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This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to real people or events are coincidental. All characters are 18 years of age or older and there is absolutely no intercourse between blood relatives.


What's Inside




Please, Daddy. I Won't Tell

When eighteen year old Lacey sees her stepdad doing things–naughty things–it awakens a forbidden desire inside her so intense she just can't control it. When she finally corners him, practically begging him to take her, he gives her more than just her first time. He takes her virginity hard and fast, and there's no way he's pulling out. 




The Loophole

Kaylee has been good all her life. At eighteen years old she's still a virgin and she's vowed to stay that way until she's married. But when she gets a new stepbrother, the temptation to break her vow is overwhelming. Their forbidden household relationship heats up to the point where they have to do something to satisfy their needs. But maybe there's a loophole–a back door if you will–that'll keep her pure but still satiate their sinful desires. 




Lake Lust

Tammy takes a trip to the lake for a little vacation. It's just her, her stepbrother, and his hot best friend. When a bump on the head seems to give her a special new ability - a very persuasive ability - she can't resist using it to fulfill her deepest taboo fantasies. 




Billionaire Brat

When Lilly finds out her stepdad might be having an affair, she spies on him and discovers a shocking truth. Soon after, she's in the middle of a taboo ménage à trois so hot and steamy you won't even believe it!




Teasing Daddy

Alice is heading off to college soon, but before leaving she desperately wants to lose her virginity. Who better to do it than her hot stepdaddy?If she wants his attention she'll have to tease it out of him though. 




Bridgett's Fertile Fantasy

Bridgett is home from college for the summer with nothing to do. When she starts to fantasize about Brad, her stepbrother, life suddenly gets more exciting. 




Cherry's Taboo Punishment

Cherry's boyfriend convinces her to sneak out of the house one night. Things start to heat up in the backseat of his car, and she thinks tonight might finally be the night... until her stepfather catches them. Her punishment for disobeying him is something she's secretly wanted all along: a spanking from his powerful hand!




Daddy's Striptease

She decides to get naked out by the pool even though her stepdad is right inside. Knowing he might be watching gets her very excited and her exposed skin isn't the only thing getting hot and steamy when the two of them come together. 




Getting Caught By Daddy

Miranda invites her boyfriend over for a little fun, even though she's not supposed to. When her stepdad catches them in the act, she has to think fast to avoid being kicked out of the house. The compromise they agree to has the three of them pushing the boundaries of what is normal and accepted. 




Two Black Cocks

When Jennifer comes home to find her mother has married a new man, Terrance, she can't help but fall back into her old ways. She has the ability to get men to do whatever she wants and Terrance's muscular black body is too hot to pass up. And when his friend Tyrone comes over she takes the opportunity to fulfill one of her deepest, darkest fantasies. 


Please, Daddy. I Won't Tell.




I never used to have dirty thoughts about Daddy. I promise. I’d known him nearly my whole life. My mother married him when I was just a little girl. I loved him, and he loved me. That’s the way it always was.

Until one day, everything changed.

I was taking summer classes at the community college. It was my first year out of high school and Daddy didn’t think I was ready to go off to a big school yet. Honestly, I didn’t think I was ready either.

Anyway, that day my afternoon class was canceled so I came home early. I knew Daddy would be there alone and I wanted to surprise him so I snuck in the house, careful not to make a noise, and tip-toed around until I found him.

And boy did I find him.

The door to his bedroom was open a crack, and actually I heard him well before I saw what he was doing. It sounded like he was exercising or something. He did that all the time but never in his bedroom. I loved the way he kept his body so trim and hard, just like a Daddy should be. So, I heard him grunting and breathing hard and I snuck up to his door, wanting to get a look at him working out.

Looking back I guess maybe I did have feelings for him for quite some time; I just didn’t realize it. When I would watch him lift weights sometimes, his shirt off and sweat dripping off his chest, I would start to get that tingly feeling between my legs. Maybe I was naive. Well, of course I was naive. Now it’s kind of obvious how attracted I was to him, but like I said, it didn’t really come to me until the day I’m telling you about.

I crept up to his door, excited to see him without his shirt off.

And… Well… He didn’t have a shirt on. He didn’t have anything else on either. There he was, laying on the bed, completely naked, and his hand was wrapped around his thing. God, it was so big. I’d seen him naked a few times before, what daughter hadn’t seen their Daddy’s thing? But I’d never seen it like this. It was so big, and hard.

His fist was wrapped tightly around it, working up and down, and he was grunting loud as he did it.

I just stood there, petrified, watching him touch himself. It was that moment that I realized my feelings for him. The tingling between my legs built up to the point that I just had to put my fingers down there. And it was so wet. I liked to keep myself shaved. It was my own naughty little secret. And when my finger slipped over my slit I couldn’t believe how wet I was. Yes, I touched myself sometimes. I knew it was wrong, but it felt so good. But right now I was more wet than I’d ever been.

The little bundle of nerves above my opening was swollen and aching. I thought of it as my own little pleasure bean. The clitoris… I knew what it was called, but at night when I couldn’t sleep I would just flick my little pleasure bean until something happened down there that would put me to sleep every time.

So there I was, furiously rubbing my thumb over my bean, pressing my fingers into my warm folds while I watched Daddy and his huge thing. I couldn’t believe how big it was.

That feeling started to build up between my legs. I had to put my hand over my mouth tight to keep from making a sound. If Daddy knew I was spying on him, he’d probably be so mad.

Then he said it.

“Lacey, Mmmm, Lacey, that feels so good.”

My heart leapt to my throat. I knew he hadn’t seen me but why was he saying my name? I flicked my little bundle of nerves faster, my sweet nectar dripping down into my pink panties.

“Oh, Lacey. Fuck Daddy’s cock. Just like that baby.”

Oh my god. I loved how he said my name like that.

Then he grunted and arched his back. Something white shot out of the end of his thing. Out of his cock. That’s what he’d called it. Ropes of white stuff kept coming out of him and landing on his chest. His hand stopped moving and he let his cock hang down limply.

Even I could tell the show was over. I really didn’t want him to catch me, so quietly I crept away into my room and stripped all my clothes off, leaving them in a pile on the floor. My panties were soaked through. Daddy was always telling me to clean my room. It turned out he was just as dirty as I was. I slipped under the sheets and quickly finished what I started, thinking about Daddy and his thing while I did it, before drifting off to sleep.

And that’s when I started to look at Daddy in a whole new way.

***

After that I started noticing the way he’d look at me sometimes. The way I’d catch him sneaking glimpses at my breasts. Maybe I even encouraged him a little. 

I really didn’t even need to wear a bra because my boobs weren’t that big but mom would always tell me a lady wears a bra. But after I noticed how much he liked it, I stopped wearing one around the house. When I’d hug him in the mornings my nipples would get hard and sensitive, pressing against his chest. I’d kiss him on the cheek as usual, and almost always I’d feel his thing pressing into my leg. Soon I was touching myself several times a day, thinking about him, imagining what it would be like to touch his thing. I knew that’s what people did. They touched each other in their secret places. God, I wanted it so bad.

And it didn’t take long before I got my chance.

One Saturday, not too long after that day I saw him naked, Mom went off shopping, saying she’d be gone all day. Daddy just finished mowing the lawn before she left. And that meant he’d be taking a shower.

Sure enough, as soon as Mom left he went into the bathroom and I heard the water turn on. It was too much– knowing he was in there, naked, all alone. I had to do something about it.

My heart was pounding and I knew it was wrong, but I was so wet between my legs, I just had to. Putting my ear to the bathroom door, I tried to see if I could hear anything. The only sound was the shower and my heart thrashing against my chest. Lightly, I knocked on the door, then listened, my forehead squenched up as I concentrated.

I took a deep breath, then turned the knob and pushed the door open. Their shower was the kind with the blurry glass over it. I could see the outline of his body, and I could even kind of make out his cute white butt. My pleasure bean throbbed. Clearing my throat, I said, “Daddy?”

His head turned quickly to me. Why did the glass have to be so blurry? “Lacey? Is that you?”

“Yes, Daddy.” I hadn’t really thought this far ahead so I had to think fast. “Are you almost finished? I want to take a shower.”

“Umm. Yeah, I’m almost done, baby. Is there something wrong with your shower.”

“No, I just like yours. Is that okay?”

“Yeah, of course. I’ll be out in a minute.”

My brain was like jello at that point. I barely had any control over what I was doing. As I watched his blurry figure through the glass, I quickly stripped my shirt and shorts off and stood there in his bathroom in my panties. They were wet as usual. I took them off and put them on the counter, right next to his wallet where he was sure to find them, making sure the nectar from my secret place was facing out.

I took a towel from their cabinet and wrapped it around my body, waiting for him to finish. It didn’t take long before the water went off. Then he just stood there for a moment, not moving. His back was to me, and I could see his arm moving through the blurry glass.

Was he doing that thing to himself again? Right there where I was? Then before I could react he turned around and opened the door.

The look on his face was pure terror, eyes wide open, jaw dropped. “Lacey! I didn’t know you were still in here.”

I couldn’t speak. My eyes went straight down, straight down to his secret place. It was hard again, and now that I saw it up close I realized just how big it was.

But he quickly covered it up, grabbing his own towel, wrapping it around his cock. It was still obvious how hard it was though, making a tent in front of him. His eyes narrowed as he looked at me, standing there in a towel. I couldn’t tell if he was mad or not.

“I’m sorry Daddy. I didn’t mean to scare you. You’re not mad at me are you?” The tears started to well up in my eyes then.

“Oh, baby. No, I’m not mad. You just startled me.” He came over to me, dripping water across the bathroom floor and wrapped his arms around me, pulling my face to his warm chest.

My tears quickly dried up and I took a deep breath. His thing pressed into my tummy again. It was so hard, and I wanted it so bad.

But he pulled away from me, putting his hands on my shoulders. “Are you okay? Do you want to talk about this?”

What did he mean? I wasn’t sure, so I just shook my head, not wanting to get into trouble for walking in on him.

“Okay, well take your shower. I’ll be in my room if you want to talk when you get out.” He turned and grabbed his wallet. My panties were so close to it, he scooped them up at the same time. He looked down at them, his thumb was right on the wet spot, touching the wetness that had been between my legs. Then he handed them to me, smiling before he left, closing the door.

I think I should have called the Guinness Book of World Records because that was the fastest shower I’d ever taken in my life. As soon as I finished, I quickly dried off, wrapping the towel around me then went to this room. I just had to be near him. My pussy had to be near him.

 He was laying on the bed, wearing a pair of gym shorts, no shirt, his hands resting on his chest. I could clearly see the bulge in the front of his shorts.

“Daddy?” I said, “Do you mind if I come in.”

He opened his eyes and sat up. “No, come on baby. Come sit down.” He patted the bed next to him.

I bounded over and jumped up on the bed, sitting next to him with my legs crossed, the towel barely covering my naughty places.

“Listen,” he said, “you know if you ever have questions about anything you can always talk to me. I know you’re becoming a woman now and when it comes to certain things, your Mother just doesn’t like to talk about them. Even with me she’s like that.”

I did have questions, and I knew I could trust him to answer me truthfully. But I also was a bit embarrassed, and I didn’t want him to think any less of me. Ever since I’d seen him doing that thing to himself, lots of stuff started running through my mind, stuff I didn’t really know the answer to. “Well, since you mentioned it. Can I tell you something? It’s kind of a secret.”

He leaned forward, his face softening. “Lacey. You can tell me absolutely anything. Anything at all.”

“And you won’t tell anybody?”

He pretended to lock his mouth with an imaginary key then throw it over his shoulder. “Anything we talk about here will be our little secret. What is it baby?” He put his hand on my bare leg, squeezing it gently.

That warm feeling between my thighs came back and it was so strong I didn’t know if I’d be able to stop myself from touching my pleasure bean.

Daddy was looking at me with those cute eyes of his, waiting for me to tell him my secret.

I took a deep breath. “Okay. Well I heard some of the girls at school talking about…” I was embarrassed to even say the word.

“Talking about what baby?” His hand squeezed my leg again.

“Sex!” I blurted it out and my face started to heat up immediately from the embarrassment.

His eyes widened. “Okay… What were they talking about.”

“Well, just about all the things they’d done, all the boys they’d been with. And…”

“And, what honey?” I couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his shorts growing larger.

“And… Well… I felt so left out because… Because, I’m still a virgin.” I put my hands over my face, smothering the shame and the tears.

***

“Hey,” Daddy said. “That’s completely normal. You’re only eighteen. Lots of girls are still virgins at your age. Hey, come on, don’t cry.” He pulled my wet hands down from my face and I latched onto them.

“Really?” I sniffled then wiped my cheek off on my arm.

“Yes, really. Would I lie to you?”

“No, I know you wouldn’t lie to me Daddy.”

He smiled, nodding.

“Okay, but I’m afraid I won’t know what to do when the time comes. I’m afraid I’ll mess it all up and whoever it is will laugh at me.”

“Lacey, if any boy ever laughs at you, I’ll kick his ass into next week. Besides, you’re beautiful. When you’re ready, any guy would love to be with you.”

“You promise?” Did he really mean any guy?

“Yeah, of course.”

God, I wanted him so bad. I had no idea what I was doing but I knew my pussy was all wet for him. “Well, maybe you could explain some things to me?”

“Sure, baby, anything you want.”

“Anything? You won’t tell Mom?”

“Nope.”

“Okay. Well, do guys like it when a girl shaves herself down there.” I nodded down between my legs. The towel was just barely covering it at that point.

He swallowed as he looked down there, then shrugged. “Yeah, guys usually like that.”

“Well, do you like it?”

He looked away for a moment, then took a deep breath before looking back at me, letting go of my hand and covering his lap before answering. “Yes, I like it. But, your mother, well, let’s just say she doesn’t believe in shaving.”

“Do you like it shaved all the way? That’s what I do. I keep it completely bald.”

He nodded slowly, looking back down between my legs.

“And I don’t know if there’s something wrong with me, but mine gets really wet all the time. Is that normal?”

“Yes, that’s completely normal.”

“I mean, it gets so wet it soaks through my panties. Like right now, since we’ve been talking about this, it’s soaking wet.”

He didn’t say anything.

“I mean, I’m just afraid that when someone sees it they won’t like it. They won’t think it’s pretty.”

“Lacey, I’m sure it’s beautiful.”

“You don’t know you haven’t seen it.”

“Well, when the time comes and you find the right guy, I’m sure he’ll like it.”

I took a chance then. He didn’t know it, but I’d already found the right guy. There wasn’t anybody more right than him. Before he could stop me I snatched the bottom of my towel open, spreading my legs wide for him. I had to know if he liked it. “Tell me if it’s pretty or not Daddy.”

He didn’t say anything. His eyes were locked on my dirty place, his beautiful lips open just a little.

“Daddy? Do you like it? Do you like my pussy?”

He nodded slowly, still not taking his eyes away.

“Sometimes, when it’s all wet like right now, I touch it like this.” I showed him how I flicked my pleasure bean, how I would slide my fingertips down between my folds, gathering all that sticky nectar, all that wetness that made me have to change my panties all the time. “Is it normal to touch myself like this?”

He bit his lip and then his hand clinched into a fist before he opened it again, taking another one of those deep breaths. He wasn’t making any effort to hide the bulge in his shorts anymore. When he finally spoke, his voice seemed different–more even and commanding. “Yes, Lacey. That’s normal.”

“And what if I do this?” I spread it open with my fingers, then stuck them deep inside, moaning softly.

“Yes, that’s normal. Does it feel good when you do that?”

I nodded, my eyes rolling back. “It feels so good, Daddy. It’s the best thing ever. It’s so warm and tight inside there. But I don’t know how I’ll ever fit a real man in it.” I looked at the bulge in his shorts. “I’ve seen your thing, Daddy. It’s really big.”

He grinned. “It might hurt at first, but your body is young. It’ll stretch. I mean it has to if a baby’s going to come out of there, right?”

Wow, I hadn’t even thought of that. But then I couldn’t get it out of my head. The idea of him putting a baby inside me drove me wild. I opened my towel the rest of the way, showing him my breasts. “I know their small, but do you like them?”

He reached out and took one in his hand, rolling my nipple between his large fingers. “They’re very nice, Lacey.”

“They’ll get bigger if I get pregnant, won’t they?”

He nodded, then leaned back, resting his head against the wall behind the bed, looking at my body. The outline of his cock pressing against his shorts made me think of my next question.

“And what’s the deal with blow jobs? I don’t understand. Are you really supposed to blow on it.”

He laughed, then adjusted his thing underneath his shorts. “Well, no not exactly.”

“Okay, so how do you do it then?”

“Well, you open your mouth and kind of make an O with it.”

“Like this?” I formed my lips into an O shape, then crawled over to him, sitting on my knees between his legs, resting my small hands on his muscular thighs.

He nodded.

“And then what do I do?” I looked down at this bulge.

He pulled his shorts down and his thing popped up, all swollen and hard. He took it in his hand, pointing the head towards me. A drop of fluid leaked from the opening at the tip. “Then you put your mouth on it.”

I leaned forward, my mouth the way he showed me, and wrapped my lips around Daddy’s cock, licking that sticky stuff off the end. It was salty but good.

Daddy sighed and wrapped his hand around my hair, pressing my head down.

I let him guide me and I took his dick into my mouth, careful to keep my teeth out of the way. He pressed me down so far he touched the back of my throat and I started to gag. I didn’t mean to but I pulled back off of him. It was just a reaction because my body thought I was choking I guess. Spit dripped down my chin, and I looked up at him. “I’m sorry. Did I do it wrong?”

“No, that was good baby. I’m just going to have to teach you to take it in your throat without gagging. Try again.” He pressed my head down, harder this time.

I took him back in, wrapping my lips tight around his shaft, letting him push my head up and down. Spit was dripping everywhere and I wrapped my hand around the bottom of his dick. My fingers barely fit around it. He pumped  his hips into my face, fast and hard. I strained my mouth open as wide as I could trying to give Daddy a good blow job. It tasted so good, I didn’t want to stop.

He pulled my head back off of him, and looked at me with a firmness in his eyes I’d never seen before. Something dark, dirty.

And I liked it. “Daddy? Do you think it would hurt if you put it in me? You know, since I’m a virgin?”

He nodded his head, that same look in his eyes.

“Will you show me? I promise I won’t tell anybody. Cross my heart. It’ll be our secret.”

Then in one motion he shot up towards me, grabbing me in his arms, then whirled me around, throwing me on the bed, making me squeal. He pressed his large body against mine. His was so much bigger than mine it made it difficult to breath. His dick pressed into my tummy.

I spread my legs wide, ready for him to take my virginity.

But first he reached up and grabbed my cheeks in his strong hand, pressing hard, making my mouth open. He looked down at my open lips. “You’re a little cock slut aren’t you?” Then he plunged his tongue into my mouth, pressing against mine, his breath rushing from his nose, hot and heavy. Then pulling away, he said, “Well, if you want Daddy’s dick then that’s what you’re going to get.”

I moaned. “Give it to me Daddy. Put it in my tight little pussy. Stretch me open, I need it so bad.”

He had me pinned to the bed, my legs spread open, and I couldn’t have moved if I wanted to. I was his to do what he wanted with. And that’s just what he did.

Reaching down, he took his cock in his hand and guided it to my opening, rubbing it over my pleasure bean.

I moaned out as he rubbed my special spot.

“You like that don’t you, you little slut.”

“Yes, Daddy, it feels so good.”

“Well, how does this feel?” He rammed his cock into my tunnel, breaking through my virginity with one stroke, and burying his entire length deep inside my tight pussy.

All the breath left me at once, and my mouth opened. I wanted to scream but I couldn’t. The sudden penetration was almost too much. The pain was unbelievable. It felt like he was going to tear me in half.

I got a small break when he pulled it out and I frantically sucked air into my lungs. But then he slammed it in again and that time I cried out. It still hurt but there was also another feeling. Something I was used to from when I touched myself. Only it was much, much stronger. I wrapped my fingers into his hair, holding on for dear life.

Then he was fucking me hard, driving his cock deep inside me. The tight walls of my secret place closed around him, pulling him in. The pain was still there but it was almost like it was intensifying the pleasure. Each time he slammed his rod into me the feeling got stronger and stronger. The head of his thing hit a place deep inside me I’d never touched before and it sent a jolt of electricity through me that became more intense with each stroke.

I moaned into his ear. “Daddy, your cock feels so good. Oh my god, I can’t believe how good it feels.”

His breath got heavier and he laid more of his weight on me. His balls slapped wildly into my butt.

Suddenly, he stopped, his dick buried all the way inside me. “Are you on birth control?”

“No, Daddy. Don’t stop, it feels so good.”

“You need to learn to be more responsible if you’re going to be sexually active.”

I nodded, grinding my hips into him, rubbing my clitoris against his body. “Yes, Daddy, whatever you want.”

“I’m going to teach you a lesson.”

“What lesson, Daddy?”

“That if you don’t use birth control you’re going to get yourself pregnant.” Then he reached his hand under my butt, pulling me close as he continued fucking my tight little pussy.

“Oh my god,” I screamed. “I think… I think I’m having an orgasm.” I never really knew before what an orgasm actually was. When I fingered myself it felt good, but what happened then was something else. My body shuddered and a feeling started deep in my belly, so intense I lost all sense of where I was. There was only my pussy and his cock, joined together. It radiated out to my entire body, making me shake and scream. “Oh fuck, Daddy. Oh my god.”

Then he grunted and pressed it into me hard, that white stuff exploding deep inside me. His hot seed shot into me, three big spurts of the stuff. I could feel it warming my insides, and my pussy tightened around him.

When he finished he collapsed down onto me, breathing so hard. I could feel his heart beating against my naked breasts. At that moment it felt like there was nobody else in the entire world except him and me. I kissed his neck, flexing the muscles deep inside me, massaging every last drop out of Daddy’s cock.

After his breathing went back to normal, he slipped his thing out, then rolled over and looked at me grinning. “I came inside you.”

“I know Daddy.”

“Do you know what that means?”

“I think so. It means I might get pregnant.”

“That’s right.”

“And what if I do? What then?”

“Well, your breasts will get big and swollen, and your belly will grow and grow until you’ll look like you’re about to pop.”

I smiled and closed my eyes, resting my hand on my tummy, thinking about what it might be like, happy that Daddy was my first.


The Loophole




When my mother got re-married I was so happy for her. It had been something of a scandal for her to get divorced in the first place because our family was so religious but she had no choice really; dad was philanderer.

When she started dating Tom, an attractive widower, and a preacher no less, everyone was just overjoyed. It didn’t take long for him to propose, and they wasted no time tying the not. I secretly suspected they got married so quickly so they could have sex. He was an attractive man and it was probably difficult for them to not break their rules about sex out of marriage. But one didn’t speak about such things, especially with one’s mother.

Like I said, Tom was an attractive man. But his son, Tom Jr., was like a younger, hotter version. The moment I met him it was painfully obvious how attracted I was to him. It wasn’t really a problem at the time because our parents had just started dating and we did our share of flirting when the youth group met at church. It was innocent and fun.

But what started as innocent fun turned to sin when his father married my mother and we moved in with them. Their marriage meant he was now my brother and being attracted to him was just plain wrong.

The problem was I couldn’t just switch my feelings off. And to make matters worse I suspected he felt the same way.

When we moved, it was a little awkward at first. We both just avoided being alone with the other one. One of us would make up an excuse to leave if it happened that we were at home alone.

That lasted for about three days.

Then we slowly eased into a routine where we would watch old movies together at night in the living room. And that seemed to be going well… for a while.

Our parents would always go to sleep early and the living room was right next to their bedroom. When my mother suggested one night we watch upstairs in Tom Jr.’s room we reluctantly agreed. Sitting on his bed, with our hands glued to our laps, it was tense. But after a couple weeks of that I think we slowly relaxed, stopped worrying about it, and just acted like two friends who enjoyed watching movies.

I loved our new friendship and even though I still thought he was amazingly attractive, I didn’t feel awkward around him anymore.

Then last Thursday our relationship took a turn.

I stopped at the store after class and bought a movie Tom told me he loved a few days before but hadn’t seen in forever. I was excited to surprise him with it because we’d planned to watch a movie together that night in his room as we often did.

When I got home, only his car was in the driveway but when I went inside the house was empty. He was probably in his room and so I tip-toed up the stairs to surprise him with his gift.

Our rooms were right across from each other and his door was open just a crack. I crept down the hall towards it, careful not to make any noise. When I got to his door I peaked in and when I saw what was going on my hand shot up to my mouth, covering it, and I froze, eyes wide open.

Tom was laying on his bed with no shirt on, his shorts down around his ankles, with his hand wrapped around his you-know-what, stroking it up and down. His face was flush and his breathing was short and choppy.

I wanted to turn away and go back to my room. I really did. But I was mesmerized. I’d never seen a man’s cock up close like that and it was fascinating. It was so big too. I tried to imagine how on earth a girl would fit that thing inside her.

My own sex started to heat up and I knew my panties would be wet in no time. It was so wrong to keep watching him but still I didn’t leave. And what’s worse, my hand moved down to my breast and I started pinching and teasing my hardening nipple as I watched my brother abuse himself.

His breathing quickened, and his body thrashed around on the bed as his fist worked furiously up and down the thick shaft of his dick.

And he was saying something.

I strained my ear to the small opening in the door, trying to hear, still aware of the tingling sensation growing stronger between my legs.

His voice became a little louder, just enough that I could make out what he was saying. My heart leapt into my throat when I heard it.

“Kaylee.”

He was saying my name.

