Rebecca left early Saturday morning, leaving Emily alone. Andy was at the gym. Emily dressed and went out. She sent Andy a text at lunchtime saying that she was going out that night to a party.
She got home mid afternoon, Andy was in the garage. She popped her head around the door to say hi, then went up to her room.
She put on some music and started to get ready. Emily liked to take her time when she had the chance.
A couple of hours later she came downstairs, Andy was still in the garage working on a project.
"Andy, I'm going to make something quick to eat, a sandwich, do you want anything?"
Andy turned towards her. Emily was dressed in a light blue Summer dress. The top was halter necked, tight fitting with a medium to low cut, the skirt was layered chiffon that finished at the mid thigh.
Andy's eyes quickly glanced down and then back up.
"No, I'm fine, I'll probably order pizza later." He responded. "Where are you going?"
"A party at Jen's. It's her dad's 50th birthday."
"How are you getting there?"
"Josh is picking me up."
"Cool. Well, say bye before you go."
Emily left for the party an hour later. She only had a couple of drinks. It was useful having Josh on her arm, because a couple of Jennifer's dad's friends were giving her very predatory looks through the evening. She wouldn't have minded flirting with one of them, but it wasn't the right time or place.
Josh dropped her home just after 11.00pm.
Andy was still up, listening to music. Emily walked into the living room. She had paired the dress with three inch, strappy mules, which made her just a couple of inches shorter than Andy in bare feet.
Emily leaned against the doorframe, appearing slightly unsteady.
"Hi." She said, a little louder than usual.
"Hi." Andy replied. "Good night?"
"Yeah, it was fun."
Emily walked into the living room, wobbling slightly.
"Oops." She giggled. " I'm a little drunk."
Andy smiled. She sat down across from him, he had a beer on the coffee table.
"Can I have a beer please? l" Emily asked.
"Are you sure? You look like you've had a few drinks already. You don't want a hangover in the morning."
"Just one, please." She smiled.
Andy got up and walked to the kitchen, Emily followed. He retrieved a beer from the fridge, opened it and turned, handing it to Emily.
"Thank you." She giggled.
Emily turned so that her back was to Andy, raised the bottle and took a swig. She instantly stepped backwards, appearing to lose her balance. She backed into Andy, pushing him against the fridge, she felt his arms wrap around her, his hands gripping her across her lower stomach.
"Whoa! Are you ok." Andy exclaimed.
"Sorry." She replied. " I'm so sorry, these shoes." She continued, motioning towards her feet with the beer bottle, spilling a little in the process.
Emily righted herself, her bodyweight moving forwards a little so that she wasn't pressing against Andy anymore. His hands had moved outward, but he was still holding her firmly. His hands were now just above her hips. She felt him press up against her from behind.
" Come on, let's get you sat down." He said. Walking her towards the living room, still holding her around the waist. When they reached her seat he turned her by twisting her by the hips. Emily felt his right hand slide down so that it was holding her right butt cheek. He then slid his right hand up her back, supporting her as he held her arm with his left hand. He lowered her down into the seat.
"Do you want me to take those shoes off? We can't have you falling over." He asked.
"Yes please."
Andy crouched down, looking downwards as he united her left shoe. He slowly looked up into her eyes.
"How many drinks did you have?"
"Not many, I just didn't eat much."
He finished undoing the straps of the first shoe.
"Right, pick your foot up for me." He instructed.
As Emily lifted her foot, her knee raised up and her dress slid up her thigh. Andy had looked down at her foot, but she saw his eyes glance up between her thighs. Due to the heel strap he had to wiggle the shoe free. As he did so he twisted her left knee out to the side, the shoe came free. Emily dropped her foot straight to the floor, without returning her leg to the middle. She looked down at Andy, who was now crouched down between her legs.
Emily lifted her right foot and wiggled it.
"This one now please." She smiled at him.
When she looked down, two thirds of her thighs were visible from her perspective. She knew that, if he hadn't been able to see her cream coloured lace panties before, he definitely could now. She kept her foot in the air as Andy untied it. His head suggested he was looking straight down, but the regular slight movement indicated to Emily that he was taking in the view, and he was taking much longer to untie the straps on this foot.
"Are you having trouble getting it undone? Maybe if I lift my foot up it'll be easier."
Emily lifted her knee so that it was now level with Andy's face, affording him a full view between her legs.
She hadn't shaved for a couple of weeks, and knew that her naturally darker blonde pubic hair was visible through the panties she was wearing.
Andy finally untied the straps and wiggled the shoe free. The wiggling caused the dress, which was already three quarters of the way up her right thigh, to ruck up a little higher.
"Thank you kind sir." She smiled. Looking down at Andy.
Andy was still crouched holding her shoe in front of himself between her knees. He looked up slowly into her eyes, then back down to the shoe.
"These are a real pain to get off, are they as difficult to get on?" He asked. His eyes were looking towards the shoe, but Emily knew where his focus was. He was taking as much time as he could to stare at her panty clad pussy.
She lowered her right foot, rather than placing her foot on the floor, she planted it on top of his left thigh, she had only lowered her foot a couple of inches meaning Andy's view was almost completely unaffected. She pretended not to notice, and relaxed into the chair, closing her eyes as if she were drifting off to sleep.
Emily opened her left eye slightly, Andy hadn't moved from his position, but had lowered the shoe he was holding, his gaze however hadn't changed. Unaware that Emily was fully awake, he was absorbing the unobscured view.
'There's no way he hasn't got an erection.' Emily thought.
Eventually she opened her eyes.
"Ooh, I think I dozed off." She looked down at Andy, who was looking into her eyes. "How long was I asleep?"
"Only a few seconds." He replied.
Emily slid her foot down his thigh onto the floor, but didn't adjust her dress. Andy stood up.
"I think you should go to bed." He suggested.
"I haven't finished my beer." Emily protested.
"Ok, have that and then we'll get you up to bed."
"We'll?" She enquired.
"If you fall down the stairs and hurt yourself, your mom will kill me. I'm taking no chances." He laughed, taking his seat across from her.
Emily knew that the position of her dress, which was now virtually at the top of her thighs, along with where he was sat, Andy still had a good view between her legs. She stared up to the ceiling and started humming along to the music to enable him to take in the view. She wondered if her engorged clitoris was visible through her panties.
Emily finished her beer slowly. They didn't speak and she didn't look in his direction, but could tell through her peripheral vision that Andy's gaze never shifted from her direction.
"Ok, time for bed." He stated when she drained the last of her drink.
"Alright DAD." Emily giggled.
"Go on. I'll follow you up to make sure you don't fall backwards."
Emily climbed the stairs slowly, despite ostensibly following her to catch her if she fell, Andy was several steps behind her. She imagined this would mean that every time she stepped a foot up onto the next step, her butt would become visible, briefly. Her panties were g-string, so he would be looking at her butt cheeks, just like he did in the photo that he had saved.
At the top of the stairs Emily walked towards her bedroom, turning in the doorway.