The pulse in my neck threatened to burst through the artery. I’d never known for sure if he felt the same way about me as I did about him. And when we became  brother and sister I had to bury all those feelings deep inside. I thought I was doing a good job until that moment, standing in the hall, spying on my brother as he masturbated with my name on his tongue.

I couldn’t help but start touching myself. Masturbation, while wrong, was something young people had to do if they were going to avoid sex before marriage. Both Tom and I, like lots of young people at church, signed pledges saying we would stay virgins until we found God’s soulmate for us. It wasn’t talked about, but we all knew that masturbation was a necessary evil to help ward off the desires of the body.

And I needed it now more than ever. My hand slipped under the waistband of my white cotton panties, over the coarse pubic hair, and I slipped a finger between my warm folds. It was wet with my juices and my finger penetrated my virgin pussy easily. I drove it deep inside, working it in and out, being careful not to make a sound.

“Kaylee,” he said again, louder.

Hearing my name come out of his sexy mouth spurred my hand to move faster. I slipped another finger in, fucking my forbidden place, watching his toned muscles twitch as his arm moved relentlessly over his cock.

Then he groaned, startling me. His back arched up off the bed and ropes of white fluid shot from his fleshy crown, covering his heaving chest. He tugged on his cock several more times until the semen stopped coming out and then he lay there with his eyes closed, completely still except for his ribs expanding and contracting as his heavy breathing slowly returned to normal.

Very carefully, I removed my hand from my pants and backed away, not wanting to make a sound. If he knew I was watching him, invading his privacy like that, I would just die of embarrassment. Opening my door, I backed into my room, hyper alert for any noise coming from his bedroom. I squeezed my door shut, turning the knob to make sure the latch didn’t make any noise, then collapsed onto my bed, straining my ears to listen for any evidence that he’d caught me.

After about five minutes I heard him come out of his room and go down the hall. Then the shower came on and I felt like I was safe. Quickly, I rubbed my clitoris, thinking about what I just saw. His muscular, young body and his hard dick. And all that cum. I had no idea there would be so much. It didn’t take long before my own orgasm stole through my body, making me shudder with pleasure. “Tom,” I whispered. “Mmm, Tom.”

When I finished I laid there for some time, trying to make sense of it all. I’d thought we were passed all that. That we were just becoming good friends. But, now everything was different. And not in a good way. He was my brother after all.

But it wasn’t like we were blood relatives. If his dad hadn’t married my mom it would be perfectly natural for us to feel that way about each other. As long as we never acted on it, everything would be okay. If we just kept up with our lives like normal then nothing bad would happen.

The shower turned off and when I heard his footsteps going back down the hall I could have sworn they stopped in front of my door. I almost got up to open it and see, but then they moved away and I clearly heard his door opening and closing.

***

During dinner that night, everything was back to normal. The four of us ate together at the table, laughing and joking as usual. Dad told us about the sermon he was going to give that Sunday, and asked for input.

I kept trying to steal looks at Tom across the table and a couple times I caught him looking back, making my heart flutter. I started to get worried our parents would realize something was going on between us and so I spent the rest of the meal just staring down at my plate unless someone addressed me.

The whole time I was thinking about if I should go into his room later to watch a movie like I normally did. We would be sitting on the same bed I watched him masturbating on and I didn’t know if I’d be able to behave myself. Maybe I should just tell him I was tired and go to sleep. Take a cold shower and say my prayers then go to bed. Let us both cool off some.

But after our parents went to sleep and he invited me up to watch a movie, all those thoughts of avoiding him left my mind.

“Yeah, sure,” I said, “let me just change into something more comfy.” Plus, I still hadn’t given him the movie I bought for him. And if we were going to be brother and sister and live together we had to learn to be around each other. I wasn’t one to shy away from my problems. I was raised to face them head on.

After I helped with the dishes, I went up to my room and put on a t-shirt and pair of comfy shorts, nothing too revealing, and grabbed the DVD then went to his room.

The door was closed. I remember to earlier in the day when he’d left it open and there was an immediate stirring between my legs. I took a deep breath, reminding myself that we were both responsible adults and we could handle this. I knocked lightly on the door, wondering if he might be undressed in there. Damn, where did those thoughts come from?

“Come in,” he called out.

I opened the door and walked in to find him sitting on his bed with no shirt on and wearing the same shorts he had on earlier, except this time they were in the correct place, not down around his knees.

He smiled at me and my face started heating up. I tried to not look at his bare chest. I really did. But it was so hard. He had such a nice body and it was almost like  he was flaunting it at me, knowing I couldn’t resist. I had the sudden thought that maybe he left the door open earlier on purpose, hoping I would catch him doing that dirty thing to himself while he said my name.

No, that was silly.

I smiled back at him. “Hey.”

“You ready to watch a movie?”

He was always so confident and commanding when he spoke. I loved that about him. “Yes… And I got you a little something.” Holding the DVD up.

His eyes got big. “What? What is it?” He quickly got off the bed and came over to me. He was several inches taller than me and it was so apparent how toned his body was not that he stood right in front of me with his shirt off.

I smelled the faint hint of his cologne and I wanted to lean in to get more of it but I resisted, handing him the movie instead. Our fingers brushed as he took it, sending a wave of pleasure through my hand.

“No way! You remembered. Oh my gosh, this is the best gift ever.” He turned it over, reading the back. “The director’s cut? 30 minutes of unreleased footage? Wow, thank you so much Kaylee.” His entire face lit up, smiling at me, and I thought I might melt.

Then he wrapped his strong arms around me, pulling me in for a hug. Our bodies pressed close together and I could really smell him then.

I inhaled deeply, savoring his manly scent, loving the way his naked torso felt against me. He squeezed me tight and my heart was pounding so hard I thought for sure he would be able to feel it and know what I was thinking.

Finally, he let me go and went to setup the DVD player.

I took my place on the bed, leaning back against the wall and crossing my legs. I was worried if I didn’t cross them bad things might happen. The warmth was already building and it wouldn’t belong before the wetness followed.

He came and sat right next to me, our shoulders touching, then started the DVD.

Soon, we were both laying down next to each other, enjoying the movie. Neither of us said anything about it but our bodies kept getting closer and closer as the movie went on, which meant my panties were getting wetter and wetter.

By the time the movie was over I was so hot and bothered I knew I would have to go to my room soon and take care of myself. The credits started to roll by and I said, “Well, that was good wasn’t it?”

No response.

I turned my head to see that Tom was fast asleep. He looked so cute laying there right next to me, his eyes closed, and his breathing slow and rhythmic. I couldn’t help but take the chance to ogle is amazing chest and then my eyes slipped down to his shorts.

There was an unmistakable bulge there that could only be an erection and I gasped when I saw it, looking back up to his face to make sure he was still asleep. This was the closest I’d ever been to a hard dick and it was driving me wild. My body was as still as a lake at dawn but inside the waves were crashing against the shore, threatening to sweep me away.

The outline of his dick was so clear through his shorts I could even see the distinct bell-like shape of the head. His shorts were thin and baggy and I thought it wouldn’t take much at all to lift the bottom of them up to get a better look. It looked like he wasn’t wearing any underwear.

I was horrified at what I was about to do but at the same time I couldn’t stop myself. My pussy was heating up by the second and a flitting excitement filled my stomach.

Careful not to move around too much and wake him, I reached down and pinched the bottom of his shorts between my thumb and index finger then looked back up at his face.

Still sleeping, oblivious to what his sister was about to do to him.

I bit my lip then slowly lifted his shorts up an inch. He didn’t move so I lifted more. Still nothing. I moved the bottom of his shorts up to the point where If I moved them any farther his cock would be out in the open, and I paused, considering what I was doing. If I went through with it I would be crossing a definite line.

I was reluctant but the outline of his cock pushed me forward. Taking a deep breath, and checking his face one last time for any sign of him waking up, I steeled myself and lifted the thin material up to reveal the crown of his dick.

It was so beautiful and I could tell the spongy head was filled with blood. I bit my lip, lifted more to let the rest of his thick shaft out into the open. Without the shorts to constrict it, his cock lifted up and stood at attention, startling me when it moved.

My pussy gushed into my panties and I throbbed so much I wanted to finger myself right there. His dick was so much bigger now that I saw it up close and without his hand wrapped around it. A clear substance had collected at the opening and I had the urge to lick it off. But I knew if I tried it would require moving my whole body and he was sure to wake and find out the dirty things I was doing to him in his sleep.

Maybe I could get away with touching it though. It seemed like he was a deep sleeper. I’d come this far without him waking up after all.

I reached my finger down and let it hover right over his mammoth dick, my heart pounding in my chest. Quickly, I let my finger drop down on the smooth skin of his head then back up again. There was no sign of him waking up so I dropped it back to his head and left it there.

It was so warm and hard. Without thinking I grabbed the thing in my hand, wrapping my slender fingers around his entire girth, feeling the massiveness in my fist, my breath rushing over my moist lips.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and exhaled sharply through my nose, biting my lip. This was the farthest I’d ever been with a boy. Gently, I tugged on his shaft, the way I saw him do it earlier, squeezing the hunk of flesh in my hand.

Suddenly, he sucked in a breath of air and moved his head slightly.

I froze, my hand still wrapped firmly around his cock, waiting for the inevitable, for him to wake up and freak out. Or worse, wake up and not freak out then try to put his thing in me. I wasn’t sure if I could stop him.

But he did neither. His breathing stayed at the same deep and easy tempo.

I gave him one more tug, then let go, intending to go back to my room and take care of myself then fall asleep and forget all this ever happened.

Before I could leave though, his hand came up and grasped my wrist, startling me. I froze, darting my eyes to his face. It was still the same, eyes closed, steady breathing. But obviously he wasn’t asleep. Sleeping people didn’t grab your wrist.

Did that mean he was awake the whole time? My thoughts raced for an excuse to give him. Trying to come up with some reason I’d lifted his shorts up.

Then he pulled my hand back to his cock. I wrapped my fingers around him, looking at his face for any sign of emotion, but his eyes were still closed and his face neutral and relaxed.

Okay, obviously he was awake. I wasn’t dumb enough to think he grabbed my wrist and brought my hand to his dick all in his sleep. But with him pretending to be asleep it did make it a little easier to do what I did.

My hand stroked up and down his throbbing shaft, just the way I saw him do it that afternoon. It was making me so wet, I wanted to touch myself at the same time but I didn’t want to disrupt the delicate balance we seemed to have established so I kept working him up and down. I wasn’t really sure what I was doing and I was too afraid to ask if it felt good so I just did my best to mimic the way he did it.

He must have liked it because his breathing quickened and the muscles around his mouth started to twitch and dance while I touched him.

I brought my free hand up to my breast and squeezed it. A small moan escaped my mouth and I decided not to do it again, still worried about upsetting him or god-forbid making noise loud enough for our parents to hear and catch us.

Then he groaned quietly, a pained expression came over his face and his hips bucked up ever so slightly before the tip of his cock exploded in a fountain of hot semen over his bare chest. The musky smell made it’s way to my nose as I continued stroking him, trying to get every drop out.

Finally, it stopped coming out of him and his breathing slowed. He still showed no signs of being awake. I didn’t know that much about men but it didn’t take a genius to know he couldn’t sleep through that. Well, I was just fine keeping up that charade for now. What I just did was incredibly wrong and I had no desire to discuss it.

I let go of his manhood and adjusted his shorts back down over his softening dick. Some of his sperm was still on my hand and as I got up and turned off the TV, I was careful not to wipe it off on anything; I wanted to inspect it more closely when I was back in my room.

After taking one last look at his amazing body, I crept out of the room, careful not to make any noise as I left. 

When I was safely in my bed, my heart beating out of control and the entire area around my pussy burning with desire, I took the time to examine the sticky, warm substance on my finger, bringing it to my nose, inhaling the smoky scent of his essence. I plunged the finger into my mouth, closing my lips around it, letting his seed coat my tongue before swallowing it down.

I didn’t bother taking my shorts and panties off. My pussy ached too much for that and I shoved my hand down the front, then using the same finger I just licked, I fingered myself like a madwoman. Rubbing my clit  rapid-fire style, moaning and thrashing my hips around, plunging two, then three fingers between my folds until I climaxed in an orgasm, coming so hard, moaning and whispering his name, letting his essence pour through me, imagining him taking me in the most forbidden way possible.

Afterwards, I laid in bed for sometime trying to figure out what the hell happened and what it meant until I finally drifted of to a fitful and interrupted sleep.

***

The next day he was gone when I woke and I didn’t dare text him. He didn’t show up all day and I really started to worry he was mad at me when he called before dinner and told mom he was eating with his friend.

I couldn’t eat a thing at dinner. I pushed peas around my plate, trying to listen to my parents conversation enough to be able to reply if they asked me something but I was in no mood for conversation.

After they went to sleep I went up to my room, leaving the door open in case he came home. Well, it didn’t take long before I heard his familiar footsteps coming up the stairs and prepared myself for what would happen next. Maybe I should pretend to be asleep, I thought. Just so I could avoid talking to him. But I didn’t run from my problems and I wasn’t going to start now so I put on my brightest smile and went to my open door, waiting for him to come up.

He was smiling, the same old Tom as always. “Hey,” he said, completely natural.

“Hey.” I didn’t know what to do. Were we just going to ignore what happened?

“You want to watch a movie?”

I guess we were. “Sure.”

“Cool.”

I followed him in there, my eyes roving down to his cute butt that filled out his jeans so nicely and the familiar warmth between my legs was already back. I knew I should turn around and go to sleep but my feet kept going.

When we got in his room, he closed the door behind me and smiled, still calm and easy, then went over to his bed and pulled his shirt off and started going through his DVD collection. “What are you in the mood for?”

If he only knew what I was in the mood for. But how could he not know? “Action? Or, Comedy? I don’t know. Romantic comedy?”

He looked over at me, his face serious like he was deep in thought, then his face cracked into a grin.

“What?” I didn’t know what was so damned funny.

“Nothing. You’re just cute.” Then he went back to looking through the movies.

I was cute? Cute like sexy, or cute like a little dog? Why did he have to be so ambiguous all the time? I crossed my arms and my nostrils flared. I still couldn’t help but look at his muscled back though.

He brought a movie out. “How about ’40 year old Virgin’”? Putting it in the DVD player without waiting for an answer.

Was he trying to tell me something? This was all so new to me. I’d never had a serious boyfriend in my life. Gah! What was I even thinking? He was my brother not a potential boyfriend. I just need to keep reminding myself that.

Then he gave me a look before quickly unbuttoning his pants, pulling them down so that he was standing there in the middle of the room in his boxers.

My heart started pounding again. “What are you doing?”

He shrugged. “If we’re going to watch a movie we might as well get comfortable. Don’t you find pants so constricting?”

I didn’t know what to say. “Pants?”

“Yeah, your pants.” He nodded to my legs. “Isn’t it hard to relax when you have them on?”

“Umm, I don’t know.”

“Well, try it. Come on. We’re family here. No reason to be shy.” He went and sat on the bed, his back against the wall like usual, looking at the TV not paying any attention to me.

I could see the bulge in his boxers again and the taste of his cum was back in my mouth. It was true what he said though–pants were constricting. I pulled my t-shirt down making sure it was long enough to cover me, then undid my pants, stepped out of them and joined him on the bed.

“Isn’t that nice?” He smiled at me.

How could he be so cool right now? Totally calm like us sitting on his bed without pants was completely normal. My face felt flush all of a sudden. “Is it hot in here?”

“Nah, I’m fine. You’re hot? Take your t-shirt off then.”

“Oh, you wish.” I hit him on the shoulder, giggling.

He shrugged and smiled.

We started to get into the movie, sitting close to each other, our shoulders and legs touched, the same as always. Then his hand came up to my thigh, just resting it there.

I looked at him out of the corner of my eye, then went back to the movie. My panties would definitely be soaked soon.

Then, ever so slightly, he started moving his fingers across the smooth skin.

I was glad I shaved my legs that day.

His hand started working towards my inner thigh, just creeping along, going slow like he was testing me.

My pussy was so warm at that point and it really was hot in there. I sighed loudly and his hand stopped moving, just rested there.

I couldn’t take it.

I put my hand over his and squeezed it, moaning lightly.

Apparently that was his green light because he stopped moving slowly and his hand darted to my soaked panties.

I gasped and pulled away from him. “Tom, wait.” I was almost out of breath. It was hard to get the words out. “We need to talk about this. About what happened last night.”

His face turned red, his calmness fading against the crimson hue. “What are you talking about?”

Good Lord. Was he really going to pretend it didn’t happen? “Fine.” I got up off the bed and gathered my pants, heading for the door.

“Wait, don’t go.”

I turned to look at him, raising an eyebrow, still ready to leave.

“I’m sorry. Please, don’t go.”

He did look sorry. I’d never seen such a worried look on his face before and I went back and stood in front of him, still holding my pants over the front of my panties. “Tom, we need to talk about this. I’m confused. I don’t know what’s going on. Is what we’re doing even legal?”

His forehead wrinkled and he squinted his eyes, looking off to the side. “I’m not sure.” Looking back at me.

At least he was being honest, it seemed. I wasn’t sure either.

“Technically we are related now that our parents are married. But we’re both adults and we aren’t related by blood. I don’t know about you but I have no intention of having sex with anyone before marriage.”

I felt the tension roll out of my shoulders and I let out the breath I’d been holding onto. “I’m so glad you said that. I have no intention of doing that either.” I went and sat next to him on the bed. “The truth is I’ve never done much of anything with a boy.”

“Really? You know I don’t have much experience either.”

“Well,” I said. “Maybe it would be a good thing if we, you know, practiced on each other. Not sex, but other stuff. Just so when you eventually find a wife and I find a husband we’ll have some idea of how to make them happy. Is that bad?”

He looked into my eyes. “No, I don’t think that’s bad at all. I think it’s a wonderful idea.”

“Okay.” I smiled at him, biting my lip, and waited for him to make a move. If he didn’t do it soon I would probably maul him.

“Okay?” he said.

I nodded then he leaned forward and put his lips on mine.

***

My lips parted, letting his furtive tongue inside my  mouth, opening myself for him to do with me what he wanted. His tongue flitted across my teeth and I moaned into him, overcome by this new intimate connection between us, something I’d wanted for so long but kept pushing down.

His hand came to my breast, caressing it, his large hand covering it completely.

I gasped and pulled away from him, searching his face, still looking for confirmation that what we were doing was okay.

He went to my cheek, brushing the back of his hand lightly against my face. “Are you sure you want this?”

His touch, oh god, his touch. I lunged forward, pushing my tongue into his mouth, throwing myself into his body, moving my hand down between his legs. He was already rock hard and even though it was my second time feeling his excitement for me I was still amazed– amazed at the size and amazed that it was for me. My pussy ached to be touched.

And he touched it.

While I groped and rubbed the outside of his boxers, his hand came down between my legs, cupping my sex. I moaned loud then snatched my hand up to cover my mouth, remembering that what we were doing had to be kept a secret no matter what.

He grinned at me then wrapped his arms around my body, picking me up easily and setting me down on the bed. My legs were wide open for him and he trained his eyes on the wet spot in my panties, then slowly moved his hands down the inside of my legs until they met in the middle at the edges of my panties on either side of my warm folds. Leaning his face down, he put his mouth over the wet spot, then ran his tongue over it.

I had to cover my mouth again to keep from screaming. The warmth from his mouth penetrated through the thin cotton material to my slit. I grabbed the back of his hair and held on.

He snatched the crotch of my panties to the side, and plunged his tongue in me.

My legs squeezed tight against his head and my hips twitched off the bed from the ecstasy going on at my entrance.

His tongue flicked across my folds and up to my clitoris, circling the sensitive area that no man before him had yet touched.

A muffled cry forced its way through my hand as I  tried desperately to keep my mouth closed while he pleasured me in ways I never knew possible. Soon, an orgasm erupted from deep inside my pussy, inside my womb, inside the place I was saving for my one and only husband. But right then there was only Tom and his magic tongue making me cum harder than I’d ever cum in my life. My back arched off the bed and I moaned and squealed until finally it was over and he brought his head up smiling at me.

I wanted to give him everything he’d given me. I needed to. I wanted him inside me so bad. I ached for him. I needed to feel his cock inside me.

Looking him in the eye, I peeled my shirt off over my head then unhooked my bra. While his eyes were fixed to my young breasts, I slipped my soaked panties down and then spread my legs wide, laying there in front of him, completely naked. Naked and ready and willing. “Tom,” I whispered. “I need you.”

His eyes opened wide and he swallowed but he didn’t make a move.

“Please, Tom. I need you so bad. I can’t stand it.”

He snatched his boxers down to reveal his giant cock. It was so hard and the perfect shape for what I needed. How could two pieces of anatomy meant for each other be so wrong? It was easy to rationalize things in the heat of the moment. That’s what they taught us in our abstinence class at church anyway.

He fell down onto me and I wrapped my legs around him making sure he couldn’t get away if he changed his mind. His cock pressed against my midsection, so close to the place it didn’t belong. He looked into my eyes, a pained expression on his face.

“What’s wrong?” I said.

“I want you so bad.” Pausing, then saying, “But we made a promise.”

I grinded my wet pussy against him, and his large balls hung heavy between my legs.

He breathed heavily against my neck, the warm air rushed over my skin.

I moaned into his ear. “I want your cock inside me so bad.”

He sighed deeply, pressing his hard cock into my belly. Then he reached down, taking it into his hand and brought the head to my entrance, holding it there, and looking at me.

“Do it,” I said. “Put it in.” I pushed my hips up and the tip brushed against my folds but he held me in place. I sucked in air over my teeth and held it, waiting for him to take me. To take my virginity. To ruin me. “Wait!” I said, way louder than I meant to.

“What?” He searched my face. “We should’t do it, right? You don’t want me to, right?”

“No, I do. But maybe there’s another way. I heard some girls talking once. About a loophole.”

“A loophole?” His cock still poised at the gateway to my innocence.

I nodded slowly, still considering it. “Yeah, you can still put it in me but you put it in the… you know, the backdoor.”

“A loophole,” he said, looking off to the side and nodding as if he just heard about a promising investment opportunity and he was mulling it over.

“Yeah, we’re still virgins as long as you don’t put it in my…” I’d never said the word aloud. “In my pussy.”

“So, we can do that, and we’ll still be virgins?”

“Yep. It supposed to feel really good too.”

“Stay here. I’ll be back.” He got up off me and before I could ask where he was going he was out of the room, leaving me there with my hormones and my crumbling sense of reality.

It didn’t take long for him to return, and he had something in his hand. He plopped down on the bed next to me holding up a container.

It was dark and I had to squint but I realized pretty quickly what he went to get and I started to laugh.

Vaseline.

I got on my knees on the bed and stuck my butt out while he lathered the stuff onto his cock.

Once he got it good and lubed up he looked at me. “You’re sure you want to do this?”

“I’m more sure than you could know. I want your cock inside me.”

He grinned and moved around behind me.

I rested my head down on his sheets feeling their aged roughness against my cheek, waiting and wondering.

His hand went to my ass. “I’ll start with a finger.”

I looked back at him. “Okay. Just hurry. I want you bad.” And I really did. My pussy ached and if he didn’t put it in me quick I didn’t know if I could hold off any longer on what I really wanted.

Then his finger was at the tightly ringed entrance to my ass, pressing gently against it. I did my best to relax and even with all the lube it took some effort to get it in there. But then something gave way and he was in, slowly moving it in and out, loosening me.

Smalls moans started coming from my mouth and I muffled them into his bed then reached between my legs and played with my sensitive clit. “Mmm, baby. Fuck my ass.” I never usually spoke like that and it felt so wrong and so dirty… but so good.

He took his finger out and brought his tip to my asshole, pressing against it. I relaxed as best I could then with a rush he was inside me. I sucked in air and clawed at the bed. It was so fucking big and he was only barely inside.

“Are you okay?” he said.

“Yes, just put it in. Fuck me with your huge cock.”

He didn’t need much encouragement but he still went slow, sliding his thick shaft into my backside. It hurt but felt good too. I rubbed my clitoris as he brought it out.

His fingers gripped my hips, digging his nails into me. “Oh my god. It’s so tight.” He pushed it back in, faster this time as I was more relaxed.

I moaned into the sheets again, really loud this time.

He stopped with almost his entire length inside my ass. “Are you okay?” 

“Yes, oh my god, I’m so okay. Fuck me please, don’t stop until you cum.”

He grabbed onto my hips again, using them for leverage as he brought himself out before burying his entire cock inside my tight asshole, all the way up to the balls. And then he started fucking me. He was a virgin but his young body knew what to do. His hips pumped back and forth, pressing his full weight onto his hands on my hips, driving his cock hard and deep.

I plunged my fingers into my aching pussy, fucking my forbidden place while he had his way with my other hole, my loophole. I was being filled and manhandled like a little slut, and I loved it.

His pace quickened and he started to grunt. “Oh shit, oh shit.”

“Fuck me baby, oh yeah, fuck me. Come in your sister’s ass. Fuck me like a slut.”

Then he groaned and drove himself hard inside, all the way up to the balls, and his hot load exploded inside me.

When I felt his seed inside me it sent me over and I bucked and moaned, coming hard, my whole body shaking and trembling.

His cock throbbed inside my ass as he emptied the last of his semen into me and finally he pulled it out and collapsed down next to me.

The sperm dripped from my gaping ass down over my pussy and I smiled at him before say, “Still virgins?”

He grinned, looking down at his cock, slick with vaseline, then back to me. “Still virgins.” He kissed me gently, our tongues lolling against one another while we enjoyed the closeness only step-siblings can know.


Lake Lust




Tammy walked into the lake house and set her bag down in the kitchen. Immediately the musky smell reminded her of the summers she’d spent here as a child, lazing the days away, tearing through fantasy novels one after the other. Those were nice, carefree times.

“Goddamn, this is heavy,” John said from behind her. Her step-brother dropped the box of books he was carrying onto the floor and several fell of the top into a heap.

“What the hell?” she said. “Be careful.” It was all the old books she’d brought to read for the month they’d be here.

“Are you just going to spend the whole trip reading by yourself?” he said.

“What’s it to you?”

“Well, if we have people over I don’t want you nerding up the place,” he said.

“You’re such a dick.”

He smirked and shook his head. “Whatever.”

Then Brad, John’s friend, came in behind him. “Dude, there’s a whole house full of girls next door.”

“Serious?” John said.

“Yeah, there’s like eight of them,” Brad said. “They look like total sluts too.”

“Bro! Chest bump.” The two jumped into the air, bumping their chests together.

Tammy rolled her eyes at them. It was a shame they were such idiots. They were actually quite attractive guys, but when they acted like this–which was most of the time now it seemed–it became difficult for her to be around them. She was starting to regret coming on this trip. Her mother had said it would be good for her to get out of the house for the summer, get some sun, maybe meet a guy. That sounded okay but the idea of spending the next month alone with these two had made it a more difficult decision. And after the five hour car ride with them talking about all the chicks they were going to bang, she knew why she’d been so reluctant in the first place.

“This place is so dusty,” she said. “I think I’m going to scrub it down.”

“Yeah, good idea,” John said.

“So, you’ll help me then?” she said, knowing they wouldn’t.

“Umm, how about you get started and we’ll go check out the lake. Maybe you could start some lunch for us too.”

“I’m not your goddamn mother,” she said.

“Woah,” Brad said. “Relax. Do you need some Midol? Is it that time of the month again?”

John laughed as she glared at Brad. If Brad weren’t so immature she would be attracted to him. His toned athletic body had been the center of many of her masturbation fantasies. She’d known both of them almost her whole life. They were two years older than her and she’d had a bit of a crush on them growing up even though they were like brothers to her. Well, John actually was her brother. Step-brother anyway. She’d even made out with Brad when they were teenagers once. Her crush hadn’t lasted long because once they realized how much fun it was to tease her she did her best to just stay away from them.

“Whatever,” she said. “I’m going to clean. You guys do whatever you want.”

“Thanks sis,” John said. “You’re the best.” They left out the back door and she watched them walking down towards the lake, looking over to the neighbor’s house where Brad said all the “sluts” were. God, they could be so crass sometimes. She watched them take their shirts off to reveal their muscled torsos and a small warmth began to stir between her legs. It was silly to be turned on by those assholes but for some reason she was.

Tammy picked the stray books up off the floor and set them back in the box. A good portion of the books she brought were trashy romance novels. It was a guilty pleasure of hers; they weren’t high literature but they kept her active libido satisfied. One-handed reading as she liked to call it, smiling to herself now. There was no reason she couldn’t look at Brad and John’s hot bodies and just ignore them when they opened their big mouths. She was determined to not let them ruin her trip and she started to clean the place up, singing quietly to herself.

After about an hour of cleaning, Brad and John came back in the house.

John said, “Hey, Tammy.”

“What do you want now?”

“Listen,” he said. “We’re going to be here for a month, and I know we don’t always get along.”

Actually, she thought, you’re just a dick but didn’t say it since he seemed to be working up to saying something semi-nice.

“Anyway, we have to share this place, and I’m sorry about calling you a nerd earlier. It was rude.”

She was suspicious; it wasn’t like him to apologize for anything unless someone forced him to.

When she responded by just staring at him he continued, “Well I know you’re not our maid and Brad and I were thinking that we would cook dinner for all of us since you’ve been cleaning up in here.”

She looked at Brad who smiled at her. “That’s very nice of you,” she said. Still suspicious, but maybe they were actually being genuine.

“And,” John said, “we setup the umbrella and chair for you on the deck, and you know, we thought maybe you would want to just take a load off and read a book, drink a beer. We are on vacation after all.”

They were definitely up to something. Maybe they wanted her out of the house for some reason. She heard a girl squeal from next door. It could have something to do with them. Whatever. She wasn’t going to waste any time getting involved with their schemes. A beer and a little reading did sound kind of nice. She was about halfway through one of her paranormal romance books and things were starting to heat up. Maybe she would read for a while then go take a bath and tend to herself. “Okay,” she said.

“Yeah?” John said. “Cool.”

They went in the kitchen and started talking about the girls again, banging the cabinets open and closed.

Tammy found her large floppy hat and book then went out on the back deck. She could see the girls next door out on their own deck, sunbathing in their skimpy bikinis, talking to each other and sipping at wine glasses. They didn’t seem like sluts to her. The umbrella and chair were setup just like John had said. Maybe he was turning over a new leaf and this month wouldn’t be so bad.

She looked out over the blue lake to all the people boating and skiing and having a good time. Yeah, this was going to be a good vacation, she decided. And right now she was going to read about some shifters having crazy sex with each other. She sat down in the chair and the last thing she remembered was falling backwards, flailing her arms, trying to grab at anything to keep from hitting the ground.

***

When Tammy opened her eyes, John and Brad were kneeling down next to her with concerned looks on their faces. Her head was pounding. Then they both looked at each other and started laughing, standing up.

What the hell happened? The last thing she remembered was coming outside to read and now she was laying on top of a broken chair with her head against the hard wooden deck. Lifting her head slightly, she put her hand beneath it and felt a bump starting to form. The boys cackling overhead gave her a decent idea of what went down. One of their favorite pastimes was playing pranks on her.

“Oh man,” John said, having trouble speaking because he was laughing so hard. “That was amazing. You scared us there for a second sis. Wow. You were out cold!”

She managed to stand up but felt dizzy so she sat back down on the deck. The back legs of the chair looked like they’d been sawed down. “Please tell me you didn’t purposely booby trap the chair and make me go unconscious,” she said, glaring at them.

They just kept laughing, Brad to the point where tears were coming out of eyes.

“Assholes! I probably have a concussion now,” she yelled at them.

“Relax,” John said, “I’m sure you’re fine. You should have seen yourself fall backwards though. Your arms were waving around like you were trying to fly. Like something straight out of  a cartoon!”

She tried standing again, this time feeling a bit more sure on her feet. The pain in her head seemed like it was going away also. These two bastards were still laughing their heads off though.

“God, you’re so fucking immature,” she said.

“Oh come on, can’t you take a joke?” John said.

“Bite me!” she yelled, staring at him hard with her hands clinched tight into fists, feeling like she might actually punch him in the nose.

Brad kept laughing but John stopped abruptly. He had a kind of dazed look on his face and he started to walk towards her, his head cocked to the side.

Tammy stood her ground, not wanting to let him intimidate her.

Then he was right in her space, not grinning at all. He had his arms out like he was going to hug her, plodding forward.

She put her fists up, ready to take him out if she needed to but then he grabbed her shoulders tightly, leaning forward and to the side of her head like he was going to say something in her ear. Her body tightened and her hands went to his chest, bracing herself to push him away. Then the most bizarre thing happened–he bit her neck.

“What the fuck! Stop it!” She pushed hard against his chest and he took a step away, looking at her with a very confused look on his face.

Brad stopped laughing then, looking a little confused himself.

“Did you just bite me?” she said, putting her hand over the moist spot on her neck where his mouth had just been. It didn’t really hurt, it was more like a nibble–something lovers might do in the heat of passion.

“I–“ he stammered.

“Dude,” Brad said. “That’s kinda weird, even for you.”

“Why the fuck did you just bite me?”

“You,” John said, “told me to.”

“What?” she said.

“You said, ‘Bite me.’”

Brad started laughing again then said, “He’s right, you did say it. That’s brill–“

“Shut up,” she said to Brad and he immediately shut his mouth, stopped laughing, and just looked at her with the same dazed look on his face John got before he bit her.

“And,” she said to John, “when have you ever in your life done anything I asked you to?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know what happened,” he said. “It was like after you said ‘Bite me’ something happened in my head and I kind of lost control of myself.”

“Whatever,” she said. “I think you should apologize. Both of you. And mean it.”

At the same time, both of them started saying how sorry they were, that they would never do it again, almost on the verge of tears even.

This had to be some elaborate prank they were pulling. Pretending to do whatever she said or something. What kind of prank is that? There was no telling with these two idiots. They were still babbling on with their apologies.

“Enough!” she said, and they both stopped speaking instantly. Wow. It did seem like they were reacting to her in a different way than they ever had before. And that pain in her head had mostly faded except for an intense tingling in one area of her skull. “I want you,” she said, “to get on your knees and beg my forgiveness.” Not even sure why she’d said it.

But no sooner than she finished the sentence they both got down on their knees, put their hands together and actually started begging her. She burst out laughing at them, the way they were pleading with her seemed so genuine. There was no way they were good enough actors to keep this up. Something weird was definitely happening. “Okay, okay,” she said, holding her hands up. “I forgive you, stop begging.”

They both stopped immediately, but stayed down on their knees, still with that dazed look in their eyes, heads cocked to the side like puppies.  “Stand up,” she said and they followed her orders. She shook her head and started grinning. There was no way this was actually happening.

She pointed to John and said, “Stand on one foot.”

He lifted his foot several inches off the ground and put his arms out for balance.

“Amazing,” Tammy said. “Put your foot back down.”

He did.

“Okay, stop fucking with me guys. This is hilarious but a little bit creepy.”

They looked at each other then back at her. Brad said, “What do you mean fucking with you?” His voice was high and a little frantic. He shifted his weight from foot to foot as he spoke. “You have to tell us what that means before we can stop.”

“I mean, why are you guys doing everything I tell you?”

“Why wouldn’t we?” John said.

Umm, because you’re assholes, she thought. “You’re telling me you’ll do absolutely anything I say?”

They both nodded.

Bullshit. Okay. There’s no way they’ll be able to fake this. “Kiss each other then,” she said, grinning.

They turned to face each other, then bent over at the waist with their lips puckered out, and pecked each other on the lips before turning back to her. Even these two homophobes could probably stand a peck on the lips if it meant pulling off an epic prank.

“That was pretty good,” she said, “but I want to see some tongue. Make out with each other and show me that you like it.”

John’s face twitched then. Aha! She got him. There was no way he would go through with it. But then Brad came over to him, put his hand against his cheek, and pulled him in close, and they actually started to kiss like lovers. Their hands roamed over each other’s bodies, pulling each other in. Brad reached up and grabbed the back of John’s hair while their tongues danced around in each other’s mouths.

Tammy couldn’t believe what she was seeing. There was no way they were faking this. Somehow she’d hit her head and woken up with the ability to tell her brother and his best friend to do whatever she wanted. This could turn out to be a very good vacation after all.

***

“You missed a spot Bradley,” Tammy said.

“I did?” he turned to her with the feather duster in his hand, a worried look on his face.

“It’s okay,” she said, laying on the couch, watching Brad clean the top of the fireplace mantle, doing her best not to laugh. Brad was stripped down to his boxer briefs and deep cleaning the house, just like she asked. There was no time to question how this happened or what the consequences were because her new found power could run out at anytime and she meant to make the most of it. He was still standing there holding the feather duster, looking very sexy in his underwear, waiting for her instruction. His muscled torso was turning her on. “Just clean it again,” she said, “then move on to the next thing, please.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, and gave her a little bow before continuing.

She’d told them to do that whenever she gave them an instruction. Say yes ma’am and bow. It was actually really cute.

John came walking in with a plate of cheese, also stripped down to his boxer briefs and every bit as hot as Brad. Sure he was her step-brother but this was too good of an opportunity to pass up. After all, he’d never made any effort to not ogle her when she was wore a bathing suit. It always kind of turned her on the way he would stare at her, even though he was such a dick.

He leaned over and held the cheese plate out to her, smiling widely, perhaps proud of the little pyramid of cheese cubes he’d built at her demand.

“Feed them to me while I read my book, please,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, bowing then holding a cheese cube in front of her mouth.

She opened her lips and stuck her tongue out slightly, letting him place it in her mouth, his fingers brushing lightly against her moist lips.

That continued while she read her romance book. Occasionally stopping, to make sure Brad was still doing a good job. The book was heating up, causing the area between her legs to heat up as well. After she’d watched the two of them make out she instantly thought about joining them, but had resisted the temptation so far. This book was making her pretty horny though. Her pussy was all moist and tingly.

“John?” she asked.

“Yes?” her step-brother said.

“Do you think I’m pretty? Be honest.”

He thought about it for a moment then nodded his head.

“Good,” she said. “Have you ever fantasized about having sex with me?”

His face twitched again but then he slowly nodded his head.

“Naughty boy,” she said. “I’m your sister, after all.”

He just looked at her but she could clearly see the outline of his dick through his underwear and it was definitely starting to harden. Her pussy got even more wet seeing that.

“Show me your cock please, John,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said without hesitation, putting the cheese plate down, slipping his hand into his underwear and bringing his dick out for her.

It was circumcised and she saw he kept his pubic hair cut close. And as it became more engorged with blood she saw it was quite big too. She couldn’t believe she was doing this but it was really turning her on having so much control over them. They didn’t seem to be minding it either.

She sat up on the couch. “Oh, Bradley,” she said. “Come here please.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he called out and nearly sprinted over, still holding the feather duster.

“You can put that down,” she said. “John here has showed me his dick. Now we want to see yours too.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He put his hand down the front of his pants and brought his cock and balls out. It was equally nice and he started to harden as well.

“Wow,” she said. “It looks like you two are getting excited. Pull your underwear all the way off please.”

“Yes, ma’am,” they said in unison, then quickly slipped their boxer briefs the rest of the way down.

Her pussy gushed into her panties as she looked at these two studs, completely naked, in front of her. But what now? It had turned her on when they kissed each other before and they really hadn’t seemed to mind it. Wasn’t it true that everyone was at least part gay anyway.

“Hmmm,” she said. “What should I do with you two?”

“Whatever you want,” Brad said.

John nodded his agreement.

“Okay,” she said, “how about you two make out again. That was a lot of fun.”

They turned to each other and stepped closer, both their cocks fully erect. As they came in for the kiss their dicks touched each other and then their mouths were open and their tongues were flicking in and out of the other’s mouth. Their hard muscles flexed as they embraced each other.

This was really turning her on more than she would have ever guessed. As the two boys explored each other’s mouths, their hard cocks colliding, she quietly slipped her hand down the front of her shorts and found her moist slit, sliding two fingers between the wet folds. A small moan broke from her mouth.

Without being told to, Brad reached down and grabbed his friend’s dick and started to stroke it.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, flicking a wet finger over her tense clitoris. “Does that feel good when Brad strokes your cock like that, John?”

He broke away from the kiss long enough to say yes then plunged his tongue back into Brad’s eager mouth. Brad’s hand quickened as he gripped tightly around John’s manhood.

Tammy sighed as she fingered her tight pussy. John was definitely enjoying getting a hand job from Brad and it brought her closer to coming. She moaned louder now and squeezed her breast through her shirt with her free hand, loving the show they were giving her.

But now she wanted to join in.

Taking her finger from her pussy, she said, “Okay, stop kissing and look at me.”

They broke away and looked at her, both breathing hard and their faces flush, their erections pointing right at her.

Sucking John’s cock was something she’d secretly fantasized about since they were young, and now seemed like as good a time as any to make it happen. “Bradley,” she said, “have you ever sucked a cock before?”

He slowly shook his head no.

“Would you like to learn?”

He thought about it for a moment, then grinned and slowly nodded his head.

“Good,” she said. “Come sit by me.” Patting the couch next to her. “John, you come stand in front of us.”

They both assumed their positions.

“Okay,” she said, “now watch me do it first then you can try.” She wrapped her fingers around John’s engorged cock and looked up at him. “Are you ready to have your cock sucked big brother?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

“Good boy.” She wrapped her lips around his fleshy tip, licking him slowly as she looked up at him, tasting his manly scent for the first time. Saliva flowed out of her mouth and onto his cock, dripping down the sides of his smooth shaft. Cupping his balls in one hand she slowly stroked him with the other, her spit making everything slippery. She brought his hard cock into her mouth as far as she could manage and her pussy was heating up feeling him that deep inside her body.

He sighed deeply as she sucked on him.

She brought her mouth off but kept working her hand slowly over his rod, saying to Brad, “I think he likes it, what do you think?”

“I think you’re right,” he said, eyes fixed squarely on his friends hard dick.

“And call me crazy,” she said, “but I think you’re liking this as much as he is.”

He nodded slowly and his tongue pushed out between his glistening lips, like he was pretending to lick something.

Tammy laughed to herself. “Okay, cowboy, I think it’s your turn.”

She let go of her brother’s cock and shifted over on the couch so that Brad could get in front of him. Brad’s cock was just as hard as before and she reached over, wrapping her wet fingers around him.

Brad looked up at his best friend. They’d been friends for almost their whole lives. He said to him, “You don’t mind?”

John didn’t respond. Instead, he took his hand from off his hip and cupped it behind Brad’s head, pulling him into this waiting cock.

Brad opened his mouth wide and took the cock in much farther than she’d managed–so far that his face started to turn red–then he gagged and pulled back quickly. But as soon as he recovered he was back on it.

John tugged on the back of his head, rhythmically fucking his friends face. His mouth hung open, concentrating, and small grunts escaped out over his lips.

Tammy continued to stroke Brad hard’s cock as she enjoyed her up-close view of these two sexy guys going at it for the first time. It was by far the kinkiest thing she’d ever done and she couldn’t wait to fuck them.

She let them continue and she stood off to the side watching them as she stripped out of her clothes. John’s muscled ass flexed every time he pumped his hips into Brad’s mouth. The amount of force he could generate from his midsection was impressive. Once she was fully naked she walked up behind him and grabbed his ass, feeling how toned it was. She wrapped her arms around his torso, and hugged him from the back pressing her body close to his. His warm skin felt perfect against her naked body. When they were kids they would always play together but they’d grown apart as they aged. It was good to be close to him again.

His hips pumped faster and the way he was grunting it seemed like he was close to coming.

“Fuck his slutty little mouth,” she said, reaching between his legs from behind and massaging his balls.

Gurgling and slurping sounds came from Brad’s mouth on the other side. He was going at it like a champion dick sucker. No hands, all throat.

Then John threw his head back, yelling, “Oh fuck,” and emptied his load deep into his friend’s mouth.

Tammy moved around to the front of him to watch Brad take her brother’s cum. He took two big swallows and when John finally relaxed and took his dick from Brad’s mouth, Brad made sure to lick the small bit of semen that formed at the end.

John collapsed down next to Brad putting his hand on his thigh. These two were so cute, she thought. They should have done this a long time ago. John’s dick wet from Brad’s mouth and quickly softening. He’d need a rest before round two probably.

“Okay,” she said, “my turn. Eat my pussy Brad.” She laid back on the couch and spread her legs wide for him.

He grinned and looked down at her wide open sex, leaning down to it.

“Wait!” she said, remembering earlier when she’d told John to bite her.

Brad froze.

“I know I said eat my pussy, but I meant to say give me oral sex. You understand?”

He looked up at her, grinning. “I know what you meant. I’m not a zombie.” Then he brought his face down to her and worked his tongue lightly up and down her wet slit, teasing her a bit first.

She moaned and pushed her hips forward trying to get him to put more pressure.

Finally, he flicked his tongue across her swollen clitoris, circling all around the sensitive bundle of nerves. She arched her back, moaning loudly now. “Oh, fuck,” she said. “God, that feels so fucking good.” She took a fistful of his hair, pushing his face hard into her cunt. Grinding into him, fucking his face just like her brother had.

John got off the couch and stood next to her head, gently stroking his dick as it came back to full strength.

Watching him touch himself sent her over the edge. Her whole body tensed at once and she screamed out in pleasure as the orgasm exploded between her legs. It radiated out over her entire body, sending pulses of energy coursing through her. Finally it was finished and she pushed Brad’s head away from her sensitive pussy, laying there with her eyes closed, enjoying the hardest orgasm of her life.

When she eventually opened her eyes, Brad and John were standing next to the couch, hands behind their backs, dicks hard and waiting for her. It was like she had her own personal sex slaves.

She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Okay, I think it’s Brad’s turn to come. He’s been very generous with his mouth so far. Sit down,” she said.

He sat and she got up and went to John and told him to kiss her. When his lips touched hers she opened her mouth, letting him in and their tongues came together for the first time. He smelled so familiar; the same John she’d known all her life. His cock pressed against her naked tummy and she moaned while he kissed her, the passion of the moment making her forget all about Brad for the moment.

Finally, she managed to pull away and their eyes locked. He no longer had that dazed look from before when she first find out they would do whatever she told them. Now he was staring into her eyes like he might actually care for her. She bit her lip and grinned at him, then touched her finger to the tip of his nose, before returning her attention to Brad.

He was waiting patiently on the couch his dick standing straight up.

She went over and straddled him, putting her breasts in his face.

His well-behaved tongue came out to meet her hard nipple.

Slowly, she lowered herself down onto his cock. It slid inside her dripping wet sex, filling it up. The size of it made her mouth open and she inhaled sharply, then started to ride him. Moving her hips up and down, loving the feel of his hard dick penetrating deep inside her. “Mmm, fuck me baby,” she said.

He closed his eyes and buried his face in her chest, grinding his hips up against hers, grunting and breathing hard. His warm breath tickled the sensitive skin around her nipples.

Then she felt John’s strong hands grip her around the hips. She screamed when she felt his warm tongue start to work on her tight asshole. Her big brother was licking her ass (without even being told to) while she rode his friends cock. As his tongue penetrated her, flicking in and out of her ass, loosening it, she fell into another orgasm and moaned wildly digging her fingers into Brad shoulders.

Brad kept fucking her while she came and it lasted even longer than the first one. By the time she was finished her body tingled all over with pleasure. And with John tonging her ass–something she’d never experienced before–she knew it wouldn’t be long before she came again.

But then his tongue was gone and she was concentrating on fucking Brad, making him come as good as he’d done her, squeezing her pussy tight around his dick.

Then there was pressure against her ass and she knew immediately what was happening. John was about to take her anal virginity and she was going to have two guys inside her at once. “Just a second,” she said to Brad. She stopped grinding and so did he. “My big brother is putting his cock in my ass.

She relaxed her ass as he pressed against the tip of her rosebud. Reaching back behind her, she pulled her cheeks wide, trying to help him in.

And then something gave way and he was inside, his saliva letting his cock slide deep into her. He worked it in and out, and she moaned hard. It was so huge inside her and unlike any thing she’d experienced before. A little painful at first but then she loosened up and he was fucking her hard, burying his shaft all the way up to his balls.

Brad started fucking her again too. Both their hard dicks inside her, only separated by a thin layer of flesh. The sensation was so intense, she started coming again almost immediately, screaming loud. “Oh my god,” she yelled, gripping hard onto Brad’s shoulders, letting these two fuck her as hard as they could. “Fuck me hard,” she said.

John slapped her ass hard as he pounded her from behind and she screamed again.

“Come inside me,” she said. “I want both of you to come in me. Make me your slut.” 

Brad got a concentrated look on his face and fucked her harder, grunting and panting as he rammed his dick into her. Then he grunted loudly and emptied his balls into her cunt.

She could feel his warm seed being pumped into her pussy, filling her up and mixing with her fluids.

Finally, Brad was finished and he became completely still, eyes closed, a slight smile creeping over his mouth.

The slap, slap, slap of John burying his cock in her ass was still going strong. She moaned, saying “Come inside me baby. Fuck my ass like a slut and fill me with your cum.”

It wasn’t long before he grabbed her hips tight, burying his dick one last time before he came. His cock pumped the warm seed deep into her, and he collapsed down onto her back. The three of them lay there, breathing hard, so close now.

John pulled out first and she felt his seed leaking out of her ass and down onto Brad’s dick.

Slowly, she pulled herself up and off of Brad then got down on all fours on the couch, showing them her ass and pussy, letting them see their come leaking out of her, mixing together as it ran down her leg.

“Damn,” John said, “that’s fucking hot.”

After they cleaned themselves off they were exhausted and all three collapsed into the bed together, falling asleep almost immediately.

***

When Tammy woke up she was staring up at the sky and Brad and John were kneeling next to her, concerned looks on their faces. Her head was pounding.

“Are you okay?” John said.

“What do you mean?” she said. Why was her head hurting so bad?

“This old chair must have broken and you hit your head hard on the deck. You’ve been unconscious for the last ten seconds.”

“The chair?” she said, still confused. “I thought you sawed the legs off to pull a prank on me.”

“Umm, come on,” John said. “We aren’t twelve anymore. I wouldn’t do that.”

“But,” she said, “you bit me and then…” The double penetration and multiple orgasms came back to her vividly.

“I think,” Brad said, “you might have a concussion.”

She looked at John and said, “Bite me.”

He squinted his eyes then looked at Brad who just shrugged.

“Bite me.” She pointed to her neck. “Right here.”

John said, “I think we need to get you to the hospital.” And they helped her up off the ground and carried her inside then laid her down on the couch while they called a doctor. She looked down at the feather duster on the floor and a smile slowly crept over her face.


Billionaire Brat




Lilly took her iPad downstairs, looking for her Mother. She’d just finished her latest dress design and wanted to show her. For months now Lilly had been begging her for seed money to start her own fashion line. It was something she’d dreamed about since she was little and she knew she would be successful at it.