"I presume you're ok to undress yourself?" Andy commented.
"I think so, you've helped me undress enough for tonight." Emily giggled. She glanced down and could clearly see the bulge in his shorts.
"Ok. Well I'm heading back downstairs, I'll check on you in a bit." Andy stated. He turned and disappeared downstairs.
Emily went to the bathroom, brushed her teeth and removed her make-up. She returned to her bedroom, but left the door open. Andy had stated he'd check on her, so there seemed no reason to close it. She removed her dress, she was wearing a strapless bra that matched her panties. She unhooked it and dropped it to the floor.
'Has he had enough of a show tonight?' She pondered.
Emily crossed her bedroom and opened the bottom drawer of her bedside unit, there sat the spycam. She picked it up and turned it on, the battery indicator on the bottom was green. She looked around, directly opposite the door was her bedroom window, the window ledge which was littered with small stuffed toys and picture frames. She placed the spycam on the ledge, between two small bears.
Emily turned on her bedside lamp, and turned off the main light. She then lay on top of her bed, she had her legs wide apart, still wearing her panties. She turned her head away from the door and waited.
She guessed that about ten minutes had passed when she heard Andy ascending the stairs. She started to breathe slowly and deeply, imitating deep sleep. With her head turned away from the door, she was able to keep her right eye open. The light spilling in from the landing faded, Andy was standing in her doorway. There was no sound, other than her own breathing. She knew he was taking in the view of her lying, on her back, clothed only in the lace panties that he's been staring at, from just a few inches away, a little earlier.
A single, quiet, grunting sound came from the direction of the door. Was he playing with himself? She hoped so. She imagined that he wouldn't risk taking his cock out, maybe he was rubbing himself through his shorts.
A couple of minutes passed, with the occasional, almost silent grunt. Emily was very aroused, her nipples were erect, and with the bedside light illuminating her bed, she expected that Andy could see them.
The grunting, whilst still quiet, became more and more frequent. Eventually it stopped, but Emily could hear Andy breathing heavily. Was he cumming? the thought sent rushes through her pussy, she knew how wet she was and wondered if it was visible through her panties.
She heard movement and a click as her light was turned off. Then the illumination from the landing light dissipated as Andy closed her bedroom door, though she didn't hear the click of the latch.
She heard Andy walking downstairs and quickly removed her panties. She found her clitoris and started rubbing frantically, squeezing one erect nipple, then the other. She was so aroused that it was only a matter of moments before her orgasm rose. She came, muffling her squeals in her pillow. She pulled the bedsheet back and lay down, but pulled the sheet up to her knees. If Andy was going to look in on her again, she didn't want him to be disappointed. She fell asleep shortly after, so wasn't faking sleep when Andy opened her bedroom door as he was going to bed. The landing light illuminated her room sufficiently so that Andy could see Emily, lying on her back, sound asleep with her sheets around her lower legs.
The next morning, after showering, Emily went downstairs. Andy was nowhere to be seen, she guessed he had gone to the gym. She made herself a coffee and went upstairs to check her spycam.
She hooked it up to her phone and started to watch last night's footage. The initial footage was her getting onto the bed, still wearing her panties. It moved quickly onto footage of Andy appearing in the doorway of her bedroom. Because of the bedside lamp, the image was illuminated sufficiently that she could see him staring at her. His left arm moved and his hand appeared to be stroking over the fabric to the left of the centre at the front of his shorts. She was certain that he was stroking his cock. He removed his hand, and moments later slid it down the front of his shorts. She couldn't tell if he had unbuttoned them, but she could clearly see his arm moving up and down. He was jerking off, in her bedroom, whilst he thought she was sleeping. Because she didn't know how long Andy would be out, she decided to store the spycam in her drawer and return to it later.
She went into the office, opened Andy's laptop and she signed in, going to Andy's email and into his porn stash folder. There were a couple of recent emails, but the one that instantly caught her attention was the one dated today. She opened it, not knowing what to expect, and was instantly stunned and aroused. There were numerous photos of her asleep, naked on her bed, including close-ups of her breasts and pussy. Andy had entered her room after she had fallen asleep last night and taken at least twenty photos of her. She had been surprised by his hands-on behaviour, but this was completely unexpected. Not only had he taken the risk of jerking off in her room last night, but had entered it again and had stayed for what must have been at least a couple of minutes, silently watching and photographing her. She wondered what else had done. Had he masturbated again? If he did, maybe he actually took his cock out. Had he gotten closer to her, or had he used the camera zoom to take the close-ups. She immediately thought of the spycam, it must have captured footage.
She heard noise downstairs, so quickly closed down the laptop and exited the office.
When she got downstairs she found Andy in the kitchen. She hadn't dressed fully and was wearing just pajama shorts and a sports bra styled top. As he turned towards her his eyes momentarily dropped to her cheat and then back up to her eyes.



"Morning sleepy head." Andy greeted her. "How are you feeling?"
"I'm ok. Sorry about last night. I really didn't drink that much."
"Don't worry about it. I won't tell your mom."
Emily imagined that Rebecca would be the last person on Earth that he'd tell about last night.
"Did you close my bedroom door last night?" She asked, knowingly.
"Yeah, I checked in on you a little while after you went to bed. You left your light on as well."
He hadn't attempted to hide the fact that he had seen her lying topless on her bed, so Emily decided to probe a little further.
"I'm sorry, it must have been a bit embarrassing, especially after having to help me get my shoes off and help me up the stairs."
"It's fine. And if you're worried, it was obvious you hadn't made it into bed when I came up the stairs, so I made sure I looked down so that I didn't see anything that I shouldn't."
"Thanks Andy, you really are the best stepdad." Emily beamed. She loved the fact that she knew exactly what he had done, and that he was clearly completely unaware.
"What time's mom due home?" She enquired.
"About four I think."
Later that day, in her room, Emily hooked her phone up to the spycam. She scrolled through to when she stripped off and masturbated. She couldn't make out much, because her room was dark and the spycam wasn't an expensive one with a built-in night camera. After she had finished the image changed, light was beginning to spill into the room and her door was opening slowly. Due to the backlighting from the landing light, it was impossible to see the face of the person in her doorway, but Emily knew it was Andy. The light illuminated her, lying naked on her bed.
Andy disappeared from view onto the landing, returning a few seconds later. He moved slowly into her room. He raised his arm, Emily could make out that he was holding something, she had no doubt it was his phone. He stood in place, moving his other hand up to the screen. She assumed he was zooming in. He then moved slowly to the end of her bed with the phone still held up in front of him, continuing to raise the other hand up to the screen.
Nothing else happened and he was in her room for less than two minutes.
Emily lay on her bed thinking. She had to see him jerking off, but how? Catching him at his laptop would be virtually impossible. The only way she imagined it would be possible was to set him up like last night, but how would she see him? She looked around her room, her full length mirror. Maybe she could move it so that she could see his reflection if she was lying facing away from him.
Luckily for Emily, the weather had become very warm, and whilst she had a fan in her room, there was no air-con. She decided to start leaving her door slightly open when she slept, with her windows open this allowed a cooling breeze to blow through. It also meant that anyone passing by whilst she slept could see her.
Three weeks passed before Emily spotted an opportunity. Rebecca was working away overnight on a Wednesday, so Andy and Emily would be alone.
She had already moved her full length mirror, positioning it in front of the windows so that, lying on her side, she could see the doorway. It wasn't ideal, but it was the best she could think of.
Andy and Emily had pizza for dinner and sat watching a forgettable movie. Around 10pm Emily yawned.
"I'm so tired, I'm off to bed. I bet I'll sleep like a log tonight." She stated. "Night".
"Night." Andy responded.
Emily glanced across at him as she ascended the stairs. She hoped he wouldn't be able to resist.
She was dressed in a matching, light blue loose crop top and shorts pajama set. She had already removed her bra earlier that evening and had caught Andy looking at her breasts a couple of times. She removed her shorts, underneath she was wearing a white cotton g-string.
After brushing her teeth she went to her bedroom, leaving the door about eighteen inches open, switched off her bedroom light and lay on top of her sheets facing the windows.
She'd left her curtains open, which allowed some light from the full moon to illuminate her room a little.
Emily lay on her side, motionless, for what seemed like an eternity. If he was listening, she wanted Andy to think she had fallen asleep already.
Eventually she heard slow footsteps on the stairs. The light from the landing dimmed, she knew he had stopped by her door. Time passed, all she could hear was her own heart beating. The light from the landing started to increase, was he moving away? Then she heard a creak, it came from her door, the hinges of which needed oiling. There was a pause, then the light increased a little more. In the reflection of the mirror Emily could see her bedroom door opening, with a silhouette in the gap. She imagined that there was sufficient light in her room for Andy to be able to make out her panty and crop top clad body lying on her bed.
The door didn't open further, but Emily could make out movement from the upper body of the silhouetted figure. Was he stroking himself through his shorts, as he had done previously? She couldn't make out any details, due to the insufficient light coming through the windows and the backlighting from the landing. Emily was getting frustrated, she wanted to see what he was doing. Suddenly both Andy's hands were moved in front of his lower abdomen, Emily could see movement and then heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being undone. There was insufficient light to see any detail, but she was certain from his movements that he was pulling his cock out. Moments later she witnessed the back and forth movement of his right arm. Andy had taken out his erect cock and was masturbating in her bedroom, she could barely contain her excitement.
Emily decided that it was now or never, in one movement she rolled onto her back and sat up. For an instant she caught sight of Andy's erection, before he darted out onto the landing in panic.
"Andy! Stop!" She called after him, but he was still moving away.
She jumped up and chased after him, he was just starting to descend the stairs.
"Andy, wait!"
He stopped, but didn't turn to face her.
"It's ok." Emily assured him. "I don't mind."
He looked over his shoulder, silently. He looked guilt-ridden and ashamed.
"It's fine, honestly."
There was still no response, but his eyes glanced down at her body, still dressed in the pajama top and panties. Emily decided that she needed to act to break the impasse. She grabbed the hem of the top with both hands and lifted it over her head, finally she removed it so that she stood before Andy in just her white g-string panties. Still there was no response.
"Don't you like my boobs?" She asked. Andy was staring at her chest, he looked up and nodded silently.
"Well you could at least turn to look at them." She demanded.
Andy turned to face her, she looked down. His shorts were buttoned up, hiding his erection, but it was clearly visible, bulging towards her. Still he said nothing. She decided to try and salvage the situation. Emily reached her hands to the sides of her hips, hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down to her thighs. She had shaved the day before. As she pulled the fabric down she exposed her bald pussy to Andy, his eyes widened.
Emily allowed her panties to drop to the floor, then stepped out of them.
She relished the look of desire in his eyes.
"Well?" She asked, looking down at his bulging shorts. "I've shown you mine."
Andy looked at her, uncertainty in his eyes.
"Come on! Don't be shy." Emily giggled.
Andy unbuttoned his shorts and slid down the zipper. He reached into his boxers and pulled out his stiff cock.
"Ooooh." Emily grinned. "That's a nice one."
"So, shall we go back to my room so that you can finish what you started?" She turned on the spot, stepped her feet apart and bent forwards at the waist to pick up her panties. Remaining bent over she looked back at Andy. Because she was at the top of the stairs and he was five steps down, his eyes were virtually level with her butt, affording him a view of her swollen pussy lips. His eyes were locked in place.
"Come on." Emily beckoned as she stood up and walked towards her bedroom.
By the time Andy had made it to her bedroom doorway, Emily had turned on her main bedroom light and was lying on her back on her bed, legs apart. Andy stopped at the doorway.
"Well, you can do it there if you want, but you can come in and take a closer look if you want."
Andy walked a few paces towards the bed and stopped again.
"Weren't you doing something just before I woke up?" Emily teased.
"Erm, yeah." He replied. It was the first words he had spoken.
"Well go on then, carry on. It's why I stripped for you and invited you into my room."
Andy wrapped his fingers around his shaft and started to stroke himself. Emily started as the head appeared, then disappeared continually.
"Ooh that's it. That's what I wanted to see." She commented.
"Do you want me to play with myself while you're jerking off?" She asked.
"Yeah."
Emily ran her right hand down her body to her clitoris and started to circle her index and middle fingers on it, never taking her eyes off Andy's cock.
"Have you got anything to catch your cum?" Emily asked.
"No."
"You can use these." Emily replies as she picked up her panties and tossed them to Andy.
"Put a finger in your pussy...please." Andy begged.
Emily slowly pushed her middle finger between her swollen lips. Andy groaned as her finger disappeared inside.
"I'm gonna cum." He stated. He immediately wrapped Emily's panties around the head of his cock.
"Fuck, ohhh fuck." He groaned as he came, his eyes narrowing but still focused on Emily's pussy. She was now thrusting her finger in and out rapidly.
"Oh Andy, that was so hot. You're going to make me cum too."
"Oh yessss, oh Andy that feels sooo good." Emily squealed as her orgasm hit her.
As her orgasm subsided, Emily looked at Andy.
"Did you enjoy that?" She grinned.
"Oh yeah." He responded, enthusiastically.
"So you'd want to do it again some time?" She probed.
"Definitely."
"Ok. Well I need to go to sleep. We can talk about it tomorrow." Emily stated.
"Ok." Andy replied, as he started retreating towards the door.
"Erm, aren't you forgetting something?" She asked.
Andy stopped, looking confused.
"Those." Emily commented gesturing towards her panties that Andy was still holding.
"Oh, yeah, sorry. Where shall I put them?"
"I'll take them." She replied, standing up and walking over to him. His semi-erect penis was still hanging out of his shorts, she was tempted to touch it, but knew she couldn't. She took the panties and walked back to her bed.