Her mother was in the dining room of their mansion eating with her husband Jackson. She married him about five years ago and he seemed okay. They got along pretty well anyway. “Hello, Mother.” Then nodding at Jackson, saying, “Daddy.”




Jackson dropped his head and winced. He always hated when she called him Daddy. Probably because he was a good ten years younger than her mother. Devastatingly handsome though, and a surprisingly good sense of style.




Mother took a sip of wine. “Hello, dear.”




Lilly sat down at the table with them and placed her iPad there, waiting to feel out the situation before she started into her.




“Anyway,” her Mother said to Jackson, “I’ll be back in about a week most likely.”




This was the first Lilly had heard of any trip. “You’re going away?”




Mother took another sip of wine and nodded. “China. For business.”




Jessica’s mother was always going off to some part of the world for the business. The reason they were so rich was she inherited her father’s international distribution company when he died and now she ran it. Actually, she ran it so well it had doubled in size in the ten years she’d been in charge.




Lilly looked at Jackson. “Are you going too Daddy?” She loved teasing him. He was a good sport about it usually.




He smiled at her and shook his head. “No, not this time.”




“Oh good, we can have some daddy/daughter time then? Maybe a take your daughter to work day?”




“Anything for my favorite daughter.” He didn’t have any kids of his own and they enjoyed joking with each other since they were closer to each other’s age than was typical.




Jackson technically worked for her mother’s company as a consultant but as far as she could tell he didn’t really ever go to the office. His family had money but he didn’t have much of his own she didn’t think. Her Mother probably married him because he was sexy as hell and sweet most of the time.




Lilly picked up the iPad and opened the file with her newest design. “Mother, will you look at this?” She handed her the iPad, already thinking about what her pitch would be. Well, it was the same every time. She wanted money, but her mother was so wrapped up in her own business she never took the time to seriously think about Lilly’s ideas.




Mother took one look at the dress and handed the iPad back. “That looks nice, honey. Buy it if you want.”




Lilly took the tablet back, rolling her eyes. “Mom, that’s a dress I designed not one I want to buy.”




“Oh? Well, I think you did a nice job.” She looked back down at her phone, always checking her email or reading the news.




“Thank you, I do too. And I’d really like to talk to you again about me starting my own clothing line. I’m telling you I–“




Mother held her hand up. “Listen, I don’t have time to talk about this right now.” She checked her watch. “Shit, I have to leave or I might miss my flight. Walk me out Jackson?”




They both stood up, and Lilly stood with them. “Mom, you never listen to me.”




She stopped and kissed Lilly on the forehead. “I know sweetie. It’s a hard life you have. You know how I feel about this. You shouldn’t be wasting your time with that stuff. I know it’s a fun hobby but there’s no future in it.” She walked out, Jackson following her.




Lilly threw her iPad back down on the table and sat down, putting her forehead against the smooth wood surface. Why was she such a bitch sometimes?




The table vibrated, startling her. It was Jackson’s phone. Someone must have texted him. Lilly looked over her shoulder, checking to make sure no one was coming then quickly reached across and scooped his phone up. There was a text message on the screen from a contact called J.




She had to read it twice to make sure she wasn’t mistaken, but it was quite clear. ‘God, I need your cock so bad. Is she gone yet?’




Holy shit.




Jackson didn’t seem like the type to cheat but this was pretty damning evidence. Her heart pounded against her chest as she read it once more. Who was this J person and why was she texting him? This was so crazy.




She heard the front door open and close and she quickly put the phone back across the table, hopefully the same way it had been but she couldn’t remember exactly, then she opened her iPad and pretended to be tweaking her design but her thoughts were actually racing with this new revelation.




Jackson walked back into the dining room. “Hey, can I see that?”




She looked up at him, trying to act as calm as possible. “What are you talking about?” The words came out a lot faster than she intended.




“Your design, silly. I think your stuff is amazing you know.”




“Oh, right.” She handed him the iPad and started picking at one of her nails.




Jackson took the iPad with him to his seat across the table from her, looking at it. He hadn’t looked at his phone yet. Would he suspect she’d seen it? What if he confronted her about spying on him?




Calm down, she told herself. He’s the one that’s doing something wrong, not you.




He still hadn’t looked at the phone yet. “Wow, this is so good. Your mom would be crazy to not help you get started up with this.”




“You think?” She perked up, forgetting about the text message for a second.




“Definitely. This is cutting edge.”




“Well,” she said, “maybe you could help me out then.”




He shook his head. “Sorry, kiddo. Your mom would kill me. And my money is mostly tied up in other things.”




His phone vibrated again and he picked it up, a slight grin crept over his mouth as he looked at it. Then he shot a glance over to Lilly and put the phone in his pocket then handed the iPad back across the table to her. “I’m sorry. It really is good. You should keep at it, maybe your mom will change her mind someday.”




“I doubt it,” she said. “You know how she is.”




“Yeah, I do.” He stood up.




Trying to be as casual as possible, Lilly said, “What are you up to tonight.”




He shrugged his shoulders. “Not much. I might have a friend over.”




A friend? A friend that talks about his cock? That sounded like more than a friend to her. “Oh? Anyone I know?” Feeling really nosey now but this was scandalous.




“No, I don’t think you know them.” He gave her a forced smile then left quickly.




It was obvious he wanted to avoid the subject. This was pretty damning evidence that he was having an affair. Whatever. It was his life. She’d always wondered if he and Mother even had sex anymore. They barely touched each other. She looked at her dress again. It was good. She knew it was. But she needed some support to actually take it somewhere.

***

That night, Lilly was laying on the couch watching TV in the living room when Jackson came downstairs wearing a blazer and a nice pair of jeans, his hair fixed perfectly. “Hey,” he said to her.




She sat up when he came down. “Wow, you’re all dressed up.”




“What this?” Looking down at himself. “No, not really. I’m just going out for a drink.”




“With your friend?”




“My friend?” He stared at her, a confused look on his face.




“Yeah, you said you were going to meet up with a friend earlier.”




“Oh, right. Yeah, my friend.” He went over to the bar and poured himself a drink then sat down on the couch next to her.




He smelled nice and the way he was dressed made him look super sexy. He was always sexy but right now she couldn’t help but get a little turned on. Whoever the girl was he was fucking was lucky to be getting with him. She tried to imagine what it would be like. He was probably a very attentive lover.




The door bell rang and he started to get up but Lilly jumped up saying she’d get it, running towards the door. She looked back over her shoulder and he was hurrying after her but he had the drink in his hand and that was slowing him down. Now she was going to see who this mystery woman was that wanted his cock. This J person.




She grabbed the handle and flung the door open, smiling in anticipation. Standing there on the porch was a Latino man wearing a purple shirt and a gold chain, a toothpick stuck between his lips.




“Oh, hello,” he said, holding a limp hand out to her, speaking in that stereotypical effeminate manner gay men sometimes used. 




Her mouth open, eyes wide, she realized she was staring then finally held her hand out to the man. “Hi,” she managed.




“Are you okay mommy? You look like you seen a ghost or something. It’s just me Javier.”




“Javier,” she said.




“The one and only, at your service.”




Jackson came up behind her and walked outside.




“Damn,” Javier said, looking Jackson up and down. He seemed like he was going to come in to hug him but Jackson cut him off, sticking his hand out for a handshake and Javier took it.




Jackson turned to her, saying, “This is Lilly. Lilly this is my friend Javier.”




“Nice to meet you Javier. Your name starts with a J right?” She couldn’t believe this was happening. Was Jackson really gay? That might explain some things. Did her mother know? Surely not.




“You got it, mommy. How do you two know each other anyway?”




“He hasn’t talked about me? I’m his daughter.” Turning to Jackson, “Daddy, you didn’t tell your friend Javier about me?”




Jackson said, “She’s my step-daughter. And I’m sure I mentioned you. Remember Javier I said she was doing some dress designs that are just out of this world.”




“Ohhh, right.” He nodded his head, smiling. “I’d love to see some of that, mommy. Fashion is something of a hobby for me.”




“Yeah? Are you coming in? I could show you right now.”




“Actually,” Jackson jumped in, “we need to get going. We have a reservation.”




“Are you sure, Daddy?” she said, really wanting to tease him now that she knew what was going on. It was pretty amazing really.




“Yeah, maybe some other time, you know?”




“If you say so.” She went up to him and kissed him on the cheek close to his mouth, then looked him in the eye, grinning. “You boys have fun.” Looking at Javier, saying “And stay out of trouble.”




After they left she went up to her room and worked some more on a design, thinking the whole time about Jackson being gay. It really came out of nowhere and she still had trouble believing it. The way he was so suave with women she really never would have guessed. Some men must be really good at hiding it.




She woke up with the iPad laying on her chest. It was dark outside and she thought she heard a noise downstairs. Maybe Jackson was back from his date.




Grinning, she thought about Javier. He was so incredibly gay. But sexy too. They both were. She wondered if they’d hooked up. The thought of Javier sucking Jackson’s cock turned her on and a subtle warmth began to build between her legs. Many a night she’d touched herself thinking about being with Jackson and now she ran a finger lightly across her moistening slit, imagining him with the hot Latino. She circled her clit, gathering moisture from between her folds then going back to the swollen bundle of nerves, flicking her finger deftly across it.




Then another noise came from downstairs. She was sure she heard it this time. It must be Jackson. She decided to go check it out; maybe she could tease some more information out of him about Javier.




Outside her room, she went to the edge of the landing that overlooked the living room where the TV was. It was dark except for the light from the television. The sound was turned down low.




And then she saw it.




The unmistakable rhythmic motion of someone’s head bobbing up and down. It was too dark to really see who it was but there was only one reasonable explanation. Javier was finally getting Jackson’s cock. Her pussy quivered at the thought of them, so close, pleasuring each other.




If she didn’t get a closer look she’d be kicking herself later, so very quietly, she tip-toed over to the stairs and started her way down, careful to miss the steps that squeaked, something she’d nearly perfected in her rebellious teenage years when she snuck out every other night.




There was a large plant near the couch that she very slowly moved herself behind, crouching down to hide herself behind the pot. Now she had the perfect view of the two men. Jackson was sitting on the couch, his head back, shirt off, and pants down around his ankles. Javier was completely naked, his muscled body kneeling on the ground between Jackson’s legs, with his mouth wrapped tightly around her step-dad’s cock, sucking him hard and fast.




The sight of the two men together sent her hand immediately down between her legs, under her loose cotton shorts and panties and into her pussy. She was still wet from fantasizing about this exact situation just moments before and now here it was in front of her. Her fingers slipped easily between her wet lips, and she started fucking herself, one hand over her mouth to stifle any noises.




Jackson was making small moans himself, obviously trying to not make too much noise. His hand gripped tightly around the man’s head, pushing his cock deeper into his mouth.




Javier wasn’t trying as hard to be quiet, and in addition to the slurping noises, enthusiastic moans escaped from his mouth onto Jackson’s cock.




Her pussy throbbed and quivered as she fingered it. An orgasm already threatened to explode deep inside her. Her step-dad having his cock sucked by another man was the sexiest thing she could imagine. Except, maybe, if she joined in. That thought was enough to send her into ecstasy and as her fingers plunged deep inside, her thumb skipping back and forth over her sensitive clit, she came hard, juices dripping freely out of her slit.




The feeling was so powerful, and her legs were so tired from crouching down, that she almost fell over. Instinctively, she grabbed the edge of the potted plant but it wasn’t anchored to the ground and the large plant toppled over, landing next her.




Fuck.




“What the hell, who’s there?” she heard Jackson say as she scrambled to her feet.




Her heart was racing. Should she just run away? No, that was stupid, they were the ones doing something wrong, not her. Before she even knew what she was doing she reached her hand out, still wet from her juices, and flipped the light on.




The two men stared at her, their faces full of fear. Javier brought Jackson’s cock out of his mouth but he was still kneeling on the ground between his legs, frozen. Seeing them afraid gave her courage and she said, “What the hell is going on here?”




“Lilly!” Jackson said, pushing Javier back and fumbling with his pants trying to pull them up over his erect cock, still dripping with saliva.




She started walking towards the two, hands on her hips, ready to take control of the situation. “Wow, wait until Mother finds out you’re gay.” Right next to them now.




“I’m not gay, I’m bi.” Jackson still was trying to stuff himself back into his pants. His cock was nice and large, just like she’d always imagined it.




Javier’s was nice also and his muscular body complimented it well. The worried look on his face was cute, like a child just caught trying to raid the cookie jar. “Ay, dios mio,” he said, looking from her to Jackson then back to her. “We weren’t doing nothing, Mommy.”




She pointed to his hard cock, “If that’s nothing, Javier, I’d love to see what something is.” She reached her hand out and ruffled his hair, grinning, and that seemed to relax him, just a little.




“Lilly,” Jackson said, standing up, finally buttoning his pants, his hard cock still visible through the material. “Listen, you can’t tell your Mother about this. She’ll kill me. Worse, we’ll probably get a divorce. You don’t want that do you?”




She feigned anger, tightening her mouth, shaking her head, but inwardly, this sudden surge of power was exhilarating. “I don’t want to tell Mother,” she said.




Jackson nodded quickly, his eyes softening.




“But,” she said, “I will if I have to.”




“What do you mean, Mommy?” Javier stood up next to Jackson now, his arm around his waist. They did make a cute couple.




What could she get out of this? The possibilities ran through her brain, trying to figure out how to maximize this little windfall. The wetness between her legs, and the euphoria still left over from the monster orgasm she just had drove her to say, “Well, first of all I want you to finish what you started. And I’m going to watch.”




Jackson coughed, almost choked. “What? That’s out of the question.”




“Fine.” She turned and started walking away from them.




“Mommy,” Javier said from behind them, his voice almost frantic. “Wait.”




She stopped and turned back to them.




Javier was saying something in Jackson’s ear and Jackson was just shaking his head. “No. Come on, it’s crazy. We’re just going to make it worse.”




“This,” she said, “isn’t a problem unless we make it one. It could even turn out really nice for all of us.” She smiled at them, really hoping they agreed. The idea of getting between these two sexy men was become more and more appealing by the second.




“So let me get this straight,” Jackson said. “You’re saying if we let you watch while Javier gives me head, then you won’t tell your Mother.”




Lilly nodded, shrugging.




“And,” he continued, “why do you want to see that.”




“Because it’s fucking sexy as hell.”




Javier laughed. “You’re right about that Mommy.” He grabbed at Jackson crotch. “Come on, baby. It might be fun.” Javier’s cock started to harden again. He was obviously turned on by the idea too, and her pussy started to tingle seeing him get aroused again.




Jackson sighed. “Fine.” He collapsed back down on the couch, shaking his head.




Javier got down on his knees in between Jackson’s legs and started to pull at his pants.




Lilly sat down on the couch next to her step-father and her eyes widened as his pants came down to reveal his stiffening dick. She shifted her hips and got closer, her leg touching his.




Jackson had his eyes closed, maybe too afraid to face the situation, knowing he was just digging the hole deeper. But what could he do? Lilly started to feel bad as she looked at the pained expression on his face. She definitely didn’t want to cause him any grief but she was in it now. Suddenly his mouth opened and he gasped.




Lilly looked down to see Javier’s mouth open, his tongue out and licking the head of the hard cock while his hand gently stroked the shaft. He worked his tongue down to the bottom of Jackson’s dick, then cupped his balls in his hand and took each one his mouth, sucking them gently.




Smalls moans started to come from Jackson’s mouth. He obviously wasn’t that distraught and the guilt she’d just been experiencing started to dissipate as Javier gave her a lesson in dick sucking.




The way he worked his mouth over the head, his lips wrapped tightly around Jackson’s crown, seemed to be sending her step-dad into a frenzy.




Jackson reached his hand out and took a fistful of Javier’s dark hair, pushing his head down.




Javier opened his mouth wide, put his hands on Jackson’s muscular thighs, and let him force his head down onto the huge cock.




Jackson drove his cock deep inside his mouth. It had to be going into the man’s throat. The gurgling sounds seemed to confirm it.




The heat between Lilly’s legs was growing to the point where she just had to do something about it. Quietly, she slipped her hand down into her shorts and started to rub her swollen clitoris, letting smalls moans out between her soft lips.




Jackson’s breathing quickened. It looked like he might come at any moment.




“Wait,” she said.




Javier took Jackson’s cock out of his mouth and looked at her. A thin line of saliva streamed from his mouth to the tip. “What is it Mommy?” he said, wiping the spit off his chin.




“I want to try.” She looked at Jackson.




He opened his eyes and stared at her.




She had no idea what he was thinking but she did know that she had to have his beautiful cock in her mouth.




Finally, he closed his eyes again, leaned his head back against the couch and said, “Fine.”




Javier moved away to make space for her and she got down on her knees, putting her hands on Jackson’s thighs, looking at his glistening cock. She took a deep breath then grasped it in her hand, slowly stroking it up and down. It was so warm and slippery in her fist. 




Slowly, she moved her head down until it was right in front of her face, and she put her lips to it, kissing it lightly then running the tip of her tongue gently over the sensitive area under the head.




Jackson sighed and brought his hand down over her hair.




“Oh Mommy, I think he likes that.” Javier put his hand on her shoulder, standing next to her to get a good view.




Lilly reached her hand up and grabbed the thick Latino cock with her free hand squeezing it, pulling him closer.




Lilly slid her hand up and down Jackson’s cock then brought her head up and wrapped her lips around Javier’s tip, tounging him while she looked up to his face.




“Ay, Mommy. You gonna turn me straight.”




She moaned and her pussy gushed into her panties as she took Javier’s full length into her mouth, still working Jackson’s vein with her hand. Pleasing both these sexy men was making her eager to fuck. Switching back over to Jackson’s cock now, giving him all her attention.




Javier pulled himself away then suddenly she felt his hand between her legs, working his fingers under her shorts.




A loud moan escaped onto her step-dad’s cock as she lifted her hips up, trying to give Javier better access. That helped because then he just pulled her shorts and panties down and carefully got them off over her feet, all while she kept sucking and licking.




Then his fingers were inside her and she moaned, spreading her legs wide, letting this sexy gay man finger-fuck her pussy. He must have been with women before because he definitely knew what he was doing. Soon he was rubbing her clitoris, stroking her most sensitive spot, sending jolts of pleasure deep into her body.




Jackson was sighing and groaning, pushing her head down hard onto his cock, helping himself to his step-daughter’s throat, all of his apprehension lost in passion.




Javier plunged his fingers deep inside her and she brought her mouth up off the cock for just a moment, letting out a primal moan for him.




“You like that Mommy?”




“Mmm, yes.” She continued to work her hand up and down Jackson’s cock.




Jackson opened his eyes now and looked at her, grinning. “You want Javier to fuck you?”




She bit her lip and nodded, breathing hard, reeling against the latino’s expert hand.




“You don’t have to tell me twice,” Javier said. He got down on his knees behind her and she stuck her ass out for him. “She got a tight little ass too. But, I’m gonna take her little pussy first. It ain’t everyday I get to fuck a woman.” He laughed.




She looked back at him. “Fuck me. Make me come.”




“Yes, mommy.” He put his hand on his hip and guided his cock up to her opening, pressing until his head penetrated her but just holding it there, not going all the way in.




She moaned and squeezed Jackson’s leg. “Please fuck me.”




“Okay, mommy.” Javier plunged his hard dick into her pussy, burying himself up to his balls, grabbing her hips while he banged her. “Damn, this ain’t too bad.”




 The muscles in her pussy squeezed tight around his cock, drawing him in, wanting him to fuck her as hard as he could, to make her come. She brought Jackson’s cock back into her mouth.




Javier’s increased his pace, the sound of his hairless thighs slapping against Lilly’s bare ass was loud and violent.




With her step-dad’s cock filling her mouth, doing her best to give him a good blow job, she moaned and became distracted at the feeling of the dick filling her up. “Oh fuck,” she said. “I’m going to come.” She furiously stroked Jackson’s slick cock, spreading her legs wide for the Latino’s manhood. Then the orgasm came and her body bucked and wriggled against him, she reveled at the rush of warmth washing through her being.




Then Javier groaned and pulled out of her, quickly hurrying around her with his fist wrapped tightly around his cock. He jumped up on the couch and aimed himself at Jackson’s open mouth, letting his huge load explode. Ropes of white semen shot out at Jackson’s face, some landing in his mouth, some on his upper lip and the last spurt on his chin. Javier fisted his cock up and down, making sure to get every last drop out. Finally, he was finished and Jackson licked the remaining bit of semen from the tip of his cock, smirking at him, then using his finger he cleaned the come off his face, bringing it onto his tongue. The two kissed each other passionately then and Lilly watched in fascination.




She still had Jackson’s cock in her hand and was absently stroking it. “Will you fuck me, Daddy?”




He looked at her, smiling and shaking his head. “You know I hate it when you call me that, but somehow it’s actually turning me on now.”




She bit her lip then stuck her tongue out to the tip of his engorged dick, making eye contact the whole time.




“I’m in so much trouble,” he said.




“Yeah,” Javier said, sitting down next to him, “but it’s worth it.”




The two men looked at her, grinning.




She sat down between them, spreading her legs so that one rested on each of the men, then turning to look up at Jackson, she said, “Please fuck me? I need you inside me.”




Javier said, “Damn, don’t leave her waiting Papi.”




Jackson laughed and stood up, his cock still hard as steel since he was the only one that hadn’t come yet. His muscled chest glistened with sweat. Leaning over her, supporting himself on the back of the couch, he brought his cock to her folds, brushing his crown across her wet slit, then bringing his mouth to her’s for a kiss.




Lilly pushed her tongue far into his mouth, tasting the salty remnants of Javier’s cum, then grabbed his cock and guided it into her.




Pressing his hips forward, he buried his shaft all the way to the balls, slowly pulling it out before slamming it home again.




She squealed at the sudden force he applied to her aching pussy. “Oh my god,” she said, the words coming out slow and stilted.




“You like that, don’t you?” There was a new look on his face, one she’d never seen before; the look of a man dominating a woman and loving it. He rammed his dick hard into her, again and again, the soft head butting against her cervix, making her moan with every stroke.




Javier brought his face between them and started licking her nipples while he stroked his own cock.




Lilly ran her hand through the Latino’s hair and reached the other up to touch Jackson’s hard chest. “Oh fuck,” she screamed. The orgasm swept through her fast, taking her by surprise. “I’m coming, oh shit, I’m coming so hard.”




Jackson didn’t let up, but fucked her even harder. His balls slapping against her ass each time his cock split her tight pussy.




Her young body writhed and squirmed beneath him. “Come for me Daddy. I want to feel your come in me.” She ran her hand down his washboard abs, spreading her legs as far as she could for his mammoth rod.




Then his face wrenched and he threw his head back, letting loose a low guttural moan.




Lilly felt his cock explode deep inside, the warm fluid filling up her fertile womb, causing her to orgasm once more at the idea of her Mother’s rich, sexy husband spilling his seed inside her.




Jackson finally collapsed down onto her, their chests heaving back and forth against one another, both of them exhausted from the passionate effort.

***

Over the next month, the three of them became close friends and even closer lovers. The boys realized just how much they liked fucking her; almost as much as they liked fucking each other. It puzzled her mother that Jackson was suddenly spending so much time with Lilly but it also provided the perfect cover for his relationship with Javier. They told her Javier was investing in her designs. He was helping her after all, they both were, but the money actually came from Jackson.




And another surprise came too. After that first passionate night where Jackson came inside her, he’d been careful ever since to pull out. But apparently once was one time too many. When the pregnancy test came back positive and she told the boys over dinner, trying to fight back tears, their reaction took her by surprise. They jumped up and hugged each other, laughing, then enveloped her in a three-way embrace. They cried and laughed and made love all night. Javier and Lilly started brainstorming ideas for a new line of baby clothes while Jackson came up with names. It was the beginning of a happy, profitable and decidedly unconventional taboo relationship.


Teasing Daddy




Alice went downstairs, carrying a towel and her razor. She liked using the master bathroom to shave because it had a huge tub. Soon she’d be off at college, living in the dorm and she’d probably have to make do with shaving in a community shower or something. She might as well get the most out of all the comforts of home while she was here.

The door to her mom and step-dad’s room was open and she could hear the tv on so she just walked in without knocking. Chuck, her step-dad was laying on the bed watching football. He looked up when she walked in.

“Do you mind if I use your bath?” Alice said.

“Go for it. Mi casa es su casa.” He smiled at her then went back to watching tv.

She went into the bathroom and stole a quick glance at Chuck before closing the door. He and her mom had been married for five years but Alice wasn’t sure how much longer it would last. They fought all the time. They hadn’t even slept in the same room together for months now. It was too bad because he was a nice guy. Not like her mom, the mega-bitch from hell.

The bathroom was huge. Alice loved being in there, pretending to be the woman of the house. She turned the hot water on in the tub, took her clothes off and looked at her naked body in the mirror while she waited for the bath to fill.

Her breasts weren’t that big but they were perky and she liked them. Besides, guys liked perky tits didn’t they? She still hadn’t been all the way with a boy and she desperately wanted to check that off her list before going off to college.

She heard Chuck yell something at the tv. He really liked his football. What would he think of her perky, young breasts? Surely he would like them. Her mom was overweight and she knew they hadn’t had sex in years. 

Alice cupped her breasts and closed her eyes, imagining Chuck was the one touching her. Her nipples hardened and she pinched them between her fingers. The bathroom started to steam up from the hot water and a thin layer of fog covered the mirror. She wiped away a small area, enough to see her face, and then pushed her tongue out and pretended to french kiss Chuck while she fondled her breasts. He was probably an excellent kisser. She’d had a huge crush on him ever since he moved in with them.