"See you tomorrow." She said as she sat on the bed.
Andy left, closing the door behind him. Emily examined her panties, wet with Andy's fresh load of cum. She touched it, feeling it stick to her fingers. She put the panties in her washing basket and went to sleep.
The following morning, despite having a home study day, Emily was awake early and had made a pot of coffee before Andy came downstairs as he was getting ready for work.
"Morning." She smiled.
"Hi." He replied.
He was clearly uncertain after what had happened the previous night, so Emily decided to take control.
"Last night was fun." She stated. "Do you definitely want to do it again?"
"Erm yeah it was, and yes I would, if you want to." He replied.
"Oh definitely!" She exclaimed. "But I think we should lay down some ground rules."
"Ok." He responded.
She'd already been thinking about the best way to address how last night had happened.
"Look, I know that you've been saving photos of me, and taking photos. I was being nosey when I was using your laptop and found the folder in your email account."
Andy looked at her, confused and dumbfounded. He didn't respond.
"It's ok. I find it really flattering and quite a turn on." She continued. "To be honest, I set up a couple of the instances that gave you the opportunity to take photos of me. I wanted you to see me undressed."
Emily had decided to leave out the details about the spycam, that was her little secret.
"I wasn't asleep last night, I knew you were there before I turned over."
She could tell Andy was struggling to process what he was learning.
"As I've said, I like it and I want it to continue."
"Ok." Was all Andy could muster in response.
"So, regarding ground rules. This can only happen if we both want it, and only continues as long as we're both happy with it. No touching, you can masturbate whilst you look at me, but no contact." Emily was smiling as she spoke, but knew how she wanted this to continue, and had decided that she was making the rules and that they were non-negotiable.
"You can take photos if you want, I'd like you to. And you can come into my room whilst I'm sleeping if you want, just don't wake me."
"Erm, that all sounds great." He responded enthusiastically.
"You can use my panties like you did last night if you want, otherwise you'll have to catch your cum in a tissue or something." She continued. "I might have some other rules, we'll see how it goes. Any questions?"
"How do I let you know that I want to do it?" Andy asked.
"Just tell me. If mom's around at the time we can arrange to do it later."
"Ok. well in that case, I'd like to do it again asap." He responded.
Emily giggled. "Well I'm home studying today. Mom won't be home until early evening. You could always finish work early."
Andy did just as Emily had suggested. Returning home in the afternoon to masturbate as he watched his teenage stepdaughter play with herself.
So continued a relationship that only ended when Emily left home a couple of years later. Whilst Andy stuck to the rules diligently, Emily occasionally encouraged him to stand over her as he was cumming, instructing him to ejaculate on her breasts and stomach.
On one single instance she broke the no touching rule. Having instructed him to ejaculate on her, just as he started to cum she sat up, the first squirt hit her in the face so she quickly wrapped her lips around the end of his pulsing cock, taking the rest of his salty load in her mouth. She didn't swallow, opting to allow Andy's cum to dribble out of her mouth, run down her chin and drip onto her breasts. The photos Andy took of that particular image were to become his favourites that he savoured for many years.
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Angie had been searching for extra income for a few weeks to supplement her wages. At 20 years old, her full time job really didn't pay enough to support her lifestyle. She'd thought about cutting back on her social life, but felt that would happen naturally in a few years anyway, and she wanted to enjoy being a young adult.
As luck would have it, her social life provided her with the additional income she needed. On a particularly busy night at her favourite nightclub, the manager approached her and asked if she'd be willing to help out behind the bar for an hour in exchange for free drinks for the rest of the night.
At the end of the night Mark, the manager, offered her a regular job. She soon found she was able to enjoy her social life and earn extra money at the same time.
She initially worked one night each weekend and enjoyed the work. After a few weeks Mark asked if she'd like extra work, running the cloakroom on another night. She jumped at the chance because she knew it would be easy money.
The cloakroom job meant she engaged with the club security staff more often, chatting to them during lulls, and soon became friendly with all of the male bouncers. The head doorman, Ivan, made a point of greeting her whenever she was on shift, even if it meant going to the bar to say hello.
After a few weeks of Angie running the cloakroom, Ivan approached Mark with an idea.
"Hi boss, can I have a quick word?"
"Of course, what's up?" Mark responded.
"Just an idea. You know we've been having a few issues with drugs being smuggled in, and I've already said I reckon they're being brought in by girls."
"Yeah." Mark answered.
"Well, as you know, we can't search girls without a female being present, which means dragging one of the girls from the bar, which we can't do when we're busy."
Mark remained silent.
"Well, what if Angie starts working on the door? You've seen how she interacts with the customers. We need extra door staff now we're becoming busier, so she'd solve two problems. All the guys like her, and she knows a lot of the customers who come in here as well."
"What about the cloakroom and bar?" Mark enquired.
"Anyone can run the cloakroom, she could even do it along with the door. You know what she's like, top her wages up with a few free drinks when she's not working and she'd be happy. As for the bar, we're always being asked if there are any jobs going."
Mark considered the proposal.
"Ok. Try her out on a Friday when we're a bit quieter, see how she gets on."
When Angie arrived for work on Friday night, Ivan met her at the door.
"Hi Ange. How's tricks?" It was Ivan's standard greeting for anyone he liked.
"Good thanks, how are you?" She replied
"Not bad. Look, I've had a chat with Mark, and if you're happy with it, we want to try you out on the door tonight. The pay is better. What do you think?"
"Sounds good. What do I need to do?"
"Just hang by the door with me. We might need to search some girls. We've had an increase in dealing over the past few months. I'm fairly sure I know who is bringing the drugs in, so I'll need your help with the searches."
"Ok."
The club was fairly quiet that night. They'd had to take one girl into the cloakroom to be searched. However the search was unnecessary, the girl pulled a bag of pills out of her bra as soon as Ivan and Angie had closed the door behind her.
As the club emptied out at the end of the night Ivan turned to Angie.
"So what do you think? Would you prefer to work on the door? I've already spoken to Mark about the cloakroom, if you're happy to manage that as well, there'll be a few drinks behind the bar on your nights off."
"Which nights do you want me on the door?"
"Fridays and Saturdays." He replied
"So I can still come in on Thursdays and not need to work."
"Yeah, and we'll give you a night off every few weeks as well."
Angie was happy with the offer and agreed. She spoke to Mark who told her that her free drinks would be unlimited, provided she didn't start giving them away to her friends.
The following night was much busier, Saturdays usually were. Angie was busy most of the night, looking after the cloakroom and helping on the door. Several girls had been escorted to the cloakroom to be searched. Those that had been in possession of drugs had given them up without needing to be searched.
The night drew to a close, after the last customers left, Ivan locked the doors as Mark approached them.
"Who wants a drink?" Mark enquired.
One of the bouncers and most of the bar staff left without accepting the offer. Angie remained, accompanied by Mark, Ivan, two other bouncers, and two male bar tenders.
Angie went behind the bar and prepared the drinks, then joined them in one of the booths.
"How did you get on with the door and cloakroom tonight?" Mark asked, looking at Angie.
"Fine, the night flew by."
Mark looked at Ivan.
"She's great Mark, exactly what we needed. I think we'll have the dealing issue under control in no time." Ivan stated.
"Is the cloakroom private enough for the searches? Any complaints?" Mark enquired.
"It's fine. We carry out the search behind the door. It isn't visible from the service hatch due to the coat racks." Ivan responded.
"It has to be said, she takes the edge away from some of the guys waiting in the queue." Stuart, one of the bouncers commented.
"How come?" Mark replied.
"You know what young guys with a few beers can be like Mark. But they all seem calmer with Angie around. Maybe it's because she knows most of them, or maybe they just don't want to act like an idiot in front of her, ruin their chances." Stuart stated, laughing.
"Who says any of them have a chance?" Angie responded.
They all laughed out loud. She'd been a regular customer at the club for well over a year and they all knew her wild reputation. It wasn't unknown for her to leave with a couple of random guys that she'd picked up.
A couple of months passed by with Angie settling into her role amongst the security team. As Ivan had predicted, the drug dealing diminished significantly once the mules started being searched, so her job became running the cloakroom and standard bouncing. Despite only being 5 feet 4 inches and weighing under 130lbs, the years she had spent training in kick-boxing as a teen meant that customers knew not to mess with her. She'd had to physically eject a couple of girls, but mostly the female customers would calm down once she appeared.
One particular Saturday night, the club was quieter than usual. Angie was standing outside the entrance with Ivan. She was dressed in a tight, black catsuit and had recently had her brown hair cut short. As the local pubs started to close, a queue started to form. Looking along the queue, Angie noticed a guy she'd never seen before. Most of the customers were fairly local and attended the club at least once a month.
"Who's that guy in the lemon coloured shirt?" She asked Ivan.
"No idea. Never seen him before, or his friends." Came the reply.
"He's a hottie." She stated.
"I dare you to take him into the cloakroom." Ivan laughed.
Angie looked him in the eyes.
"Ok, you pull him out of the queue then!" She challenged.
"Are you serious?" He probed.
"I am if you are." Angie retorted.
Ivan laughed and started walking along the line. He stopped in front of the guy and spoke to him. The guy looked at his friends, then back at Ivan, shrugged his shoulders and followed Ivan towards the door.
"This way." Ivan gestured, showing the guy through the entrance and towards the door into the cloakroom. Angie followed.
Once inside the cloakroom Ivan turned to the guy.
" I'll leave you to it." He stated before turning to Angie, "Don't be long." He said with a wink and a smile.
As soon as the door was closed Angie pushed the guy in the chest so that his back was against the wall by the door. She looked over her shoulder to ensure that they couldn't be seen from the reception area and turned back, looking into the guy's eyes. He was just her type, around six feet tall, dark hair, brown eyes with broad shoulders. He had a look of confusion in his eyes.
Without saying a word Angie reached down and found the button at the front of his trousers. She undid it and with her right hand located the zipper and pulled it down.
The look in the guy's eyes changed and a smile broke out across his face.
Angie immediately slid her right hand inside his pants, locating his already semi-erect cock, she squeezed it and simultaneously dropped to her knees.
Once she was on her knees she pulled the waistband of his pants down with her left hand, releasing his cock. She opened her mouth and took half of the shaft inside and sucked hard, he groaned.
The cock became hard immediately and she started sliding her mouth up and down the shaft rapidly.
"Oh fuck!" The guy exclaimed, quietly.
Angie felt his hands on her head. She was holding the base of his cock between her right thumb and forefinger, rubbing the first couple of inches in rhythm with her mouth which was sliding back and forth along the remaining inches.
After a few minutes the guy's breathing rate increased and she felt his cock swell within her mouth, she'd given enough blow jobs to know that he was about to cum. She removed his cock from her mouth, moved to the side so that she was staring sideways on at his swollen cock, wrapping all her fingers around him as she pumped along the shaft rapidly.
The guy groaned and a stream of cum squirted out of the end of his cock, followed by another, then a shorter stream, his cum then started to pour out, running over her fingers. She squeezed her hand tightly around him, slowly sliding up and down until the last of his juice was drained from his throbbing cock.
The guy was still panting as Angie stood up.
"Did you enjoy that?" She asked, knowingly.
"Yeah!" He responded, enthusiastically.
"Well do yourself up, you need to go back and join your mates in the queue."
"Oh, erm, ok." Came the slightly surprised response.
Angie opened the door and let the guy out into the reception area before closing the door behind him.
The guy's friends were at the entrance.
"What happened?" One enquired.
The guy looked at Ivan, who was standing just a couple of feet away, and looked back at his friends.
"I'll tell you later."
Inside the cloakroom Angie retrieved a large roll of blue tissue. She looked down at her right hands, the fingers of which were coated in sticky cum. She wiped them and then wiped up the cum that had splattered on the floor, depositing the tissue in the waste bin.
She checked her make-up in the mirror on the back of the door, retrieved her handbag, removed her lipstick and applied it. She opened the door of the cloakroom and immediately saw Ivan, who grinned at her.
"I'm just going to the bathroom." She stated.
Angie entered the main club area and walked to the bathroom. Once there she entered a cubicle, unzipped her catsuit and peeled it off her shoulders. She was naked beneath the catsuit. She slid her right hand, that just moments before had been covered in a complete stranger's cum, between her legs, she was as wet as she'd expected.
She peed, and then washed her hands. Looking at her reflection in the mirror.
"You just sucked the cock of a guy who's name you don't even know?" She said to herself quietly, a broad grin broke out across her face.
"And you loved it."
Angie returned to the front door, giving Ivan a sly grin. The night continued as most Saturday nights. The club gradually filled up, the bouncers had to deal with a few unruly customers, and then at closing time the customers all emptied out into the car park and went their separate ways, leaving the staff to tidy up so that the cleaners had less work the following morning.
Angie was righting a few chairs that were lying on their sides by the dancefloor when Ivan approached.
"So?" He asked with a grin.
"What?" Angie grinned back at him.
"Do I owe you a drink?" He enquired.
"Feel free to check the bin in the cloakroom." She replied. "But you might want to put on some rubber gloves before you do."
Ivan laughed.
"Double rum and coke it is then." He stated.
There were a few members of staff sitting in a booth. Angie and Ivan joined them with their drinks. They wound down with the usual conversation that followed a busy night.
As they were leaving Stuart pulled Ivan aside.
"Tell me to mind my own business if you want, but you and Angie?"
Ivan laughed.
"We were just daring each other to do stuff when we were on the door. There's nothing going on."
"Fair enough. I didn't think you'd risk anything here. Out of all of us, you're the one who never goes near the customers, so I did wonder what the hell was going on tonight." Stuart responded.
"Trust me buddy, Angie and I are just friends, that's all we'll ever be. Anyway, she's far too wild for me, even if I was single."