When the tub was full she crept in gingerly, the water almost too hot against her naked skin. Chuck’s team must have scored a touchdown because she heard him yell something in celebration. 

Maybe he would forget she was in here and just walk in. She would feign surprise, then perhaps stand up in the tub, so he could see her young body. Oh, Chuck, did you need to use the bathroom? Don’t mind me. Well, since you’re here, would you mind washing my back for me? It’s so hard to reach back there. She might splash him playfully. Oh, sorry, you’re all wet now. Better take that shirt off. 

That would be so amazing. He had such an nice body for an older man and losing her virginity to him would be a dream come true. She reached under the water between her legs and cupped her pussy. It tingled at the thought of Chuck putting his hard cock there. What if he was too big for her? She could take it she thought. Even if it hurt a little, it would be worth it. Maybe he would even like her young pussy so much he would leave her mom the she-devil and they could run away together.

She slipped two fingers inside herself and a small moan escaped her lips. “Oh, Chuck,” she whispered. “Do  you like my tight pussy? Do you want to fuck me?”

She heard Chuck yell, “Yes!” from the bedroom and she grinned. His team must have scored again. It made her even hornier knowing he was right next door while she fingered herself. She should just run out there right now, still wet from the bath, and jump on him. What would he do?

Her clitoris throbbed and ached. The pressure had to be released. While she fucked her wet pussy with her index and middle fingers, reaching deep inside, she used her other hand to rub the tight bundle of nerves, working it furiously now. “Mmm, Chuck. You feel so good inside me.” She pushed her fingers in deeper, knowing his cock would be so perfect there.

She moaned much louder now as her fingers pushed her over the edge to orgasm, her whole body tensed and her legs twitched in pleasure as that familiar feeling of pure bliss enveloped her entire being. After it was over, her arms lay limp at her sides, and she sighed, a faint smile creeped onto her lips.

A knock on the door made her kick her feet and turn towards it.

“Alice?” It was Chuck. “Are you okay? I thought I heard you say something.”

“Yeah, I’m fine.” Her voice sounded girlish to her now and she was suddenly self-conscious of it. “Do you need to use the bathroom? You can come in, I don’t mind.” That was probably too much.

“No, I was just making sure you were okay. I don’t want you drowning in there.”

“I’m fine. I’ll be out soon. Thanks for checking on me.”

It was so sweet that he was worried about her. He really was a nice guy.

She sat on the edge of the tub, shaving her legs, imagining how it would be if Chuck took her away. They could get married and have kids and she would cook for him, and make the house perfect and he would love her for it. After she’d shaved the soft skin on her inner thighs, up to her bikini line, she wondered what it would be like to just shave it all. A Brazilian is what they called it. She’d her some girls talking about in the gym locker room at school once. Lots of women did it apparently.

When she finished shaving it she ran her fingers over the soft skin of her lips. She liked how smooth it was and she could see why women shaved it all. Too bad she didn’t have someone to show her freshly shaved pussy to.

“Oh, come on!” Chuck yelled at the tv again.

He would probably enjoy her bald cunt. Her heart pounded in her chest at the thought of him seeing her and the heat between her thighs started to rise again. But how could she do it? It didn’t seem right to just walk in there and open her towel to him. That’s something an immature girl would do. And it was crossing a line she couldn’t come back from. She needed something more subtle, more seductive. Something a mature woman would do.

Alice wrapped her towel around her torso and looked in the mirror. The bottom of it barely covered her ass. Her pussy was getting wet again. She’d have to take care of that soon. But first, she gathered her clothes up in her hand and walked into the bedroom.

Chuck was still laying on the bed watching the tv. He didn’t look up at her.

“How’s the game?”

“Pretty good. We’re winning.” He still didn’t look at her.

She walked up close to the tv, pretending to check out the score. There was no way he could avoid looking at her now and she turned back to him.

“I thought I might cook some dinner tonight. How does that sound?”

Now he looked at her. Her heart was beating so fast now she was sure he could see the vain in her neck pulsing. “Yeah, that sounds good.” He smiled and went back to the tv.

“Ok, cool.” She turned to leave the bedroom. It was now or never. Come on Alice. It’s the perfect chance. She let her underwear fall out of her hand and it lay there on the floor. “Whoops.” Then slowly she bent over at the waist, with her ass facing Chuck, her legs spread shoulder width apart, making sure the towel rode up high enough to not block his view. Was he looking? She didn’t dare turn back around to see. She reached for the lacy underwear and then she heard Chuck make a coughing sound like he was choking on something. Jackpot! She grabbed the thong and slowly stood back up. Her pussy was dripping now.

“See you later,” Alice said. When she looked back at him, his gaze was fixed to the tv, eyes wide, and his face was almost the same color as the red uniform his football team wore. And he moved his arm suddenly over his crotch to cover the rising material of his shorts. Wow, he really did like what he saw then. She sauntered out of the room, grinning.

Back upstairs she masturbated again, imagining Chuck kissing her and fucking her and afterwards she lay in bed, smiling and spooning her pillow as if it were him lying there with her.

***

The next weekend Chuck was on the back porch lifting weights and Alice was inside watching tv, wondering whether or not she should go out there. Her mom was in the kitchen banging around so she didn’t want to try anything too scandalous.

Since she’d gotten such a good reaction from him after her little bending-over tactic, Alice had taken to dressing as skimpy as she thought she could get away with, walking around the house in just a bra and some cotton shorts that barely covered her ass, or sometimes just a pair of panties and a white t-shirt so that you could see the outline of her nipples through the thin material. 

She would make a point of brushing up against him when she walked by, or touch his hand and make eye contact at the dinner table when he passed her a dish. He seemed to be acting much more cautious around her. Maybe even nervous, she thought. But he also didn’t seem to mind the extra attention. She masturbated even more frequently now, thinking of him inside her while she touched herself.

Standing in front of the window, she watched him sweating, and grunting as he pushed the bar up over his head. There was so much weight on the bar she had no idea how he was lifting it. He wasn’t wearing a shirt and his muscles rippled beneath his tanned skin as he worked them.

“Alice!” Her mother yelled from the kitchen.

“What?” She yelled back.

“Come in here. I need to talk to you.”

She sighed and trudged to the kitchen to see what she wanted.

“Look at this mess.” Her mother pointed at the sink. There was a single bowl there.

“What mess?”

“Don’t talk back to me. You may be eighteen but I will slap you silly if you talk back to me.”

Alice rolled her eyes.

“I’m going out shopping and I want you to clean the house while I’m gone. This place is a sty.”

“Ok, no problem.” This was perfect. With her mother gone and Chuck all sweaty out on the back porch she could go flirt with him all she wanted.

“I mean it. I want this place spotless.”

She didn’t even mind the extra chores and her mind was racing now at what she should do.

“Are you listening to me?”

“Yes, mom. I heard you. Spotless.”




Dressed in her royal blue bikini, she strolled out the back door carrying a beach towel and a bottle of tanning oil. Chuck was sitting on the bench doing barbell curls and he looked up at her and smiled when she came out.

“My mom just left to go shopping,” she said.

“Okay.” He was breathing hard.

“I’m going to get a little sun. Do you mind if I lay here?”

“Go for it.”

She spread her towel out in the grass near him, then sat down and started oiling herself down. The sun was high in the sky and there weren’t any clouds–perfect weather for tanning. And other things, hopefully.

She rubbed the oil onto her arms first, then over her shoulders and her chest, working her fingers over her firm breasts. The top she was wearing didn’t cover much and she felt sexy in it. She looked up at him as she rubbed the oil onto her tits. He was looking down at the ground, straining as he did his reps, not paying attention to the show she was putting on just for him.

She spread her legs in front of him and brought her knees up, giving him a nice view of her crotch. If this wasn’t enough to make him notice, well then maybe he was just gay or something. That wouldn’t be all bad. She’d always wanted a gay friend.

Rubbing the oil onto the inside of her thighs now, she said, “That looks hard,” wanting him to look at her.

He finished his set and let the dumbbell drop to the ground and then looked up at her. His eyes went straight to her pussy then darted away quickly. “It’s not too bad. You get used to it.”

She felt herself getting wet and she wondered if it showed through the blue material of the bikini. “Yeah, but most guys my age probably couldn’t lift as much weight as you.”

He laughed. “That is probably true. I do have that old man strength going for me.”

“I don’t think you’re an old man.”

“Well, me neither. It’s just an expression.”

“Oh,” she said. Not sure what to do now that she had his attention.

“Are you sure you have enough oil?” He smiled at her.

She looked down at her legs. They were all greasy now. She hadn’t been paying attention and had put way more than she’d meant to. Damn it. Whatever. She could just play it off. “I like a lot of oil.”

“Don’t use too much. It’s like cooking your skin. You don’t want to get skin cancer.”

“I won’t get cancer.”

“Ah, youthful optimism. I remember those days.”

“I’m not that young anymore you know. I’m going off to college soon. You probably won’t see much of me after I leave.”

“You’re not going to come back to visit me?”

“No, I mean I’ll visit. But who knows how often. I’m sure I’ll have lots of parties and stuff to go to. And finals or whatever. But on holidays I’ll come visit.”

He laughed again.

“Chuck?” she said.

“Yeah?”

“Would you mind putting oil on my back? I can’t reach it.”

“Um, I guess so.”

“I won’t bite, I promise.”

He shrugged and came and stood over her.

She wanted to rip his shorts down and put his cock in her mouth so bad. She resisted the temptation, and flipped over on her belly, then untied her bathing suit so he could put oil there. Her inner thighs tingled, and her pussy ached. She’d have to go take care of herself soon.

He knelt down beside her and squirted oil onto her back. It was warm and sticky. She wondered if that’s what it would feel like if he came on her.

His hands were on her back now, rubbing the oil in. They were so strong. He was doing it slow and hard like a massage. She sighed and enjoyed her step-dad touching her. “That feels good,” she said. “It’s like a massage.”

“It’s not too hard?”

“No, I like it hard.”

Then he finished her back and went over to his bench. She watched him has he walked and there was no mistaking the outline of his erect cock through his shorts when he turned around to face her with another weight in his hand.

Very slowly, she crept the hand that was farthest from him, on the other side of her body, underneath her hips, careful not to move so quickly that he would see her. He was doing some kind of squat thing now and not watching her. She slipped her fingers inside the bottoms of her bathing suit and into her moist sex. They slid right in from all her wetness. She moaned softly has she fingered herself, Chuck only ten feet away, grunting as he worked out.

He put the weight down and sat down and looked over at her. She stopped fingering herself but didn’t dare move her hand. She didn’t think he could see where her hand was from his angle but if she moved it out it would probably be obvious.

“Where did your mom say she was going again?”

“I don’t know. Shopping or something. She won’t be back for a while I don’t think.” Enough time for you to lay down here with me and fuck my virgin pussy. She wanted to say that but it would probably scare him off. He did seem more relaxed around her though. “Are you done working out?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Why don’t you let me give you a massage. It’s good for your muscles after a workout.”

“I don’t if that’s a good idea, Alice.”

“Sure it is. Come on, It’ll be good. I promise.”

“That’s not what I’m worried about. I don’t think your mother would approve.”

“She’s not even here. And she’s a bitch anyway. Who cares what she thinks.”

He laughed again. “Ok, why not?” He came over to the blanket. 

She got up on her knees to make room for him to lay there, but she forgot that her top was untied and it stayed there on the towel as she got up. Chuck got a full view of her breasts. “Whoops,” she said, taking her time picking it up and putting it back on.

His face turned a little red but he kept looking at her, not staring, just pretending like it was normal to be hanging out here in the grass with his step-daughter and her bare tits hanging out. “Should I lay on my back or my stomach?”

“Lay on your stomach first.”

He laid down and she squirted oil onto his back. Was it too much to sit on him? She didn’t care. He didn’t seem to mind when she threw her leg over and planted herself on top of his ass. It was so muscular. Much more so than she thought it would be.

She leaned forward and pressed her weight onto her hands in the muscles on his back. “Wow, your back is really tight. You should get massages more often.”

“Yeah? I’ve been a little stressed lately I guess.”

“Stress is bad for you, you know. It could shorten your life. You should find some more outlets for stress-relief.” Like putting your hard cock in my mouth.

He didn’t say anything. She knew he wasn’t one to complain about stuff but it had to be hard for him living with the mega-bitch, a.k.a. her mother. She wished she could do something for him to make him happy.

His back was starting to loosen up some as she rubbed it. And her pussy was sopping wet now because as she massaged his back she was also grinding her clit into his firm ass and that alone was getting her worked up to the point that if she continued like that she could probably make herself come. It never took her long to orgasm, and sitting here on Chuck, rubbing the oil into his cut muscular back was making her extremely horny.

“That feels good,” he said.

You have no idea Chuck. “Good, I’m glad. I’m going to do your legs now.”

She backed down his legs, put her knees down on either side of them and started to work on the back of his calves. They were like heavy sandbags. 

Working her way up the leg, at his hamstring now, she rubbed her pussy down hard on his calf and she had to stop herself from moaning out loud. Could he feel her on his leg? He must be able to. She rubbed herself gently on his leg now, moving her hips to the same rhythm as her hands so it was possible that he could convince himself she wasn’t doing it on purpose. But maybe she wanted him to think it was on purpose. She wasn’t sure.

“Open your legs a little,” she said. “I need to do the inside of your thighs.” She got off him for a second so he could move his legs and after he’d spread them she started squeezing the inside of his leg, moving slowly up them, pulling his shorts up as she went. She wanted to just rip them down right there. It would be so easy too. She could just pull them down and throw them over the fence and then what could he do. It took all her willpower to not do it. 

She continued massaging the inside of his leg with one hand, and with the other she lifted the bottom of his shorts up, very carefully, and bent her head down low to look inside. And there was the head of his cock, pointed down towards her, only inches away from hand. The purplish smooth head was engorged and it looked so pretty there. She wanted to take it in her mouth but she would settle for touching it.

She inched her fingers towards it as she massaged, then quickly, she brushed her oiled hand over it. Chuck twitched underneath her but then was perfectly still. He didn’t say anything but he didn’t run away either. That had to be a good sign. Maybe she could rub it now. With her other hand she reached down into her bikini and found her throbbing clitoris. Then she went back to rubbing his leg, closer to his cock now that she knew exactly where it was.

She was about to grab it again when she heard the familiar sound of her mom’s SUV pulling up in the driveway.

“Oh shit,” Chuck said.

Alice got up and he jumped up off the ground, looking around, the bulge in his pants impossible to hide now. She collected the blanket and the oil and said, “I gotta go clean the house.”

“Yeah, ok, um…” It was obvious to both of them that his dick was rock hard and pointing straight at her but he had nothing to cover it with. “I think I have some things I need to do to.”

“Ok, see you later,” she blurted and ran up to her room just before her mom walked through the front door.

***



Chuck seemed like he was avoiding her all the next week. He spent lots of time out in the garage or if he wasn’t out there he would just take off in his truck without telling anyone where he was going and didn’t come back for hours.

Friday afternoon Alice was in her room watching porn on her laptop. Her idea was to watch it and hopefully pick up some pointers so she wouldn’t seem like a total noob the first time she got with a guy.

She especially liked the blow job scenes and paid close attention to how the girls held their mouths and what they did with their hands–usually working it up and down the shaft or sometimes cupping the balls. This video she was watching now had a younger girl–blonde like her–sucking the cock of an older man. She imagined it was her and Chuck as her hand moved down into her shorts and found the wetness starting to build between her legs.

Then her mother’s piercing voice yelled up the stairs, interrupting her. “Alice! Come down here.”

She sighed and closed the browser. Her mother was really getting on her nerves lately and she’d been fighting with Chuck even more than usual. They should just get a divorce already and get it over with.

Downstairs, her mother came out of her bedroom pulling a large suitcase behind her.

“Where are you going?”

“I have to get out of this house for the weekend. It’s driving me crazy. I left a list of chores I want you to do while I’m gone.”

“Ok.” She did her best to hide her excitement at the thought of having a whole weekend alone with Chuck.

“And don’t invite anyone over to the house.”

“Fine.”

“I mean it.”

“I said ok, mother. I won’t invite anybody over.” She didn’t want anyone there getting in the way of her and Chuck anyway.

“I’ll be back Sunday. Don’t forget your chores.” And she left without even hugging Alice.




It was 3 o’clock; Chuck would be home from work in a couple hours and she wanted to make dinner for him.

She texted him: ‘Mom went out of town. I thought I would make some steaks for us. Sound good?’

Almost immediately the little bubble popped up saying he was typing a reply. But then it stopped and no message came. What was he thinking about? She stood there watching the phone for what seemed like forever. When she finally put the phone down and walked away to start getting things ready, it vibrated and she darted back over to it. His reply came: ‘Ok’

She smiled and clutched the phone to her chest, taking a moment to let her imagination run wild with the possibilities. Then she tore through the house, cleaning everything for Chuck. A man should be able to come home to a nice meal and a clean home… and a loving woman.

When she’d finished cleaning and making sure they had everything to cook dinner, she took a bath and shaved her pussy all the way, but she didn’t masturbate because she wanted to save herself for him. After she got out of the tub she put on a cute little dress that made her boobs look nice. She looked in the mirror; her nipples were hard and you could clearly see them through the dress. You could see her panty line through the thin material and she decided to just take them off. The air felt nice against her bare sex. Satisfied, she went to go start dinner. Chuck would be home any moment.




When she heard the rumble of his truck in the driveway her heart started to quicken in her chest and she was suddenly having second thoughts. What if she were making too much out of this. Maybe he had no interest in her and nothing would happen between them and it would be painfully obvious that she was trying to come onto him by dressing up and cooking steaks, trying to play house like a little girl. She considered if she should run upstairs real fast and change into something more casual.

Relax. Just play it cool and see what happens. She took a deep breath, got a beer from the fridge and went to the front door to meet him as he came in.

She handed him the beer when he got inside. “Hey, how was work?”

 “It was fine.” He took the bottle and looked at her dress. “You look nice.”

“Oh, thanks. Dinner will be ready in about 20 minutes.”

“Ok, I’m going to take a shower then.”




They ate together and chatted like normal. He told her about what was going on at work and she listened intently, happy to be hearing about his life.

After dinner, he told her the food was amazing and that he would do the dishes. The cook never cleans, he said. She said fine but that she would help him. And then they were standing next to each other in front of the sink full of soapy water, standing so close that she could smell the sweet, familiar smell of his aftershave. It had been the same brand for years, and she’d always loved the smell of it.

He’d wash something then hand it to her to rinse and dry. They cracked jokes the whole time and they finished the few dishes quickly. He was such a nice man. It was a shame her mom was so much of a bitch to him. If Chuck were her husband she would do everything she could to make him happy.

After they’d dried all the dishes and put them away she asked him if he wanted to watch a movie.

“Sure, why not.” He was in a good mood and it was nice to see him like that.




They sat down on the couch together, not so close that they were touching but not on the opposite sides either. He found some action flick he wanted to see. She didn’t care what it was as long as she got to sit near him in the dark.

During the movie, her mind wandered to her recurring fantasy of putting his cock in her mouth, and she felt herself starting to get wet at the thought of it. She was sitting with her legs up on the couch, indian-style, and she thought how easy it would be to just let her dress ride up some accidentally and since she wasn’t wearing any panties he could get a nice shot of her freshly shaved pussy if he happened to look down.

But then she got an even better idea and took a chance on it.

“It’s cold in here,” she said, then moved right next to him, nuzzled her face on his shoulder, and grabbed his arm and put it around her. He didn’t resist but she felt his body tighten next to her. They stayed like that for several minutes, completely rigid, and then she laid her hand gently on his thigh. No reaction. She’d half expected him to jump up off the couch or yell at her or something.

After a while she felt his body loosen some so she decided to push it even further and slowly moved the palm of her hand around on his leg as though she were petting a delicate kitten.

Then his hand that was around her started to do the same thing to her shoulder. The warmth between her legs grew hotter and she kept petting his leg but she didn’t dare move her body, not wanting to upset the delicate balance they seemed to have achieved.

She squeezed his leg now, and he squeezed her shoulder in response. It was dark, but from the light of the tv she could see the bulge in his pants growing. His cock was getting hard for her and her tight cunt ached now, needing release.

He seemed to be letting her make the moves so if anything was going to happen she knew it was up to her to take what she wanted. It was probably an odd situation for him. His step-daughter who he’d help raise had turned into a hot young woman. But a man has needs after all. And so did she for that matter, as the throbbing between her thighs reminded her.

She pretended to yawn then moved her head down and rested it on his lap. His hard cock was right there against her cheek now! So close she could feel his heart pounding through his engorged dick. She stroked her hand up and down his leg and he did the same to her rib cage. Inching farther and farther up his leg with each stroke, she worked her hand up under his shorts, and gently rubbed her face against his throbbing dick.

Then she found his dick with her fingers and felt the soft spongey skin of his head.

He let out a long sigh and clutched at her side with his hand. Encouraged, she wrapped her small hand all the way around his cock and stroked it gently. His breathe quickened and his fingers dug into her ribs.

She had to have his cock in her mouth and she started to pull his shorts down but he grabbed them, stopping her.

“Fuck. We can’t do this, Alice.”

“Why not?” She was sat up and looked him in the eye. He was terrified.

“Because.” He seemed to be searching his mind for a good reason. “It’s not right.”

“Please, Chuck. I want you so bad. I won’t tell anyone, I promise.”

She tried to pull on his shorts again and this time he couldn’t offer any resistance. He just groaned as his dick leapt up when she pulled them down. Taking the huge swollen cock into her hand, she lowered her lips onto it and took it into her warm mouth, licking the head with her tongue.

“Oh my god,” he said and took her hair in his fist, guiding her head up and down.

The taste was new to her and she didn’t know what to compare it to. It was a little salty but in a good way and she decided that it tasted like sex. She made sure to keep her teeth out of the way and let her saliva drip down to give her hand plenty of lubrication as she stroked it.

She was starting to get into a good rhythm when he pulled her head up off of him. She was about to protest, thinking he was having second thoughts again, but then he snatched her up in his arms, effortlessly, and then laid her down on her back on the couch.

He lifted her dress up and stared at her pussy for a moment before stripping all his clothes off.

She pulled her dress up over her head and spread her legs waiting for him, the aching of her pussy almost unbearable now.

He got down in front of her then buried his tongue into her virgin cunt and she screamed out in pleasure.

“God, you taste so good,” he said. His tongue flicked over her clitoris now and she squirmed beneath him as he pleasured her hairless, wet pussy.

Then he got up and laid on her, kissing her hard.

She tasted her juices on him and felt his throbbing cock on the soft skin of her belly.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said. “Hard.”

He wrapped his arm behind her neck and then plunged himself deep into her tight, virgin cunt. All caution gone now as his instincts took over and he ravaged her over and over, burying his shaft up to the balls.

His cock was so huge, like nothing she’d ever experienced, and it hurt a little, but she welcomed the small amount of pain that came along with immense amount of pleasure. An orgasm was building deep within her womb and the walls of her tight pussy clutched at his cock as she moaned for him to pound her hard.

She came suddenly, clenching him, her whole body shaking beneath the huge man on top of her and she yelled out in ecstasy.

He moaned with her and then yelled as he pumped his hips hard into her and blew his hot load of come inside her fertile pussy.

She felt his warm, sticky seed fill her and she hugged him tight to her, wanting to experience all of him at once. To be in his heart, and with him completely.

He collapsed onto her and their hearts pounded against each other as they breathed heavily in unison.

They stayed like that for some time, still joined together, not saying anything to each other, neither one sure of what this meant or what the future would bring. So they laid there and enjoyed the moment, holding each other and letting all worries leave their minds.


Bridgett's Fertile Fantasy




Bridgett was at home by herself, bored again. It was summer vacation and she was back home from her first year at college. Her parents were at work and Brad, her step-brother, was out playing basketball. The boredom had become so strong she’d taken to cleaning the house when she got tired of watching daytime tv.

Right now she was doing everyone’s laundry. There were only so many soap-operas you could watch before it started to make you a little crazy she thought. She took her laundry basket half-full of dirty clothes from her room and went into Brad’s room. Clothes were strewn around everywhere on the floor. He was such a boy in some ways–not caring about how clean anything was. 

They were the same age and had pretty much grown up together. Her mom and his dad got married when they were both ten years old. At first they fought a lot but as time went on they became better friends and now they got along just fine. He was a nice guy. When she’d gone away to college and he stayed at home, she realized how close they’d grown over the years because of how much she missed him. 

He was so messy though. She went around his room collecting his clothes off the floor and putting them in the basket. She held up a pair of his underwear and looked at them. They were those boxer-brief things that were supposed to give a man support but let him have freedom too; that’s what the commercials said anyway. She tossed them into the basket.

Brad was really starting to become a man. When she came back home and hugged him for the first time she could tell that his muscles had grown quite a bit and his body had filled out. She couldn’t help but notice his ass had gotten nicer too from all the squats he did at the gym.

She picked up another pair of his underwear and was about to put them in the basket when she noticed something. Bridgett had been doing Brad’s laundry long enough to know what that hardened patch of fabric in his underwear was. When he would close his door during the day it was more likely than not he was pleasuring himself and when he finished he would find whatever piece of clothing was near him to come into. That was her theory anyway. 