Things at the club continued as if nothing had happened. Ivan never asked Angie what had happened, which she was initially convinced he would. Eventually she brought up the subject.
"So you've given up on trying to win drinks from me." She teased one Saturday night.
Ivan looked at her quizzically.
"Well you haven't given me any dares since that first time. I guess that means you know when you're beaten." She laughed.
"Ah. Well, yeah. I mean there's no point backing a guaranteed loser. What am I supposed to do, let you pick out guys you fancy, you go and have fun with them and I pay for it?" He laughed.
"Ok, how about you get to pick?" She responded.
He looked at her, surprised.
"But it has to be a guy you know I'd like. You know my type, so it can't be the polar opposite."
"Ok. But it has to go to a certain level. You can't just go in there and kiss and fondle him." He replied.
"Will a guarantee of a blow job suffice?" She asked. "That's what the last guy got."
Ivan's eyes widened.
"The lucky s.o.b." He stated. "Yeah, that'll do."
"Oh, and it has to be someone who hasn't been here before. No regulars." She commanded.
Ivan didn't spot anyone suitable that evening. But a couple of weeks later he saw a guy in the queue.
"I reckon you'd like him." He said to Angie.
She looked where he was gesturing and immediately spotted the guy he meant.
"Oh yeah. " She responded.
Ivan walked up to the guy, who was with two friends, and returned with the guy following him.
"Just follow Angie." Ivan instructed. He didn't even follow them to the cloakroom.
The guy was already looking at her with a quizzical look by the time they were behind the closed door.
Angie looked up at him. He was six feet tall, and muscular.
"Don't worry, I won't hurt you." She grinned, her hands undoing his trousers as she spoke.
She dropped to her knees and pulled out his cock, which due to how quickly it had all occurred, was still mostly flaccid. She took his whole length in her mouth and slowly slid it out as it became hard. She looked up at the guy, who was now grinning as she stared up at him. Maintaining eye contact Angie started sliding his rock hard cock in and out of her mouth.
"Mmmm." She moaned in pleasure. The last time she had got the guy finished as fast as she could, but she intended to savour this one.
She removed him from her mouth, looked into his eyes and started licking the head of his cock.
"Oh fuck that's good!" He exclaimed.
"You like that huh? How about this?"
Angie slowly slid him into her mouth until her nose was pressed against his stomach, she gagged, withdrew him a couple of inches and then repeated taking him into her throat. She continued releasing and then taking him into her throat.
The guy groaned.
"I'm gonna cum!" He stated.
Angie withdrew him, moved to the side and just started pumping his shaft with her hand when a stream of cum squirted out, followed by another and another, and another. Angie thought it was probably the most cum she'd ever seen a guy shoot in one load. She continued sliding her hand back and forth along his shaft until the last of his seed had dribbled out over her fingers.
"Looks like you enjoyed that." Angie commented, gesturing towards the floor.
"Yeah, that was great." He responded.
As before, Angie sent him back to his friends whilst she cleaned up.
When she exited the cloakroom she was surprised to see Stuart standing at the entrance to the club.
"Where's Ivan?" She enquired.
"Mark needed a quick chat about something." He replied, saying nothing about her absence.
At the end of the night, as usual a few staff members stayed after closing for a drink to wind down. Ivan bought Angie the drink he owed her for blowing the guy he had chosen.
It had started raining earlier in the evening, and had gotten much heavier by the time they left.
Angie usually walked the two miles home, she enjoyed how quiet the town was at that time. But she hadn't come prepared for heavy rain.
"Do you want a lift home?" Stuart asked.
"That'd be great, thanks."
Shortly after they left the car park, Stuart turned to her.
" I have to ask, what were you doing in the cloakroom earlier?"
Angie looked at him but didn't reply.
"Some dude came out looking rather sheepish. I wondered how the fuck he'd gotten in there, then you came out a couple of minutes later."
"Do you promise not to tell anyone?" She responded.
"Depends what it is." He replied with a smile. It was almost as if he knew.
"I gave him a blow job."
"No shit?" Stuart replied with a grin.
Angie shrugged.
"So do you make a habit of blowing random guys?"
"Not a habit, but I've done it a couple of times."
"I know you're a bit wild. I've seen you leave the club with guys on a few occasions when you were a customer, and heard about you leaving with more than one as well."
"What can I say? Guys can't resist me and I like giving head." Angie laughed.
"Lucky guy is all I can say." He replied.
They were getting close to Angie's home.
"I'm just up here on the right." She stated. "But if you want one, drive past, there's a parking area at the park up the road."
The car slowed, Stuart looked at her.
"Really?" He asked.
Angie grinned and placed her hand between his legs and squeezed.
"Only if you want it."
The car continued to slow. Stuart pressed the accelerator.
"Where's this park?"
They pulled up in the car park. Angie had already undone Stuart's trousers and slid her hand inside his trunks before they parked.
She wasted no time, pulling his stiffening cock out, lowering her head and taking it in her mouth. She sucked hard extracting a groan from Stuart, then started to slide her mouth up and down the shaft until she had his entire length in her mouth, she could feel the head in her throat.
Angie gagged but held him in place. She slowly released him and started planting kisses on and licking the head. She looked up.
"Your head is really smooth, I like it." She commented, before lowering her mouth and taking the head inside, she circled the head with her tongue.
"Fuck that's good." Stuart gasped.
"Mmmmm." Was all that Angie could muster as a response, she was too busy enjoying her second cock of the night, savouring the taste and feel of it.
She started sliding her mouth up and down quickly, feeling the head start to swell.
"Oh fuck, fuck. " Stuart groaned.
Angie looked up.
"Are you gonna cum? " She grinned.
Before he could respond she took the head in her mouth again. Moments later she felt Stuart's cum squirt into her mouth, she swallowed as the second squirt was deposited and continued swallowing until his moans and the stream of cum had stopped.
Finally she sucked hard on the head.
"Fuuuuck!" He groaned.



Angie slid the softening cock out of her mouth and looked up grinning.
"Well that was nice." She stated.
"Yeah, it was amazing." Stuart responded.
She lifted her head, pushing his cock back inside his trunks.
"Well you'd better drop me home."
Stuart did up his trousers, started the car and pulled away from the park.
"Why was I so lucky?" He asked.
"Well I had to pay for the lift home." She laughed.
Shortly after they arrived at her home, Angie turned to Stuart.
"If you can keep this to yourself, I might ask for a lift home again in the future."
"My lips are sealed." He replied.
"Unlike mine." She giggled.
Angie got out of the car and went inside her house. Her parents were already in bed.
She went upstairs and stripped. She slid her right hand between her legs, she was soaking wet. She lay down on her bed and pushed first one, then a second finger into her tight pussy. She finger fucked herself, licking her lips, she still had the strong taste of Stuart's cock and fresh cum in her mouth. She came quickly and went to sleep.
One of the benefits of working at the club was that when she had a night off and ended it at the club, Angie never had to buy her own drinks. She loved working on the door, so only took a night off occasionally.
One of these occasions was a few weeks after she'd sucked Stuart's cock. She was out with some girlfriends and they decided to go to the club late in the night. There was already a long queue when they arrived, but being staff, Angie and her friends jumped it. She chatted to Ivan on the door for a few minutes then joined her friends.
They spent most of the time on the dancefloor, as it was mid-Summer it was hot, so Angie eventually went to the outside area to cool off. She was waiting at the outside bar, which was very busy, when a guy next to her spoke.
"Hi. Don't you work here?" He asked.
Angie didn't recognise him.
"Yeah, I've got a night off." She replied.
"Cool. Can I buy you a drink?" He responded.
"Sure." She replied.
They chatted for a while. The guy's name was Rob. Eventually they were approached by another guy.
"This is Jamie." Rob said, introducing the guy.
"How do you two know each other?" She enquired.
"We went to university together." Rob answered. "I moved to the area a couple of years ago for work".
They continued chatting, Jamie in particular became more flirty the longer they spent together.
When Rob went to the bar to get some more drinks, Jamie turned to Angie.
"So, tell me something, how adventurous are you?"
"In what way?" Angie responded.
"Have you ever had a threesome?"
"Yeah, several." She replied casually.
"Really?" Jamie answered excitedly.
Angie shrugged her shoulders and smiled.
"Is that what you two want?"
"If you're up for it!" Jamie grinned.
Angie smiled. She was on her period, but there was something she wanted to try and figured she could do it with these guys.
"I'm not fucking either of you." She stated.
Jamie's smile vanished.
"I'm on my period. But I'll come home with you anyway. I'm sure I can find other ways to keep you both entertained."
Jamie's grin returned and his eyes widened. At that moment Rob returned with the drinks. He handed Angie's hers first, a rum and coke. She downed it in one and lowered the glass, licking her lips, she stood up.
"Shall we?" She asked.
Rob looked at Jamie, who stood immediately. He took the drinks from Rob and placed them on the table.
"Let's go." He stated.
As they left the club they passed Ivan and Stuart on the door, both grinned at Angie, she winked at them with a wicked smile across her face.
There was a taxi rank just along from the club. They got a cab quickly. Rob was about to get in the front, leaving Jamie with Angie in the back, but she suggested he join them on the back seat. The journey was only about ten minutes to Rob's apartment, so Angie used it to make sure they were both ready on arrival, stroking them both through their trousers simultaneously.
Once inside the apartment she wasted no time in undoing their trousers. She wanted to see and feel both their hard cocks. Angie was dressed in an elasticated, figure hugging, off the shoulder dress that finished at her mid-thighs. Rob stood behind her, he gripped the hem of the skirt with both hands and started to pull it upwards, over her hips and ribs and up to her chest. He continued lifting, pushing her arms up over her head. He pulled the dress over her arms and dropped it on the floor.
She was braless, so Angie was standing in just her black lace panties.
Angie was kissing Jamie, his cock in her left hand. Rob's hand reached around and was fondling her boobs, she had his cock in her right hand, stroking him slowly.
She broke away from kissing Jamie.
"Ok, you know we can't fuck, I'm on my period. But I can do this."
Manoeuvring them by their cocks so that they stood side by side, she dropped to her knees. She took Rob in her mouth whilst stroking Jamie, after a few seconds she switched. She continued switching from one cock to the other, looking up at their faces, both of them grinning as she did so.
After a couple of minutes she stopped.
"Shall we continue this in the living room?" Angie suggested.
They walked through to the living room.
"What do you have to drink?" Angie asked.
"Beers, whiskey." Rob responded.
"Beers are good" Angie cut him off.
Rob retrieved three bottles of beer from the refrigerator, opened them and handed them around.
"Why don't you both sit on the sofa?" Angie gestured towards the black leather sofa.
The guys sat down, erect cocks still out. Angie knelt down between them, took a swig of her beer and lowered her head engulfing Rob's cock, he groaned. She used her right hand to slowly slide up and down Jamie's shaft. After about 30 seconds she switched, taking a swig of ice cold beer before taking Jamie in her mouth.
She continued switching from one to the other for a few minutes, her gaze moving from looking into their eyes to looking at the beautiful cocks she had to use at her pleasure.
Angie was moaning in delight continually. She'd fantasised about having two cocks to suck for some time, the reality was even more enjoyable, she could feel her panties becoming soaked with her juices.
She removed Jamie's cock from her mouth, holding a shaft in each hand, pumping them slowly. From her position, kneeling at the feet of the two guys she'd met just over an hour beforehand, she looked up at them.
"I'm not taking your cum in my mouth, but you can choose where to cum, my face or my boobs?"
The guys looked at each other.
"Boobs." They responded in unison.
Angie grinned at them. The guys clinked their beer bottles together as she lowered her head. She took Rob's entire length in her mouth, holding the tip in her throat for a couple of seconds until she gagged. She slowly released him and switched to Jamie, deep throating him until she gagged.
She continued, switching cocks whenever her body could hold the cock in her throat no more.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum." Jamie exclaimed.
Angie removed him from her mouth, pushed herself up on her knees towards him and pumped his shaft fast, pointing his cock at the top of her chest, looking into his eyes. And she pumped Rob's shaft with the other hand.
"Cum on me! Cum on my tits!"
Jamie groaned, Angie looked down as cum squirted out onto the top of her boobs.
"Oh yes, that's it baby, cover my tits with your cum." She loved the feel of Jamie's sticky load coating her boobs and running down them.
Eventually the cum subsided. Angie slowed the pace of stoking Jamie's cock, turning her gaze to Rob.
"Your turn." She grinned, lowering her head and sliding her mouth up and down Rob's length as fast as she could. After about a minute she felt him start to tense up. She removed him from her mouth and leaned forwards taking the shaft between her boobs. She squeezed them together with her hands, sliding them up and down his rock hard, throbbing cock.
Moments later Rob groaned, his cum oozing out of his cock between Angie's tits.
When he'd finished Angie released his cock and sat back on her heels, she looked at her boobs, covered in the fresh cum of these two almost complete strangers. She looked up at them, grinning.
"Well you both made a complete mess of me, haven't you?"
They both grinned back at her.
Angie decided to stay where she was to drink her beer. She always liked kneeling before a guy to suck is cock, and she was revelling at kneeling at the feet of these two guys who had coated her in their cum.
She drank her beer slowly, looking up at Rob and Jamie, who looked down at her smiling, no one said a word, they all just enjoyed the moment.
Once she'd finished her beer, Angie stood up.
"Well I should really get cleaned up. Where's the bathroom?"
"Out and to the left." Rob replied.
"Could you call me a taxi? I think my work here is done." She asked as she walked towards the door. The eyes of both men followed her as she exited.