She ran her finger over the dried patch of his sperm and felt a tingling between her legs. It was a shame to let all that go to waste. Ever since she’d been home there was some new dynamic between them that hadn’t been there before. Maybe it was hormones; she wasn’t really sure. Whatever it was it made them both nervous around each other.

After she finished collecting Brad’s clothes she took the basket down stairs and put a load in the washer. The towels in the dryer were almost finished so she decided to go out front and check the mail. A real exciting life she was leading here.

Their neighbor Carol was in the front yard with her kids and Bridgett waved at her. Carol waved back and in the brief moment she looked away her three year old took off running towards the street. Carol went after him and managed to grab him before he went out then scolded him in her stern mother voice. Bridgett couldn’t wait to have her own kids. It seemed like a lot of work but she could definitely manage it.

The mailbox was empty–not even any junk mail. Bridgett walked over to Carol. Her son Bridgett coming and ran up to her.

“Bwidgett!” he said.

She knelt down and held her arms out and he ran into her, wrapped his tiny arms around her and gave her the cutest little hug. She squeezed him tight and kissed him on the cheek.

“Hi, Max,” she said. “You’re getting so big.”

“So are you,” he said.

She laughed and stood up and said hi to Carol.

They made small talk while the kids played around them. Bridgett told Carol about how college was going and Carol talked about the kids mostly, how they were a handful but she wouldn’t trade anything in the world for them, and she rubbed her belly and smiled and said she had another one in the oven.

Bridgett squealed. “Oh my god! Congratulations. That’s such good news. How far along are you?”

“Four and a half months. Can you believe it? I told Tom maybe I should get on birth control after the last one but he said he wanted to keep having them. Isn’t that sweet? It’s a lot of work but when you see them smile at you it makes you forget all about it.”

“I’m so happy for you, Carol. Really. That’s wonderful. I can’t wait to have kids of my own.”

Someone honked behind them and they turned around. Brad’s pickup pulled into the driveway and he waved at them. They waved back.

Carol said, “Brad is really turning into quite the young man. He’s been babysitting the kids sometimes. They absolutely love him.”

“Yeah, he’s a good guy.”

Brad got out of the truck and the Max ran over to him.

“Bwad!”

“Hey buddy. How’s it going?” He picked him up and spun around a few times in the driveway then set him down and patted him on the head.

“Ladies,” he said to them and waved again then went inside.

“Ok,” Bridgett said. “It was nice talking to you. Let me know if you want me to watch the kids. I’m bored out of my mind this summer.”

Brad was in the kitchen chugging water.

“How was basketball?” she asked.

He finished the water he was drinking and put the glass in the sink. “It was good. I think I tweaked my neck a little though.”

“Oh no,” she said.

“It’s no big deal. I do need a shower though. I probably smell terrible.”

“I think you smell good.” She regretted saying it immediately. You smell good. Who says that to someone that just worked out?

“Yeah? Well, maybe your nose is broken.” He smiled at her. “It’s good having you back home Bridgett. It’s been quiet here since you’ve been gone.”

“It’s good to be here. I missed you.” She felt herself blushing now and looked away from him. “I’m going to fold some laundry. I put some of your clothes in the wash by the way.”

“Really? Thanks, you didn’t have to do that.”

“I know. I don’t mind. Your room is a mess though.”

Now his face started to turn red. “Yeah, I need to clean up a little,” he said. “Ok, well I’m going to jump in the shower.”

“Don’t use all the hot water. I’m going to get in after you.”

“Well you know what they say, ‘Save water, shower with a buddy.’” He smiled then went upstairs.

Bridgett went into the laundry room and took the towels out of the dryer and started folding them, thinking about what he would do if she went up there and got in with him. Obviously he was joking. They say there’s truth in every joke though. But what would he do? Laugh at her? Yell at her? Take her into his arms? She imagined what it would be like to kiss him and felt herself getting wet at the thought. 

She might have to go upstairs and find the vibrator she’d brought home with her. That was one thing she could reliably count on when she got too bored. But when Brad was home she wasn’t bored at all she realized.

After she finished folding the towels she took them upstairs. The shower was running in the bathroom and the door was open a crack. Did he leave it open for her? Maybe he just accidentally didn’t shut it all the way and it came open. Her heart started beating faster in her chest as she imagined herself going in there, stripping her clothes off and getting in with him.

Anyway, she might as well put the towels in there. They were clean after all. She crept up to the door and put her ear up to it. All she heard was the water running so she pushed it open a little and stuck her head in. The mirror was all steamed up.

“Brad? I have some clean towels here. I’m going to put them away ok?”

“That’s fine,” he said from the shower. “I’m almost finished.”

She pushed the door open all the way and went in. Her palms were getting sweaty against the towels in her hands and she wiped them off as she set the towels down on the counter.

The water in the shower went off and she stood there listening, not moving, knowing Brad’s hard naked body was just a couple feet away behind the thin vinyl curtain.

“Bridgett?” Brad said.

“Yeah?”

“Can you hand me a towel.”

“Sure.”

She picked up a towel and went to edge of the shower with it. Taking a chance, she positioned herself so that when she held the towel out into the shower for him she might get a peak at his body. This was too good of an opportunity to pass up. 

She opened the curtain a few inches and put the towel inside, but still with her head turned away. He didn’t take it.

“Here’s the towel,” she said. 

“Sorry I have soap in my eyes, I can’t see.”

She looked through the crack in the curtain at him. His hand was stretched out to her and his eyes were closed so she looked down at his naked body. And there was his dick, hard and pointed straight at her. She couldn’t believe how big it was and the sight of it made her forget what she was doing for a moment.

“Where’s the towel, Bridgett?”

His voice snapped her out of the trance. “Sorry, here.” She moved the towel to his hand and their fingers brushed against each other as he grabbed it. She took one last look at his beautiful cock as he wiped his eyes then she turned and started putting away the towels in the overhead cabinet. Her pussy was aching now and she had to take care of it soon.

The shower curtain opened behind her but she didn’t dare turn around and let him see how hot she was. Her face was probably bright red.

“That felt good,” he said. “Thanks for the towel.”

“Yeah sure.” Her hand was shaking and she dropped one of the towels as she tried to put it away.

She was going to kneel down and get it but Brad beat her to it.

“Here,” he said. “I can put these away.” He was right next to her now, with the towel wrapped around him and he held it in place with one hand as he reached up and put the one that fell in the cabinet.

Bridgett glanced down as he did it and saw his cock pressing against the towel now, so obviously erect. She wanted to get down on her knees right there and put it in her mouth.

“There,” he said. “I’ll get out of your way so you can shower.”

Their eyes locked for a moment and then Bridgett knew for sure she wanted him to take her and she thought by the way he was looking at her that he was thinking the same thing. Then he looked away and the moment passed. Maybe she’d just imagined it.

He walked out of the bathroom and went into his room, shutting the door behind him.

Bridgett had a good idea what he was going to do now. When she did his laundry again she’d probably have another surprise waiting for her. She was breathing hard now and the heat between her legs matched the steaminess in the bathroom.

***

Bridgett walked slowly passed his closed door wishing she could just go in there and help him take care of himself. She stopped and almost turned around to knock on it but she didn’t know what she would do when she got in there. If he would even let her in that is.

She went in her room and closed the door behind her then changed her mind and left it open a crack. Might as well give him the chance to walk in on her. 

Standing in the middle of her room, she stripped her shirt and shorts off and if Brad happened to walk by now and looked in the door he would see her in her black bra and panties. Her hand moved down to her smooth, tight belly and she held it there. It made her think of her neighbor Carol and how she was pregnant again. Bridgett wasn’t on birth control at the moment. It was crazy to think about. If someone came inside her today, in just nine months she could be a mom too.

Her hand moved down her belly, slipped under the elastic of her underwear, then over the small patch of hair before her fingers found the wetness building between her legs. A small moan escaped her lips and her whole body felt like it was heating up. She thought of Brad alone in his room right now probably working his huge cock all by himself, getting ready to blow his load of hot, sticky semen into some piece of dirty clothes. It was a real shame to let all that go to waste she decided.

Despite all the obvious sexual tension between them she didn’t think Brad would just go all out and fuck her right now. They were practically siblings after all. But maybe there was something else she could do. An idea began to take shape.

She took her bra off and let it drop to the floor then stepped out of her panties. Some of the wetness from her pussy was visible on the black fabric. She balled them up in her hand and wrapped a towel around herself then went out into the hall.

His door was still closed and she put her ear up to it but didn’t hear anything.  Maybe she should just go take a cold shower and forget about the whole thing. No, this was as good a time as any. She put her hand on the knob and was about to open it but then she changed her mind and knocked first. Better to not surprise him too much.

“I’m busy,” she heard him say from inside.

Yeah, I know you are, that’s why I want to come in she thought. She pretended like she didn’t hear him and knocked again. “Brad? Are you in there? I need to get the rest of your laundry.” That was enough warning she decided and then slowly turned the knob and pushed the door open.

“Bridgett! I said I was busy.”

He was sitting at his computer in a pair of shorts, no shirt, and he quickly closed the browser as she walked in. She was almost certain she saw some porn up on the screen before he closed it. He was looking back at her now with his eyebrows wrinkled up like he was mad but his face was turning red. She felt bad for him now that she’d invaded his privacy and embarrassed him but she was too far in to turn back now. And the feeling between her legs was too strong to try to override anyway.

“Sorry, I didn’t hear you. I’m about to take a shower but I wanted to make sure I got all of your laundry.” She scanned the room quickly and saw the sweaty clothes he’d worn to play basketball laying on the floor in a pile next to his bed.

Before he could protest, she went over to them and bent over slowly at the waist to pick them up. Her back was to him and she was certain he was getting a full view of her pussy and ass now because she felt the towel riding up. She heard him cough behind her and then grinned knowing that he’d seen what she meant to show him. Who needed porn when you had the real thing right here in your room?

The clothes smelled like him and it made her want him even more. She turned around to face him again and he turned his head to the computer quickly trying to not let her know he was looking.

“Your neck looks stiff,” she said walking towards him.

He put his hand up to his neck and rubbed it. “Yeah, it is a little.”

Standing behind him she dropped his clothes on the floor again and put her hand on his neck. He flinched when she touched him and she smiled at the control she felt like she had over him now. She leaned forward so that her breasts were touching the back of his head and put her black panties on the desk next to his keyboard. He looked over at them then back to the screen quickly once he saw what they were. There weren’t any programs open but he was staring intently as if there was something very important there.

With both hands on his bare shoulders now, she started to massage him. He was super tense but he started to relax a little as she rubbed against his stiff muscles. She ran her fingers through his short hair then down his neck.

He took a deep breath and sighed. “That’s feels good, thanks.”

“Sure. I could give you a proper massage after my shower if you want. If you aren’t too busy on your computer that is.”

“Um, yeah. That would be really nice actually. I haven’t had a real massage in a while.”

“Ok, well let me go take a shower then.” She bent down and kissed him on the cheek then turned and left, leaving her panties on the desk there for him. Hopefully, he would use them. When she went out she left the door open slightly then went into the bathroom and turned the shower on.

She also left the door to the bathroom partly open and looked at her naked body in the mirror as it fogged up. Her young perky breasts were milky white and the nipples hardened now as she started to play with them. The mirror became too steamy to see herself so she got int the shower, hoping Brad would barge in and grab her with his large hands and maybe turn her around and bend her over then put that huge cock of his deep inside her cunt.

The idea of fucking her step-brother made her pussy drip and she slipped her fingers into it now as the hot water from the shower ran over her naked body. It was so wrong to think about but that made her even hornier. If their parents found out, what would they do? If anybody found out for that matter. It would have to be their little secret if it happened.

She turned around in the shower and leaned up against the wall with one arm, letting the hot water hit her in the ass as she finger fucked herself harder now, thinking about all the things she would let Brad do to her. How she wouldn’t make him use a condom. She wasn’t on birth control and if he got her pregnant that would probably be a disaster but the thought of him filling her fertile womb with his hot semen sent her closer to climax.

“Oh, Brad,” she whispered. Her clitoris throbbed as she rubbed it fiercely now and she moaned, not trying very hard to keep quiet, hoping he would hear her and come finish the job. He was probably in his room right now with his hand wrapped around his dick. Could he be thinking about her? Her whole body tensed and then she writhed in pleasure as she made herself come, imagining Brad was coming inside her. The way it made her entire being relax was always surprising and she welcomed it, a feeling that was familiar like the changing of the seasons but still new and different each time.

After she finished in the shower, Bridgett got out and dried herself off, then wrapped the towel around her naked body. She could leave her fantasy as it was–just a fantasy. Or she could go into Brad’s room and tell him about it. Tell him all the things she wanted him to do to her; all the dirty, naughty things a brother and sister shouldn’t do. So far there had been a certain level of deniability. If he called her out on flirting with him and he was upset about it, she could tell him he was dreaming–why would she be flirting with him. They were brother and sister after all.

But they weren’t blood relatives. They were both young, fit, attractive people. It was only natural to be attracted to him. Her pussy started to tingle again as she remembered seeing his hard cock while he was in the shower.

She was going back to school at the end of the summer anyway so she might as well have fun with him while she was here she decided. At least see if he’s interested. Maybe he would be disgusted at the thought. Maybe there was something wrong with her.

His door was still slightly open, like she’d left it before and she couldn’t hear anything from inside. She knocked lightly on his door, part of her hoping he would tell her to fuck off and leave him alone then she would just forget the whole silly thing. But another part of her hoping she would go in and he would be in there naked, waiting for her.

“Yeah?” he said.

Bridgett cleared her throat. “I think I left something in there. Can I come in?” She waited for him to answer.

“Umm. You left something? I don’t think so.”

“I’m pretty sure I did. My black underwear.” Now she pushed the door open gently. He was laying on his bed still only wearing his shorts and he sat up quickly as she entered, looking back over at his desk. She looked over there too and saw her underwear–but not in the same place she’d left it she didn’t think. She started walking over to collect them and Brad jumped up out of the bed, making like he was going to run over there, but maybe realized he wouldn’t be able to beat her to the desk and he sat back down on the bed, watching her closely.

When she got to the desk, Bridgett saw what he was so nervous about. He’d deposited a huge load of come right into the crotch of her panties. Slowly, she picked them up, wanting to inspect the little gift he’d left for her, smell it, touch it, put it in her mouth, but she resisted for now and trying to act natural instead she bent over and stepped into them, pulling them up over her legs and under her towel, feeling his still warm semen against her naked pussy. Her heart pounded against her chest now and she looked over at Brad on the bed.

His eyes were huge, staring at her and the color drained from his face. She smiled at him and said, “Let me know when you want that massage,” then turned and sauntered out of his room, feeling his gaze follow her, unsure of what he was thinking, but completely turned on by the whole situation.

Back in her room now, she closed the door and let the towel fall off onto the floor then jumped into the bed, grinning madly. She put her hand down into her panties and felt his come there coating the lips of her pussy. It was hard to tell what was his come and what was hers because her cunt was slick with wetness now. This was the closest she’d ever been to having a guy come inside her and the feeling was amazing, especially knowing it was Brad’s come. She slipped her fingers deep inside herself, pushing his seed into her, not caring now if she got pregnant from it. Then she brought her fingers from her pussy up to look at them in the light. They glistened from the mixture of juices and she plunged them into her mouth, sucking on them, pretending it was Brad’s cock penetrating her face, licking them clean, moaning as she fantasized how she would pleasure him.

***

A soft knock came at the door and she quickly took her fingers from her mouth and sat up. “Yeah?”

“I’m ready for that massage,” Brad said from the other side of the door. “I mean if you’re not busy. It’s cool if you are, I can come back later.”

“No, that’s fine just give me a second.” She darted out of the bed for her closet and threw on a t-shirt and a pair of shorts and looked at herself in the mirror. Her nipples were hard and you could easily see them through the thin white material. The baggy shorts she had on weren’t all that sexy. Fuck it. She pulled them off and looked at herself again. The t-shirt was just long enough to cover her ass and of course she left the panties on with his come inside. He was here now and he must know that she knew he came in them and she wanted him to see that she was wearing them, letting his sperm touch her bare pussy. She pulled the back of the shirt up so that it rested on her tight ass, then took a deep breath. Calm down. Her stomach had that feeling of butterflies like the first time she’d ever been with a guy.

When she opened the door and smiled at him he gave her a forced smile and his eyes went straight to her tits then quickly down to the ground. This was too easy. His normally confident demeanor seamed to have abandoned him now and it emboldened her.

“Hey, come in.” She turned and walked towards the bed, letting her hips moved slowly from side to side giving him a full view of her ass in her black underwear. “Lay down. And take your shirt off too.”

Brad followed her in and she was sure he was hard because he put his arm unnaturally in front of his crotch when he passed her.

“Should I lay on my back or my stomach?”

“Lay on your stomach first.” She pulled the covers back on her bed for him.

He took his shirt off then laid down on his stomach, completely still, like an animal being stalked. In a way he was. She smiled, feeling more easy since he was just as nervous as she was.

She climbed up on the bed and straddled him, sitting straight down on his firm ass, feeling it press up against her pussy, pushing his come into her lips.

The muscles in his back rippled as he moved his arms up above his head. He inhaled deeply and his rib cage expanded then he let it out slowly, audibly sighing.

She put her hands down onto his strong back. The heat coming off his skin felt nice against her palms as she leaned her weight into him, rubbing his tight muscles. “How’s that? Too much pressure?”

“Mmm. No, that’s perfect. You can even go harder if you want.”

“Okay.” She put all of her weight onto her hands and at the same time she was rubbing him, her pussy was grinding into his ass. Surely he could feel that. She could probably make herself come just from that if she wanted to. “You’re not dating anyone?” she said.

He paused for a moment then answered. “No, not really. You?”

“No. There were a couple guys last semester but nothing serious. I’m okay being single for a while.”

“Yeah.” The pressure was building up stronger in her pussy now and she pushed it hard into his ass while she did her best to concentrate on rubbing his back. Her panties were probably soaked through by now. She didn’t know how much longer she could keep this up.

“Would you mind doing my pecs he said? I hit them pretty hard at the gym yesterday.”

“Ok.” She leaned forward and put her hands down on the bed, one on each side of his body, and lifted her hips up off his butt so he could flip over. When he got turned, her face was about six inches from his chest and his sweet scent filled her nose. She looked up at him and he was looking down at her. Their eyes held each other for a moment then she looked away, nervous again.

Slowly she lowered her hips down onto his and she felt what she was hoping she would. His hard cock was pressing against his shorts into her wet pussy, only a couple pieces of fabric separating them now. She didn’t look at him but could tell he was watching her.

“Are you okay?” he said.

She nodded slowly, looking down at his chiseled abs. If she had any idea of stopping this she should do it now, otherwise they were getting to the point of no return. Who was she kidding? She couldn’t stop now if her life depended on it. “I missed you,” she said softly, meeting his eyes now.

“I missed you too.” Brad closed his eyes and took a deep breath, reached his hands up like he might touch her then he clinched his hands into fists and put them down by his sides.

She took one of his hands–it was so big compared to hers–and she pried his fist open and interlocked her fingers into his. “Brad?”

His eyes were still closed. “Yeah?”

She wasn’t sure what to say. Then without much thought she brought his hand up to her chest and put it on her breast.

His eyes shot open when he realized where his hand was. He didn’t moved it away but he didn’t squeeze her either.

They locked eyes again and she nodded at him.

He lurched up and wrapped his big arms around her then kissed her mouth hard, pulling her down on top of him.

The intensity with which he kissed her was a surprise but his tongue inside her mouth, probing her, snapped her fully into the moment, forgetting any and all misgivings she had about this. Forgetting even that it was wrong. It was just her body against his now, without any worries.

Brad put his massive hands on her ass, pulling down on it, and at the same time pushed his hips up into her, his dick throbbing through his shorts against her.

She moaned as he rubbed himself against her moist pussy and she pushed her hips back into his, grinding against him hard.

Then he broke away from the kiss and turned his head. “Shit, we can’t do this.”

Bridgett grabbed her brother’s chin and pulled his face back to look at her. “Brad,” she said.

“Yeah?” He furrowed his brow.

“Shut up and fuck me.”

Without hesitation, he wrapped her in a hug and rolled over so that she was on the bottom now, her legs wrapped around his hard, sweaty torso. Then he pulled her t-shirt up so that her young tits with her hard nipples were exposed to the air and he grabbed one in his hand and leaned down to start sucking, and licking around her nipple.

“Oh my god.” She ran her fingernails through the back of his hair while he teased her breasts with his mouth, the familiar smell of his shampoo there as well. While he licked and grabbed her tits, she worked her shirt up off over her head so that now she only had her black panties on. “Brad,” she said.

He looked up at her.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said.

“Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure about anything.”

He’d always been a good brother and done most things she asked. This was no different. He reached down with both hands grabbing the edge of her underwear and pulled them off her and threw them on the ground, then looked down at her wet pussy, staring at it as if mesmerized.

Bridgett reached up and tugged at the waistband of his shorts. 

That seemed to break the spell because then he snatched them down. His hard cock sprung up at attention and he met her eyes one more time.

She paused a moment, looking over his naked body–he really had perfect genes she decided. “Ok,” she said, “do it.”

He lowered himself down onto her and with one hand he guided the head of his cock to the opening of her wet pussy, leaving it there for a moment, looking into her eyes. Then while they watched each other’s faces he slipped it inside her, slowly pushing his entire length into her, and once it was all the way in he kissed her again.

She’d never imagined he would be such a gentle lover. It made sense though. Everything about him was perfect. His cock was just the right size too. She inhaled sharply as he brought it out then plunged back in, the walls of her cunt tightening around it, pulling him into her.

His mouth was right next to her ear now and his warm breath quickened in her ear along with the pace of his strokes. It wouldn’t take long for her to come. With her last boyfriend it was hit or miss whether or not she would come but she could tell already that it wouldn’t be the case here. Brad knew what he was doing.

His pelvis was grinding into her clitoris and he wasn’t holding back now. His balls made a loud slapping noise as they smacked into her ass. All his weight pressed into her now and she was completely at his mercy  she realized. The tip of his cock hit a sensitive spot inside her and she moaned and pulled him into her, letting all of him smother her small frame. “Fuck me Brad,” she said.

He kissed her again and reached behind to grab her butt, pulling her into him as he fucked her tight pussy. He moaned softly into her ear and she knew it wouldn’t be long before he filled her fertile womb with his seed.

Then a familiar sound from outside startled them. The garage door. One of their parents was home early. The look of terror on Brad’s face  mirrored what she was feeling too but she couldn’t let him stop now. He tried to pull out but she squeezed her thighs tight around him. 

“Don’t stop,” she said.

“What are you doing? Let me go,” he pleaded.

“Just hurry and finish. I want you to come in me.”

He looked at her for a moment then buried his face in the pillow beside her head and started fucking her again, harder than before. Almost to the point that it was painful. But not so bad that she wasn’t enjoying it. She heard the car pull into the garage. It wouldn’t be long now before whoever it was came in the house. She was starting to regret telling him to finish–if their parents found them like this she couldn’t even begin to imagine what they would do. But her pussy was telling her something else.

Then Brad let out a muffled groan into the pillow and he thrusted into her hard. She felt his warm come shooting into her, filling her tight pussy with his seed, and then she came with him, covering her mouth to hide her moan as the orgasm rippled out from her center taking over her whole body.

A car door slammed outside and Brad tried to pull out again. She held on tight still with her thighs and he looked into her eyes again. She didn’t want it to end. He kissed her nose and grinned, his expression calm now. They heard the backdoor slam and the look on his face didn’t change. Like he didn’t even care if they got caught. She wasn’t sure what that meant but she let him go now and he jumped off of her, collected his clothes and hurried to the door, his cute white butt the last thing she saw before he was gone.

“Is anybody home?” Her mom yelled from downstairs. “I need help with the groceries, please.”

Bridgett laid on her bed naked, her body twitching from the orgasm. She couldn’t believe what just happened.

“Bridgett? Brad?” Her mom yelled.

“Just a minute,” she yelled back and then sat up in bed, still breathing hard. She managed to get up and put some clothes on. Brad’s come was leaking out of her pussy into her underwear and she smiled at how earlier she’d found his come in his underwear and the next time she did laundry the hardened fabric would be in hers. That’s where it belonged she decided.

When she went out her bedroom door into the hall Brad was waiting there for her, dressed now. She looked at his face, worried things would be weird with him now. But he smiled at her and kissed her cheek then followed her downstairs.

Their mom was in the kitchen. “Hey, you two.”

They both said hi and Brad went out to start collecting the rest of the groceries. Bridgett started unpacking the brown paper bag on the counter.

“Anything exciting happen today?” her mom asked.

“Nope.” Brad’s come dripping out of her swollen lips as she said, “Well, I did do the laundry.”


Cherry's Taboo Punishment




The timer on the microwave dinged. Cherry opened it and took the bag of popcorn out and emptied it into a large plastic bowl. The sweet smell of butter filled the small kitchen of the trailer. She’d been making popcorn like this for her and her Daddy for as long as she could remember. 

 He called out to her from the other room. “Cherry, bring me some water too, will you?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He was actually her step-dad. She’d never known her real dad and her mom had skipped out when she was little. Chuck–she called him Daddy–had raised her. After she’d graduated high school last year, he told her she should go off to college, make something of herself, but she couldn’t bare to leave him here on his own. Not that he needed taking care of. She just liked being near him.

She took the bowl of popcorn and a glass of water into the living room. They were watching the baseball game together like always. She didn’t really care too much for baseball but he loved it and she enjoyed the time they spent together. She set the glass down on the tv tray in front of him and put the bowl in his lap.