In the bathroom mirror, Angie revelled in the sight of her breasts covered in the seed of two strangers. After cleaning herself, Angie retrieved her dress from the hallway and put it on. The taxi arrived shortly after.
Rob handed her some cash.
"That should cover the cab." He commented.
"Thanks." She responded.
"Well, I hope you both enjoyed yourselves, I certainly did." She smiled as she left.
In the taxi she sorted the crumpled notes Rob had handed her. There was much more than the cost of the cab fare.
"A tip for great service." She thought.
The following weekend at the club, the behaviour of all Angie's workmates hadn't changed. They knew what she was like before she'd started working there.
Several weeks passed with nothing more eventful than having to eject a few drunks and split up some fights. Normal fare for the club.
One Saturday night was particularly busy. Whenever it rained during the day, they were always busy.
Ivan, Stuart and Angie were covering the door. Ivan had told Stuart to join them so that Angie could manage the cloakroom whenever needed.
"It's a shame he's here." Ivan commented to Angie, looking towards Stuart.
"Why?" She enquired.
"That big guy half way down the queue. He's just your type. We could have had one of our wagers."
"He knows." Angie laughed.
"What?" Ivan replied
"Stuart. He knows."
"How."
"He saw me coming out of the cloakroom after a guy had left on his own. He asked me so I figured I'd tell him."
Ivan laughed, though he was still a little shocked.
"Ok then, that guy, yes or no?" He continued.
"You know what to do." She challenged him.
Ivan walked down the queue and moments later was returning with the guy behind him.
"Just follow Angie, she'll take care of you." He instructed the guy, who smiled quizzically at Angie.
She led him to the cloakroom. Ivan was right, he really was her type. Comfortably over six feet tall, dark hair and built like a Cruiserweight boxer.
Once behind the closed door Angie pinned him against the wall, reached down to his trousers and started to undo them as she simultaneously dropped to her knees.
She reached inside his trunks and was immediately surprised by what her hand found inside.
She pulled out the cock and stared open mouthed. Even semi erect it was thicker than anything she'd ever seen, and it was getting bigger. She looked up.
"Wow!" She exclaimed.
The guy just grinned down at her.
She wrapped her hand around it. Even though it still wasn't fully erect, her thumb couldn't touch her fingers. She seriously doubted it would fit in her mouth.
She rubbed her hand along the shaft, bringing out the full erection. It wasn't particularly long, maybe six to seven inches, but the girth was vast.
She opened her mouth as wide as she could, taking the tip between her lips. As she tried to slide her mouth down it was forced wider by the huge head. She pulled away, continuously rubbing the shaft with her hand.
"Go on. Try again." The guy encouraged.
She opened wide and tried to take him again, again she had to pull back.
"It's too big." She said, looking up.
"You can do it."
She tried for the third time, this time managing to take the whole head.
Muffled, suffocated sounds emitted from her. She pulled away panting.
"You've done the hard part." The guy commented, placing his hand on the back of her head and pushing her onto his throbbing fat cock.
Angie opened wide, taking the head and a little of the shaft, she gagged and pulled back.
She continued taking the head and a little of the shaft each time, rubbing the shaft furiously. She then started licking at the head and along the fat shaft.
"Fuck, this is the biggest one I've ever seen." She stated.
She continued sucking and licking until the guy's breathing rate increased.
"Are you gonna cum for me?" She asked, smiling up at him.
She moved to the side so that her face was just inches from the huge cock, staring in wonder as it swelled even more before a stream of cum erupted out of the end. Angie still held the throbbing appendage in her hand as the squirts became dribbles. The cum ran down the shaft coating her fingers as she slid her hand up and down the shaft, her eyes were locked on the pulsing head throughout.
"Fuck me that was great!" The guy exclaimed.
"Yeah, it was." Angie responded looking up whilst still holding onto the cock. She didn't want to let go.
"I've got to be honest. That's pretty much the best blow job I've ever had." He stated.
"Well it's definitely one I'll remember forever." She laughed, her jaw was already aching.
She sent the guy back to the queue and cleaned up. Looking in the mirror she saw that her lipstick had smeared on her lower cheeks and her mascara had run because of her eyes watering as she gagged on that huge cock.
She was wearing black trousers, she undid them and slid her hand inside her panties. Her fingers found what she knew they would, her soaking wet pussy, lips fully engorged. She thrust two fingers inside herself and finger fucked her pussy frantically until she came.
Just as her orgasm was subsiding there was a knock at the door.
"Are you ok Ange?" Came Ivan's voice from the other side of the door.
"Yeah." She replied in a higher pitch than her normal voice.
Angie fixed her make up and returned to the front door. She was met by a grinning Ivan.
"So I owe you another drink!" He stated.
"You owe me more than one." She replied.
He raised his eyebrows.
"He was fucking huge. Biggest I've ever seen."
Ivan laughed.
"Well just let me know how many drinks you think it's worth."
As the night drew to a close, the weather started to worsen.
"Angie, I'm not staying for a drink, I've got to be up early tomorrow, but if you need a lift home that's not a problem." Stuart said as they were closing up.
Angie knew that one of the other staff members would take her home, but she accepted the offer from Stuart.
As they drove in the rain, Stuart turned to Angie.
"So, how was that guy you took into the cloakroom?"
Angie looked back at him.
"Fucking huge!" She exclaimed.
Stuart laughed.
"Yeah, I know of him. He has a bit of a reputation."
"Really?" She queried. " I've never seen him before."
"Oh he's not from here. He used to come to a club I worked at a couple of years ago."
They eventually arrived at Angie's home. Stuart stopped the car outside.
"What are you doing?" Angie asked.
Stuart looked at her, his brow furrowed.
"The park is up there." She said, gesturing along the road.
"Oh." He smiled, putting the car into gear and pulling away.
They arrived at the park, Stuart stopped the car and hadn't even had time to turn off the engine before Angie had started undoing his trousers. She released his cock and lowered her head.
Her jaw still ached from being stretched earlier, but she needed to taste cum.
Stuart looked down at the back of Angie's head and it bobbed up and down quickly.
"Fuck Ange, you'll make me cum in no time if you keep that up."
Angie responded by increasing the pace.
Within a couple of minutes she felt him tense up, his hands pressing down on the back of her head, she then felt his cum gushing into her mouth. She swallowed as his seed filled her mouth.
As the flow subsided she sucked hard, draining the last of his load, before releasing him and raising her head.
"Mmmm, that was good." She stated. She had needed that since she'd watched the cum spurting out of that huge cock earlier that evening.
Stuart dropped her home.
Angie went to her room and masturbated for the second time that evening. She recalled the huge cock she had barely been able to fit in her mouth, the taste of Stuart' s cock and ejaculate. The memories made her cum quickly.
As she lay on her bed naked, recovering, she delighted in how many men she had pleasured. She loved the fact that guys were unable to control themselves when she had them in her mouth, that she had total control of what they experienced. And she intended to continue developing that skill and exerting that control over as many men as she could, for as long as she could.



        