“Did anything happen while I was gone?” she asked.

“They took out Bobchek and put in that rookie lefty.”

He wouldn’t use the rookies’ actual names until they’d proven themselves to be good players. That’s the way he was with everything. You had to earn his respect.

A drop of sweat ran down the side of Cherry’s face and she wiped it away with the back of her hand. June in Florida and they still didn’t have the air conditioner on.

“Can’t we turn the a.c. on Daddy?”

“Not until July. You know that,” he said. “Oh come on Ump! That was a strike.”

She didn’t mind the heat too much because it meant she could parade around the house in tiny little shorts and a sports bra like she had on now. Daddy tried to pretend not to notice but she would catch him looking at her cleavage sometimes. She was still a virgin and sometimes fantasized that he would be the one to take it from her. It was just a fantasy though of course.

Now she leaned over, making sure her tits brushed up against his arm, and scooped a handful of popcorn, then rested her head against his shoulder and put her hand on his thigh, happy to be close to him. Between her legs, a tingly warmth started to grow, and she thought she may have to go finger herself soon. It was the top of the seventh inning now. Maybe she’d sneak off after this out and pleasure herself real fast.

The rookie lefty shook his head no to the catcher, staring down to home plate. Then the phone suddenly rang out from the kitchen. It made her jump but she didn’t get up to get it. All her friends knew not to call after 8 o’clock. Her dad was strict about that. He was strict about everything, but especially about that. His house, his rules he would say.

They ignored the phone until it finally stopped. Despite the heat and the sweatiness, Cherry snuggled up closer to her Daddy now, not minding how hot it made her.

Then the phone rang again.

He pushed the bowl of popcorn into her lap, almost spilling it. “Goddamnit,” he said as he stomped into the kitchen. She felt sorry for whoever was on the end of the phone. Her Daddy would probably yell at them.

“Hello,” she heard him say. Then, “Do you know what time it is?” Yep, here it comes. But then instead of hearing him yelling like she expected, he came back into the living room and sat down. “It’s for you,” he said without looking at her.

“For me? Are you sure?”

“Unless there’s some other Cherry that lives here I don’t know about it who has boys calling her at all hours of the night.”

Shit. That must be Bobby. “Sorry, Daddy. I told him not to call this late.”

He didn’t say anything, just kept watching the game and put a piece of popcorn in his mouth, his jaw tensing as he chewed it.

She got up and slinked off to the phone. Bobby wasn’t too bright but he sure was cute. They’d gone to the same high school but never spoke until just a month ago. They were dating she supposed. He was good for making out with and that was about it. Probably she would let him take her virginity then she would tell him it wasn’t working out. She needed a man with some maturity. Not somebody who couldn’t listen to a simple instruction to not call after 8 o’clock.

“Hello,” she said.

“Hey baby, it’s Bobby.”

“Damnit Bobby,” she whispered then stretched the phone chord out as far as it would go and went into the kitchen pantry, closing the door behind her. “I told you not to call here after eight.”

“Huh? Oh, yeah. I forgot. But listen, my dad let me borrow the car. I thought I could come pick you up and we could go to that park and sit and talk for a while.”

When he said talk for a while what he really meant was put his hands up under her shirt and try to get into her panties. Not that she minded. She loved it actually. But she was no slut. He’d have to work for it, that’s all. Treat her like a lady.

“I don’t know Bobby. My dad will never let me go out right now. Especially after you called so late.”

“Late? It’s only eight-thirty.”

“Yeah, well he has his rules.”

“Well, shit. How about you wait until he goes to bed and then sneak out. I really want to see you baby.”

He sounded desperate. Really not attractive. But she wouldn’t mind letting him suck on her nipples some. Her pussy was already getting wet thinking about it. She hated disobeying her Daddy though. “I don’t know, Bobby. My dad would kill me if he found out.” It’s true he would be really angry but it also sounded kind of fun. Sneaking around. Maybe she would even give him a blow job this time. “No, I don’t think I should,” she said, already made up her mind she would go but she wanted to hear him beg.

“Come on, Cherry. Please? I want to see you so bad. I can’t stop thinking about you. I think I might be in love with you.”

She almost laughed into the phone when he said that. They barely knew each other, but she knew enough that she wasn’t in love with him, not now not ever. He had a damn fine body though. “Aww, you’re cute,” she said.

“So, you’ll come out then?” he said.

“I’m thinking about it.”

“What do I need to do to convince you?”

“Can you bring me some whiskey?”

“Whiskey? Maybe. I could try to steal some from my parents. It might be hard though.”

“Don’t even bother coming if you can’t bring it,” she said.

“Okay, I’ll get it. I promise. So I can come get you?”

“Be here at nine-thirty sharp. Park down the street and wait for me. I’ll come out.”

“Yes! I can’t wait to see you baby.”

“Okay, I gotta go,” she said. Daddy would probably be pissed already that she was on the phone, she didn’t need to make it any worse by staying on talking about nothing with Bobby.

“Alright. I’ll see you soon. With whiskey,” he said. “And Cherry?”

“What Bobby?”

“Could you wear that underwear I bought you.”

“Don’t push your luck,” she said and hung up. He was talking about the thong he’d given her last week. She’d put it on when she got home and masturbated while wearing it, but she knew her Daddy wouldn’t approve of her wearing it so she hadn’t put it on since. He was always going on about the loose women at Walmart with their thongs hanging out of the back of their pants. Maybe she’d wear it for Bobby just this once. Tease him a little bit. He was bringing her whiskey after all.

She crept back into the living room and sat down gently next to Daddy, trying not to disturb him. He moved over away from her.

“I’m sorry Daddy,” she said. “Bobby isn’t very smart. I told him not to call so late.”

He looked over at her now. “Don’t waste your life hanging around with idiots.”

“Yes, sir. You’re right.” She scooted over next to him and he let her lift his arm up and put it around her. Some sweat dripped down the crevasse between her breasts. It was so hot in there, she wanted to take her sports bra off too. What would Daddy do if she just stripped down next to him? That was silly. She needed to get fucked soon she decided. Too many crazy thoughts running through her head. Maybe she should just let Bobby do it tonight. If he was man enough that is.

They watched the rest of the game together. The Marlins won and Daddy was in a good mood about it. The rookie had finished strong and Daddy said he was impressed with him. Normally she would ask him to stay up with her and watch the Late Show but today she said she was tired and she was going to go to bed early. He yawned and said yeah, he was beat too. She kissed him on the cheek and hugged his neck, pressing her warm body up close against his and he squeezed her tight.

“I love you, Daddy,” she said then went to her room.

She turned the light so he would think she went to bed then stripped down naked and checked the clock. Almost nine-thirty. Perfect.

Cherry slipped a finger down between her pussy lips and it slid in easily. She thought about getting herself off once before she left so she’d have more self-control with Bobby but then decided against it. He didn’t need any unnecessary handicaps. The thong he’d given her was stuffed deep in the back of her dresser drawer and she dug it out and put it on, feeling sexy now int the skimpy underwear. She slipped a skirt on over it and found a black bra and tank top. Then ever so slowly, she opened the window and crept out into the muggy Florida night and darted through their dark front yard and down the street to where she could see Bobby parked.

***

She could see Bobby sitting behind the wheel of his dad’s black sedan, grinning like a fool. He’d parked directly under a street light. That boy wasn’t born with a lick of sense in him. It was amazing he made it this far in life. She went around to the passenger side and got in, careful not to slam the door when she shut it.

“Hey baby,” Bobby  said. “I missed you.” 

He leaned over to kiss her and she gave him her cheek.

“Did you bring the whiskey?”

“Look under your seat darling.” That stupid grin still on his face.

She reached down between her legs under the seat and found the cool glass of the bottle then brought it up. It was half empty. “You didn’t drink any did you? I won’t tolerate any drunk driving.”

“No, baby. It was like that when I got it. I’m probably going to be in deep shit when my dad notices it’s gone. It’s worth it though.” He leaned over and groped his hand clumsily toward her breast.

She saw it coming and batted his hand away. “Not yet,” she said. “Wait until we get to the park at least. I swear. You boys are all the same.”

He shrugged and started the car. It lurched forward violently, the tires squealing as it fish-tailed back and forth.

“Damnit Bobby!” She smacked him in the arm.

“What?”

“What the hell are you doing? Slow down. You’re going to wake the whole neighborhood.”

“Shit. Sorry baby. I just wanted to show you a good time.”

All she could do was shake her head. As horny as she was, it wasn’t worth all this. Probably after tonight she’d break up with him. 

He flipped on the radio and started singing along with some pop song, off key, then reached over and put his hand on her knee.

She let him do it this time. Might as well get her money’s worth before she let him go. He did come through on the whiskey like she’d asked. That was more than she’d expected. She opened the bottle and took a quick pull off it. It burned going down and she coughed then put the lid back on.

“Dang girl. You sure like that stuff don’t you? Why don’t you let me have a swig.”

“Nope. I told you no drinking and driving.” The whiskey felt good going down and it relaxed her some. She was still nervous her Daddy might go into her room and find out she’d snuck out. He’d be so pissed. There was no telling what he’d do. And if he knew it was Bobby she’d snuck off with–well Bobby might be best just high-tailing it to Mexico. She grinned at the thought of her Daddy going after him.

Bobby went back to singing the stupid song. His voice grated on her so she opened the window and let her head hang out. The noise from the wind drowned him out and it felt good letting her hair blow back. She took another swig off the bottle; it went down easier this time.

The park was deserted when they pulled into the parking lot. It was a popular spot for people to go make-out at but it looked like they would have the place to themselves for now at least. That was good. She didn’t want anybody watching her anyway.

Maybe it would be Bobby’s lucky night after all. The whiskey was making her feel good now and her pussy started to tingle again. She’d never let him touch it before. He might just die if she let him finger bang her and then fuck her in the same night. Only if he had a condom though. There was no way in hell she was having this numb-skull’s baby.

He turned the car off and leaned over to her. “Can I have some of that whiskey now?”

“I guess, just a little,” she said. “I don’t want you getting drunk though.” She handed him the bottle.

He put it to his mouth and turned it straight up and down then wiped his mouth once he’d finished.

“Did you get enough?” she said.

“I think so.”

She shook her head and took the bottle back from him, taking another small sip herself before putting it back under the seat.

“Well,” he said, “what should we talk about?”

“How about you just kiss me instead. I’m feeling frisky tonight.”

“If that’s what you want,” he said, doing a poor job of playing it cool. He unbuckled his seatbelt and leaned over and stuck his tongue into her mouth, the raw taste of whiskey coming off him strong.

While he poked his tongue around wildly in her mouth his hand came up to her breast and squeezed it hard.

She moaned as he touched her. The boy had no finesse but she couldn’t help but get turned on by him. Her tongue moved back against his. It was awkward being in the front seat though, the middle console between them. She pulled back away from him. “Why don’t we get in the backseat, Bobby?”

He looked at her, surprised. “Are you sure?”

“Well, if you waffle around about it maybe I’ll change my mind. Yes, I’m sure.”

He jerked around and opened his door.

She watched him run around to her side and grinned at how much control she had over him.

He opened the door for her and held his hand out.

She took it and stepped out of the car, squeezing his hand tight, then she lifted up on her toes and put her arms around his neck, kissing him again.

He grabbed her at the waist and pushed her back against the car, pressing his hips into her hard.

All his weight against her now. She felt his cock pushing through his jeans against her pussy. He’d better have a condom on him. She wasn’t sure who would be more disappointed if he didn’t.

“Let’s get in the back, Bobby.”

He let her off the car and opened the door for her.

“Just a minute,” she said. “I want to show you something. You can look but you can’t touch ok?”

He nodded at her slowly, that stupid grin back again.

She turned around and slowly lifted the back of her skirt up to show him the thong. The night air felt nice against her bare ass.

“Holy shit,” he said.

She let the skirt drop back down and then climbed in the back seat on her hands and knees, letting him have another look at her ass from behind before she sat back down on the leather seat.

He hurried in after her. “You’re the hottest girl I’ve ever known.”

“Don’t talk, just kiss me,” she said. Her pussy soaking into her panties now.

In his clumsy way, he pushed his tongue back into her mouth and grabbed at her breast again.

She reached over and touched his cock through his jeans.

He inhaled sharply as she squeezed it, then found her nipple through her shirt and pinched it, too hard.

She took his hand off her breast, still kissing him, and pushed it down to her crouch, opening her legs for him.

He stopped kissing her for a moment and looked at her, not sure what was going on it seemed.

“Well, don’t just sit there,” she said. “Touch me.”

He moved his hand to her thigh and ran it up her leg.

She spread her legs wider and his fingers came to her wet panties. He rubbed at her swollen lips through the soaked fabric, making her moan and grab the door next to her.

Then he slipped his fingers under her panties and fumbled around until he found the opening, then plunged his fingers in, then out and in again, fucking her too hard in that way inexperienced boys do.

“Slow down a little,” she said.

He went slower but still just as hard, pushing his fingers as far in as they would go, thinking the deeper he pushed them the better it would feel for her.

It felt ok she supposed–not as nice as when she did it herself though. He didn’t understand you had to rub the clitoris, not fuck her like a jack hammer. “Ok,” she said and grabbed his hand and pulled it out of her, the sweet smell of her pussy filling the backseat. “Take that thing out of your pants. I want to see it.”

He leaned back and undid his pants. Pulled them down faster than she knew was possible. Left his white underwear on, the outline of his dick pressing against them awkwardly.

She reached down with her small hand and grabbed his dick hard causing him to jump. “Are you scared?” she asked, faking a concerned voice.

“No, you just surprised me is all.”

She pulled the top of his underwear down and his hard dick sprung up. It was the first time she’d seen an erect penis in real life. His wasn’t all that much to look at. But it was big. Her pussy tingled thinking about putting that thing in her.

Wrapping her fingers around the shaft, she started to move her hand up and down quickly, not really sure what she was doing. How complicated could it be? “Does that feel good? She asked.

“Yeah, it’s pretty good.”

“Pretty good?” She gripped it tighter and yanked harder.

He squirmed around and put his hand over hers, slowing her down some. “Yeah, like that,” he said.

“Do you want me to put my mouth on it?”

“Umm, yeah, if you want?”

“Well, do you want me to or not?” She kept stroking him.

“Yes, I’d like that.”

“Okay, but don’t you dare go in my mouth.”

He nodded.

She lowered her head down so that she was right next to his swollen dick. A small drop of clear liquid had gathered at the tip and she wiped it away with her fingers. It was sticky and she wiped it off on his jeans.

Here goes nothing she thought and opened her mouth then slowly lowered it down onto his cock.

He sighed loudly as she wrapped her mouth around it.

She came off it quickly and looked up at him. “Don’t you dare shoot that stuff in my mouth.”

“I won’t.” He put his hand on the back of her head and pushed it back down.

Cherry let his cock back into her mouth, grabbing the base of it so that it wouldn’t go too far in.

He gripped the back of her hair now, guiding her head up and down.

This wasn’t so bad she thought, getting into it now, letting some spit drip down so she could stroke it better with her hand while her mouth moved over the pulsing head.

His hips were bucking up to her too, like a dog humping out in the yard. She didn’t mind though. It was turning her on having his cock in her mouth. Soon she’d ask him if brought a condom. If he didn’t he was a real idiot.

The pressure from his hand gripping her hair tightened, and she heard him groan. He pushed her head down and she almost choked trying to get her head back up. A new taste flooded her mouth and she realized what it was. His hot semen filled her mouth and she jerked her head up and spit it out onto the seat next to him.

“Damnit Bobby!”

He was breathing hard, eyes closed, not paying attention to her.

The taste of his cum actually wasn’t as bad as she’d thought it would be. But she told him not to do it. She hoped the wet spot on the seat next to him left a stain. Good luck explaining that to his dad.

Finally, he opened his eyes and looked at her lazily, the grin back again. “Wow,” he said.

She was about to lay into him for coming in her mouth. Tell him about the importance of trust in a relationship. How it was the cornerstone of any successful partnership. But as soon as she’d collected her thoughts and was about to let him have it, the backseat suddenly lit up.

A pair of head lights shined into the back window, a behind them blocking them in. They both looked at each other and froze.

“Shit,” Bobby yelled. “It’s the cops.”

“Fuck. My dad’s going to kill me.”

“Okay. Just relax.” He seemed to be handling it better than she was. “You hid the whiskey right?”

She nodded. It was under the front seat.

“Okay. This is fine. We’re not doing anything wrong.” He looked up over the seat and tried to shield his eyes from the light so he could see something but it was too bright.

“Damnit,” she said. “My dad is going to be so pissed off. I knew I shouldn’t have come with you.”

“Hey,” he said, grabbing her shoulders. “Chill out. We’re over 18. They’re not going to arrest us or anything. Your dad won’t even find out unless you do something stupid and freak out.”

“If he does you’re so dead. You know that right?”

“I can take care of myself. Your dad doesn’t scare me.”

“That’s because you’re an idiot.”

They heard a car door slam and footsteps coming towards the car, crunching across the gravel.

She said, “Put your cock away Bobby. Jesus.” It was just hanging there limp and wilting.

He fumbled with his pants and got them pulled up and was yanking on his zipper but it wasn’t working for some reason.

“Fuck. My zipper’s broke.”

She rolled her eyes at him. “Let me do it.” She took the metal zipper in her fingers and pulled up on it hard but it wouldn’t budge.

Then the door next to them flew open and the dome light in the car flooded a harsh light over them.

They both looked over at the figure standing there, Cherry with her hands still fumbling at Bobby’s pants.

“Oh, shit,” Bobby said. “That’s your dad.”

***

In her Daddy’s car now, him driving and not saying anything, Cherry wiped her nose on the back of her hand, tired of crying. He hadn’t said a word the entire time. He hadn’t said anything when he’d dragged Bobby screaming like a girl out of the car by his feet. Nothing while he slapped him across the face–hard, three times–then let his body drop down to the ground. And nothing now the whole way home.

She’d pleaded with him to talk to her. Say something. She told him how sorry she was. How she didn’t know what she was thinking. That he was right, Bobby was an idiot. Of course she didn’t say that she’d sucked his cock and he’d come in her mouth against her wishes; the taste of his sperm still there, a reminder of just how much of an idiot he was.

But through it all, her Daddy didn’t say anything. Wouldn’t even look at her. Just stared straight ahead, the muscles in his jaw working over time and his hands gripping the steering wheel so tight his knuckles turned white.

They pulled into the driveway of their trailer and Cherry wondered how much longer she’d be living here. He may kick her out over this. The thought made her start sobbing again. They got out of the car and she followed him inside.

He was standing in the kitchen now with his hands on his hips looking at her, his lips pursed together tight and his forehead wrinkled.

She couldn’t stand the sight of him so mad at her and she ran to him and threw her arms around him, burying her face in his hard chest, the familiar smell of his shirt comforting her. “Daddy, I’m sorry. Say something please. Anything.”

He took her by the shoulders and pushed her off him, looking down at her hard now. “I’m going to ask you some questions,” he said, “and I want you to be completely honest.”

She snapped her head up and down, nodding to him. “Yes Daddy, of course.”

“Do you still want to live here?”

“Yes, more than anything.”

“Can you follow my rules and not sneak out of the house?”

“Yes, Daddy. I’ll never do that again. I promise.”

He looked at her, took a deep breath and exhaled sharply. “Did you let that boy have sex with you?”

“No Daddy! I would never.”

“Are you sure? You didn’t let him touch you at all?”

“Well, yes he touched me.”

“Where?”

She looked down at the ground then back up at him. She pointed to her breasts.

He raised an eyebrow at her.

Then she pointed at her pussy, still aching from not getting off.

His mouth tightened and he shook his head. “And what did you do to him?”

She looked down at the floor again. Felt her face turning red.

“You can tell me,” he said. “I won’t be mad.”

“I…”

“Go on.”

“I let him put his thing in my mouth,” she said.

“You what?!”

“Daddy, you said you wouldn’t be mad.” He took a couple deep breaths before saying. “Okay. You can stay here but I’m going to have to punish you for this.”

“Thank you, Daddy!” She threw her arms around him and kissed his neck.

He hugged her then drew back away from her. “Not so fast,” he said. “You haven’t agreed to your punishment yet.”

“Anything Daddy. Anything at all.”

“You’ve been a naughty girl,” he said. “Doing all sorts of things with a strange boy without my permission. I haven’t had to do this since you were a girl but I think I’m going to have to spank you.”

Her heart jumped up into her throat when he said it. He hadn’t spanked her in years and now that she was grown the thought of it actually turned her on and her pussy started to tingle again. Would he really punish her like that now? It was weird but now that he said it, she realized she wanted it more than anything and she felt a little guilty because it wouldn’t be a punishment at all. “I think you’re right daddy. I’ve been very bad.”

She went to the kitchen table and put her hands on it, the vinyl table cloth slipping against her sweaty palms. She stuck her butt out for him, spreading her legs, moisture from her pussy flooding into her thong now. Her thong! If he knew she was wearing it he would probably get even more mad. Spank her harder. She took a chance and lifted her skirt up over her ass so he could see it.

“What is that young lady?”

“Bobby gave it to me. Is it wrong to wear it?”

“You know I don’t like those things,” he said. “Only a certain kind of woman wears them.”

“I’m sorry Daddy. I’ll never wear it again.” Her heart pounded against her ribcage because of what she was about to do. She slipped her hands up under her skirt and found the waistband of the panties then pulled them down, stepped out of them and left them on the floor at her feet. Then she resumed her position at the table, ass out, skirt hiked up over it, the hot air of the trailer against her throbbing virgin pussy. “Ok, I’m ready Daddy. Punish me.”

He came up behind her and put one hand firmly on the small of her back, holding her skirt up.

“Don’t hold back,” she said. “I’ve been a bad girl. I need to learn a lesson.”

Then it came. His large hand smacked against her bare ass with so much force she almost fell over. The skin stung where he’d hit her. But it felt good too.

“Harder Daddy.”

SMACK.

He laid into her again and this time she moaned as he did it. He spanked her again and she moaned, her clitoris throbbing now as he punished her, the walls of her pussy contracted. She heard him breathing hard now and she reached down and slipped her fingers between the moist folds, then up to her neglected clitoris.

SMACK. 

She fell into the table this time, gasping for breath.

“Are you okay?” He grabbed her arm and gently helped her up.

She hugged him tight and pressed herself against his strong body. There was something hard poking against her and she realized it was his cock. A sly grin crept over mouth and slowly she reached down and put her hand on his bulge.

He gasped as she did but didn’t pull away from her. The look in his eyes told Cherry everything she needed to know and she lunged her mouth to his. He opened it to let her in and their tongues met for the first time, tangled against each other, passionately exploring.

Without bringing his mouth from hers, he picked her up and set her on the table. Her small hands fiddled with his pants until she got them open and pulled down. He groaned against her mouth as she grabbed his hard, throbbing cock for the first time. She had to have it inside her and she pulled on it like a handle closer to her pussy.

He pushed her gently back so that she laid on the table and he brought the head of his cock up to her soaking wet lips, brushing against it lightly, making her moan. “Is this what you want?” He asked.

She bit her lip and nodded. “Yes, Daddy. Please. I’ve been a bad girl.”

“You’ve been very bad,” he said. Without taking his eyes from hers, slowly he slid his cock into her needy cunt.

Her eyes widened and she inhaled sharply as he entered her. The walls of her pussy pulsating against his huge dick. She moaned in ecstasy. “Oh, Daddy. I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Once his cock was all the way inside her, he held it there for a moment letting her get used to his size, then he leaned down and kissed her softly. “Me too, Cherry.”

He brought his head back up and grabbed her milky white calves in his hands, his calluses rough against her smooth skin, and he started to fuck her. Slow at first, easing into her.

She wasn’t used to having something so big inside her and it hurt a little but she could tell he liked it. The look on his face was priceless–concentrating hard like the rookie pitcher.

Her firm, young tits bounced up and down under her shirt with each thrust. She took one in each of her hands and teased at her hard nipples. Her ass still stung from where he spanked her and she could feel his huge balls smacking into her cheeks each time he slammed his cock into her. “Oh Daddy. I think I’m going to come.”

The walls of her pussy tightened around his cock and she moaned each time the tip hit the back, stimulating a spot deep inside her she’d never felt before. Her breath quickened and her moans became more high-pitched.

He fucked her hard now, not holding back, grunting from the work. The table banged up against the wall from his powerful hips.

Then all at once, her cunt spasmed and her back arched. She screamed out in pleasure as the orgasm vibrated through her pussy, going deep into her womb and exploding like a ball of fire inside her.

Then her Daddy yelled, “Oh fuck.” He pulled his cock out of her and held it in his hand in front of her. He grunted and ropes of white semen shot out of him onto her stomach and chest. Three long streams in all and his whole body twitched each time. Then he was done and he collapsed down onto her, his plump cock resting against her wet opening. Their chests rose and fell against each other in unison as they lay there on the kitchen table enjoying their taboo fantasy finally come to life.

She put her hand on his head and stroked her fingernails through his hair. “I’ll be good from now on Daddy. I promise.”

He looked into her eyes and with a serious look on his face said, “Not too good I hope.”


Daddy's Striptease




Saturday afternoon Miranda slipped into her new bikini, royal blue with white polka dots, and turned around to admire her ass in the mirror. Since she’d graduated high school this had become her life. Going out to the pool to work on her tan, reading magazines. 

She turned around and cupped her large breasts in her hands. The nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric. Her mom had been hounding her to get a job ever since she graduated. So far she’d held her off saying she was going to enroll in community college but the deadline for that had come and gone and it was only a matter of time before the shit would hit the fan so to speak.

But today she hadn’t a care in the world. Her mom was out of town on business and she had the house to herself–well, except for her step-dad. It was almost like he wasn’t even there though because he spent so much time holed up in his office on the computer playing games.

The new issue of Cosmo had come in the mail yesterday. She grabbed it off her nightstand and took a highlighter from the desk then headed downstairs.

The door to her step-dad’s office was closed as usual. He and her mom hadn’t been getting on that well lately and it seemed like he was hiding out in there more than anything. But her mom was out of town so there wasn’t any reason for him to hide now. She knocked lightly on the door. “Dad?”

“Yes?”

“Can I come in?”

“Sure.”

She opened the door. The blinds were closed and it was like a cave in there. The glow from the computer monitor illuminated his face as he looked at her quickly, gave a forced smile, and went back to the screen. His fingers mashed against the keyboard.

“What are you up to?” she asked.

“Not much. Just playing this game.”

“Okay, well I’m going out to lay by the pool. Get a little sun. You want to join me?”

“Thanks, but not right now. I’m real close to beating this level.” His head and shoulders jerked to the side then back to center as if he were dodging something.

“Well at least let me open the blinds for you. You’re going to mess up your eyes sitting in the dark all the time.”

“Blinds,” he said, then dodged his head again. “Yeah, okay.”

She walked behind him and pulled the string letting light flood into the room. He didn’t even seem to notice. She kissed him on the top of the head, letting her breasts rest on his shoulders for a moment, inhaling the sweet smell of his aftershave. “Come out if you change your mind.”

He just nodded his head and kept mashing buttons.

Outside, the sun beat down from the cloudless blue sky. The lounge chair was on the other side of the pool, in the shade of a tree. That wouldn’t do. This time of day the best sun was next to the house and she dragged the chair over setting it up right outside the window to the office. Maybe if her step-dad saw her there and how nice it was outside he’d tear himself away from the computer for a bit and get some sun.

She put on a pair of dark sunglasses and laid down in the chair to start reading the magazine. There was one article in particular she was interested in: All About Oral. At nineteen years old she was still a virgin and everything about sex fascinated her. She would masturbate daily, especially now that she had so much free time.

The hot sun warmed her already brown skin and beads of sweat began to form. One dripped down the cleavage between her breasts tickling her as it slid across the supple skin. She wiped at it, brushing her hand against her nipple as she did. It hardened immediately and she shifted her ass around in the lounge chair wishing she could touch herself now.

Her step-dad yelled from the other side of the window. “Oh come on!”

She smiled. It was cute how he got so into his games.

Reading through the article now, things began to heat up between her legs too. The author was giving tips about what to do with your hands when giving a man oral sex. How some men liked you to play with their balls and how working your hand up and down the shaft was one of the most important points. She’d given a few blow jobs to her last boyfriend but she didn’t know if she was any good at it. Some of the things she definitely wanted to remember so she took the yellow highlighter and marked it up. By the time she finished reading it, half the article was yellow and her pussy was soaking wet.

She put the magazine down and turned over to let her back get some sun, untying her top to avoid tan lines as she was in the habit of doing. Her dad yelled again from inside the office.

The article got her thinking about what it would be like to have her step-dad’s cock in her mouth. He’d moved in with them when she was fourteen and she’d always had a bit of a crush on him. Now that she was old enough to do something about it the thought of pleasuring him with her mouth made her pussy tingle. Her moist lips parted, forming an O shape. Imagining what it would be like, the huge pulsing cock invading her.

He was right on the other side of the window and if he wanted he could just turn around in his chair, see her half naked body right there in front of him. Surely that would be better than any video game. She reached back, pulled the polka-dotted material of her bottoms to the center, letting more of her ass be exposed to the sun–and maybe exposed to her step-dad if he happened to be looking. Not knowing whether he was or not turned her on even more.

Slowly, she moved her hand under her hips, down into the front of her bathing suit over her shaved pussy and slid a finger gently between the wet folds. A soft moan escaped her lips as she did and her legs quivered in anticipation. Her clitoris was swollen, throbbing, and she lightly circled her slick finger around it, moaning again, hoping he was watching her.

Then she decided to take it a step further. She sat up, letting her untied top stay on the chair and she flipped over on her back again, her large breasts lolling slightly off to the side as she laid down. Her pulse quickened and she felt her heart beating in her neck. The sweat dripped off her everywhere now.

He probably wasn’t watching–but if he was what would he do? Yell at her? Unlikely. Tell her mom. Maybe. It might be worth it though.

Her eyes darted beneath the sunglasses over to the window; you couldn’t really see inside because of the reflection. She hoped he would masturbate while he watched her and the thought of his hard cock just feet away made her even hotter and she fantasized kneeling down in front of him, letting him take her head in his hand and put his dick in her mouth, his balls slapping against her chin as she let him have his way with her face.

All this was almost too much. She would have to go upstairs and finger herself soon if she didn’t chill out. She picked the magazine up again and tried to read it but she had to put it down because she kept reading the same sentence over and over before she realized she was thinking about his dick too much to pay any attention to the article.

She gripped the highlighter in her sweaty palm and squeezed her hand around it, feeling the hard smooth plastic. It wasn’t quite the size of a cock–his was probably much bigger–but she needed something in her pussy now.

If she was going to do this, she might as well do it right she decided. She snatched her bottoms down around her ankles so that all of her was exposed to the world. Her hand moved down to her aching pussy, slick with juices, and she started to massage the taught bundle of nerves at the top, gently working herself up.

Her step-dad yelled again and she froze, listening as hard as she could. She kept her head looking forward but strained her eyes sideways to the window to see if she could spot any movement from inside. Nothing. No sounds either.

Then she saw it. The blinds moved and she thought maybe she saw a figure on the other side. It was hard to tell because of the reflection but the blinds definitely moved. Was he watching her now? She took a deep breath, calming herself. Part of her wanted to abandon the plan and pull her bathing suit back on and go hide out in her room for the rest of the weekend. But the tingling between her legs was too strong and if he was watching her touch her tight, bald pussy that was the biggest turn on ever.

Slowly, she moved the highlighter down and, using the fat end, she gently probed between the folds, letting the moisture coat the hard plastic, spinning it around, pushing it in slightly, then pulling it out, working it in farther with each stroke, using her other hand to play with her clit. Doing it fast to get it over with. She couldn’t hang out buck naked in the backyard touching herself all day. All the while she kept her eyes glued to the window to see if she saw anything else, listening for the door as well. If he came out here what would she do? Run away like a little girl? Or spread her legs for him, ask him if he liked what he saw?

The walls of her pussy contracted around the highlighter. As she fucked herself, she moaned softly, giving herself into the moment fully now. Not worrying about what might or might not happen.

Her legs twitched and the tension she’d built up deep inside her let loose with a fury. Her body bucked and she moaned, loud enough that he would definitely hear her as the orgasm electrified her entire body.

When it finally ended she pulled the highlighter out and fixed her bathing suit, then laid back into the chair to try to read another article. Out of the corner of her eye she saw a movement and as she looked over the blinds snapped shut. She stared at them, eyes wide open, watching them sway ever so slightly back and forth, making the faintest clicking noise as they touched the window until finally they were still.

***

Miranda lay there until she just couldn’t take the sun anymore. Once the excitement from her step-dad seeing her masturbate had worn off, she was just left with apprehension about what he would say. Did he see her though? She couldn’t be sure but there was a good chance he had so she stayed outside as long as she could, enduring the scorching heat while she worried about running into him. If she tried hard she could probably avoid him for the rest of the weekend she decided. Her mouth was so dry now. She had to have water.

When she stood up from the chair, her legs wobbled and her vision blurred at the edges so bad she almost fell over but managed to hold it together. Probably really dehydrated. And not thinking straight. If he confronted her about the little show she put on outside his window, that’s what she would say. The sun messed her up in the head, she didn’t know what she was doing. Maybe cry a little if it seemed appropriate.

The plan was to peak her head inside and if it looked okay she’d run upstairs to her room and close the door. Drink some water. Figure out what to do.

She gripped the knob on the backdoor and meant to turn it slowly so as to not make a sound but then she yanked her hand off and yelped in pain. The metal was freaking hot.

The door swung open suddenly and she jumped back. He was standing there in the doorway looking at her.

“Are you okay?” he said. “I thought I heard you yell.”

She looked at her hand, wanted to look anywhere but at him, her face heating up from embarrassment. “I think so. I might have burned my hand.”

“Uh oh. Better put some cold water on it. Come on.”

She looked up at him now, and he was smiling at her. It didn’t seem like he was mad or anything. Maybe he hadn’t seen her after all.

He took her wrist and led her over to the sink, turning the cold water on, and put her hand underneath the stream. “How was your sunbathing?” He asked.

“Umm. Pretty good I guess.”

“I was wondering how long you were going to stay out there cooking yourself.”

She wasn’t sure what to say. I was worried you would be mad at me for fucking myself with the highlighter didn’t have much of a ring to it. But he didn’t seem mad. In fact, this was probably the best mood he’d been in for a while. “How’s the gaming going?” she asked.

“Pretty good. I’m close to finishing this one. I just came to get a beer while I do it.”

“That’s cool,” she said. He was still holding her wrist, his big hand fitting around it easily. “Could I watch?”

“If you want. It’s probably not that exciting.”

“That’s okay. Sometimes it can be fun to watch other people.” She scanned his face for a reaction but there was nothing that she noticed. He just kept smiling and nodding, looking down at her hand.

He grabbed a beer from the fridge and she filled a glass with water and gulped it down then followed him into the dark office, the blinds still closed. She didn’t mention it and set her magazine down on the desk next to his keyboard, the highlighter on top of it.

There was a chair in the corner she pulled over next to his, close enough she could smell is aftershave again. The same scent he’d had ever since she’d met him. It was the smell she associated with a man she realized. Smelling him and sitting there in the dark in her tiny bikini so close she could touch him, the place between her legs began to heat up again.

He sipped at his beer and explained to her what was going on in the game, what he needed to do to finish the level. The way he was talking about it, speaking quickly now, gesturing with his hands, looking over at her every now and then, those beautiful eyes of his on her, she started to get into the game also and she asked him questions about it which encouraged him to explain more.

As he told her about one thing in particular he was stuck on and couldn’t figure out, his hand reached over and grabbed the highlighter off the desk, fidgeting with it in his hand as he talked to her. Did he know she had just buried it deep inside her cunt? If he did he wasn’t letting on. She decided now that he hadn’t seen her after all. It he did he wouldn’t be acting so casual around her now. The blinds had shut; she knew she didn’t imagine that. But it was possible he’d closed them and not even looked out at her.

He put the highlighter back down and put his hands on the keyboard to play, still explaining everything he was doing to her. She was a little surprised to see the main character in the game, the one he was playing with, was a young woman, blonde with large breasts–just like her.

“Did you pick this character yourself or did it come like that?” she asked.

“No, I made it. You like her?”

“Yeah, she’s cute. She kind of looks like me.”

“Does she?” He made her dive and roll on the screen then turned her towards them. The character’s large breasts bounced beneath her tight shirt, her nipples perpetually hard. “Yeah, I guess she does. Huh.” He ran her into a dark house and started trying to figure out what he needed to do to finish the level.

Miranda was getting into it now too, starting to understand why he liked it so much. She spotted something in a dark corner and put her hand on his arm, told him to check it out. There was something hidden there he hadn’t noticed before and he said it might turn out to be really useful. That he was impressed she saw it.

She said, “We make a good team.”

“Yeah, we do.”

She picked his beer up and took a sip, looking at him to see if he’d be mad. Her mom didn’t let her drink and he usually deferred to whatever she said. He wasn’t her real dad after all. But either he didn’t notice or he didn’t care. She put the beer back down and he immediately picked it up and gulped the rest of it down. It turned her on knowing her saliva on the can was mixing with his and it made her think about what it would be like to kiss him, his manly stubble rubbing up against her face.

He said, “Would you mind grabbing me another beer?”

“Sure. I’ll get myself one too,” she said, joking with him to see what he would do. She expected him to laugh and say no way but he just shrugged his shoulders and kept running the blonde with her bouncing tits around on the screen.

When she came back with the beer, one for each of them, he had the highlighter in his hand again, staring at the screen, a concentrated look on his face.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, handing him the beer.

“I don’t know, I just can’t figure out what I need to do.”

“Can I try?”

He kept looking at the screen, and she thought maybe he hadn’t heard her but then he said sure, of course and pushed away from the desk, started to get up to let her sit down. Before he could though, she spun around and plopped her butt down on his lap, still covered only by the small polka-dot bikini. 

“Okay, show me what to do,” she said.

For a moment he didn’t move and she wondered if she was too heavy or he just didn’t want her there. She was silly to try to flirt with a grown man like this. And not just any man; her mom’s husband. They weren’t getting along sure, but still.

Just when she was about to get up and apologize–maybe she could still use the excuse about the sun making her not think straight–he moved the chair closer to the desk, and reached his arms on either side of her to put his hands on the keyboard. She shifted over to the side a little so he could see the screen better and she looked back it him–their faces so close now–as he started explaining the controls, totally smooth, like it was every day he let a horny young girl who wanted his cock in her mouth sit on his lap drinking beer.

Once he finished telling her how to do it, he moved his large hands away letting her take over and then one of his hands came down to rest on her thigh. Her heart beat faster in her chest now being so close to him, feeling him touch her leg.

She tried to concentrate on playing the game but the growing sensation between her legs distracted her. Her cunt gushed into her bikini now, maybe so wet it would soak through the thin material, depositing her juices onto his leg. Needing to stimulate her aching pussy somehow, almost unconsciously she shifted her hips around on his lap, pushing her swollen, wet slit down into him.

As she attempted to maneuver the woman around on the screen, she felt something poking into her leg. And all at once she realized it had to be his hard cock, the thing she wanted most, so close to her virgin pussy now. All he had to do was slip it out, pull her bathing suit to the side and she could ride him to climax right here in the dark office. Nobody would ever have to know.

Shifting herself over so that his dick was right below her pussy, she pushed down into it, wanting it inside her so bad.

When she did that, he inhaled sharply and his hand gripped her thigh tight, squeezing her leg.

Again she rubbed herself on him, wanting to turn around and see his face.

But then the sound of the doorbell ringing interrupted them and she jumped up off his lap as if somebody had just caught her doing something wrong.

He got up quickly and without looking at her left the office to answer the door.

She sat back down on the chair, trying to catch her breath. Her pussy soaking wet now, her face flush with anticipation. God, that was so hot.

At the front door, she heard her step-dad talking to their neighbor. The neighbor asking if he was busy, telling him about this project he was working on in his garage, asking if he could help, saying there was a cooler full of beer over there too. Her step-dad saying damn how could he turn that down, let him just throw some shoes on.

“Hey Miranda,” he called out to her.

“Yeah?” she yelled back.

“I’m going to go help Bill for a while. You’ll be okay by yourself?”

Damnit. “Yeah, of course,” she said.

“Okay, I’ll see you later if you’re still home.”

“Okay.”

After she heard them leave, she sighed then shut the monitor off, pulled her knees up into the chair, all alone in the dark office now, and grabbed the highlighter off the desk. She snatched the crotch of her bathing suit to the side and pushed it into herself, imagining his pulsing cock fucking her tight, wet cunt, moaning as loud as she wanted not caring who might hear.

***

The rest of the day she spent lazing around the house, wondering what the hell was taking him so long over there. Thinking maybe she should go over in her bikini and tease them. Finally, she decided she would just take a nap, so she laid down on the couch in the living room and quickly dozed off.

Something startled her awake and it took her a moment to realize where she was. She'd just been dreaming about being at a beach, playing with some kids. They were her kids actually. A boy and a girl, they were all three building a sand castle together. And someone had been sitting off to the side, sitting in a chair watching them. Who was it though? As she became more awake, the dream faded from her and she tried to remember who it was watching them, smiling. It was someone she knew well–was he the father of her kids? She remembered being so happy he was there with them.

Then the light came on and she covered her eyes to shield them from the harsh white glow overhead, the dream completely gone now.

“Miranda?”

It was her step-dad. “I’m on the couch,” she said. Looking down, adjusting her bikini top. Then he was standing over her smiling, his head blocking the light as her eyes adjusted. She smiled back at him. “Hi,” she said. And now she remembered who the man in the dream was.

“Were you asleep?” he asked.

“Yeah, I was just dreaming.”

“A good dream, I hope.”

“Yes. A very good dream actually.”

“Oh yeah? Care to share?”

“Maybe later,” she said, sitting up now, running her fingers through her hair. She probably looked like a bum now. “How was Bill’s project?”

“Fine. I helped him build a doghouse.”

“They don’t even have a dog,” she said.

“Yeah, I know. I think it was more of an excuse to drink beer and be in the garage.”

She laughed. “Did you drink a lot?”

He grinned. “Maybe.”

She could tell he had by how relaxed he was. “You have any plans tonight?” she asked.

“Nope. You?”

“No. I think I’m going to get in the hot tub for a while,” she said. “You want to join me?”

He stopped smiling and furrowed his brow, shaking his head quickly. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea Miranda. Listen, I wanted to talk to you. Earlier, when you were outside sunbathing…” He looked down now, like there was something in the carpet that would help him say what he wanted to say.

Here it comes. She knew what he was going to say. Going to tell her how immature and dirty she was for stripping down in the backyard and fucking herself. How she should be ashamed. How he’d already called her Mom and told her. When she was sitting on his lap earlier, it probably wasn’t his cock she’d felt at all, just his cell phone or something. How could she have ever thought a mature, sexy, man like him would be attracted to her, an inexperienced virgin? So stupid. She wanted to start crying, slink down to the floor and hide under the couch. But she didn’t. She sat there doing her best to act natural, not wanting him see that she really was just a little girl who couldn’t control her emotions. She waited for him to tell her all that.

But he didn’t.

He said, “I know that you’re a woman now…” Pausing, looking at his hands, still searching for words. “You know I want you to feel comfortable here. This is your house too.”

She stared at him, waiting for what he would say next, still wanting to run away but she just nodded slowly and smiled, encouraging him to continue, like she knew exactly what he was trying to say.

He looked up at her now, still serious, squinting his eyes while he tried to figure out what to say.

She stopped smiling, unable to hold it together. The tears would come any time now. This was the most embarrassing moment of her entire life.

Then he said, “You know what? Yeah. The hot tub sounds good. We’re both adults here.”

Miranda exhaled and realized she’d been holding her breath. She sucked in deeply and felt the tension leave her neck and shoulders. Somehow she managed to say, “Yeah, totally.”

***

Sitting in the hot tub waiting for him to change and bring them some beers. He hadn’t even flinched when she suggested that. The heat felt good against her skin, and a jet pulsed a stream of water into her lower back, massaging her. The glow from the underwater light cast a green hue over everything. It was so romantic she thought and brought her toes up out of the water to look at them.

He came out with the beers then and handed her one, then stood next to the edge looking up at the sky, his bare chest so fucking sexy. She would run her tongue all over it if he gave her the chance. Make him so happy.

“Wow, it’s a nice night,” he said, still looking up at the stars.

“Yeah,” she said. The bulge in his shorts visible in the soft light.

He looked down at her and smiled then leapt into the hot water splashing her in the process.

She screamed and laughed while she kicked her feet at his hard body.

He sat down opposite her, all the way on the other side, which was disappointing but when she reached out and touched his feet with hers he didn’t move them, so she was content with that.

They sat like that for sometime, chatting about everything, life, boys, his job. The conversation came easily and she liked that he was speaking to her like a peer. After they’d finished their beers he said he would get them more but she said no, stay there, it was her turn. Fine by me, he said. When she got out, she took her time, bending over at the waist making sure he got a nice view of her ass.

The alcohol gave her some more courage and when she came back she sat right next to him and suggested they play truth or dare.

“Truth or dare? I don’t even know the rules.”

“It’s easy. I ask you truth or dare and you pick one. But the thing is you absolutely have to follow through. If you say truth, you have to answer what I ask no matter what it is. If you say dare, you have to do the thing I say unless it’s against the law or somebody could get hurt.”

“Sounds serious,” he said.

“It is. It’s five years bad luck if you don’t. We don’t have to play–“ she said. Then added, “If you’re scared.”

“Truth,” he said instantly.

“Oh, so we’re playing?”

“Bring it girl.”

“Okay. Hmm. What do I want to know about you?” She hadn’t thought her plan through this far.

“Come on,” he said. “I don’t have all night.”

“Who was the first girl you had sex with?”

He was taking a drink from his beer when she said it and he coughed spilling some down his chin. “Oh, we’re going straight there then.”

“You said you wanted to play. No chickening out now.”

“Yeah, I know. I’m just trying to remember, it was so long ago, back during the Great Depression.”

She splashed water at him. “Oh shut up. You’re not that old.”

“Okay. The first was this girl Molly Applebaum. She lived down the street from us. We were both sixteen I think. One night we snuck out of the house and broke into this abandoned house. And then… well. Yeah. Molly Applebaum.”

“Wow. Breaking and entering. That’s daring.”

“Okay. Your turn,” he said. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“Who was the first boy you had sex with?”

She looked down at the water.

“Come on. Don’t be shy now. I answered you. Some of the boys you’ve brought around were kind of losers. No offense. So who was the lucky one? It was that one with the long hair that painted his nails wasn’t it. I knew it!”

She shook her head.

“Well shit. What’s the biggest secret. Come on. Five years bad luck. You said it.”

“I’m a virgin okay.” She looked him in the eye now and he was still grinning.

“No you’re not. Come on. Who was it?”

“I’m not lying. I’ve never had sex before.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I guess I just never found the right guy. I mean lots of them tried. But I wanted it to be special, you know?”

“Yeah, no. That’s… I think that’s really cool Miranda.”

“You do?”

“Of course. It means you know what you want and you won’t let anyone else tell you otherwise. It’s really mature I think.”

She rested her head on his shoulder, the noise from the jets rumbling around them, relieved that he didn’t laugh at her. He put his arm around her shoulder, and her cheek was right on his muscled chest now. So close she could feel his heart beating against her face.

“Truth or dare,” she said.

“Hmm. Let’s go dare this time.”

“Oh you think you can handle that?”

He took his arm off her and looked at her. “Girl, I was doing dares before you were even born.”

“Okay, old man. Let’s see you put your money where your mouth is. Take your shorts off.”

“You want me to get naked here in the hot tub with my wife’s daughter? No way. I’ll take the five years bad luck.”

“I knew you were chicken. What are you afraid of? Got a little shrinkage?”

He laughed. “No, I’m all good there.”

“Well, take them off then. I can’t see anything anyway with all the bubbles.”

“Fine,” he said then moved to the center of the hot tub, reaching down under the water. When he brought his hand up his shorts were there and he threw them out on to the concrete, gave her a look, and sat back down next to her.

She couldn’t believe he actually did it. His cock was somewhere there under the water now. All she had to do was reach over, grab him. What would he do?

“Your turn,” he said. “Truth or dare.”

“Well, I guess I have to go dare.”

“Good. You don’t think I’m going to sit here naked all by myself like some old perv do you? Come on, take it off.”

“That’s your dare? Take off my swimsuit?”

“Don’t tell me you’re shy now. You didn’t seem to have any problem with it this afternoon when you were sunning yourself by the pool.”

Wow, he was getting ballsy now. “I’m not shy,” she said and then moved to the middle of the tub, slipped out her bottoms and tossed them to him. He snatched them out of the air and looked down at them, then back at her, still smiling slightly.

The water swirled around her bare pussy, water dripping of her breasts. Without breaking eye contact, she reached behind her back, undid her top and leaned forward just enough that it fell off her tits, the straps sliding down her arms.

The smile left his face as he looked at her large, bare chest. Age and gravity hadn’t even begun to take effect on her.

She sat back down next to him, so close their legs and arms touched and said, “truth or dare?”

He went to say something but nothing came out. After clearing his throat he said, “Dare.”

Miranda said, “Kiss me.”

Without any hesitation, he leaned over to her, pressed his lips against hers. She parted her mouth, letting his tongue inside to dance against hers. After a moment, slowly he pulled back away and looked into her eyes, the green glow of the light casting soft shadows over the neat contours in his face.

“Again,” she said, barely more than a whisper.

And they came together, mouths locked tight, both breathing hard. He put his strong arms around her and pulled her into his lap, then took her plump breast in his hand, squeezing it, teasing the nipple until it hardened, while he kissed her young, greedy mouth.

She reached down between her legs and found his pulsing cock–hard and way, way bigger than the highlighter–wrapped her hand around it, squeezed it gently, surprised at the girth. Her pussy twitched as she gripped him. She shifted her hips forward to him and rubbed the shaft of his cock against her bare slit, moaning into his mouth as she kissed him.

Then she was moving upward quickly out of the water, wrapping her legs tight around him as he lifted her up. He moved her naked body as if she were weightless.

Holding her, carefully he walked up the steps and out of the hot tub, still kissing her, his tongue probing her mouth, his whiskers gently scratching against the smooth skin on her face. He laid her down on the lounge chair she’d been on just that afternoon. Only now she didn’t have to settle for a mark. Now her wildest dreams were coming true.

She spread her legs, inviting him in, her pussy aching to be penetrated. The size of his dick made her wonder how she would be able to fit it inside her but she would do her best.

He looked down at her hairless sex, standing tall over her like some ancient viking king about to claim his virgin bride. His hard cock stood erect and his huge balls hung down below. Then he was on top of her kissing her neck, nibbling at it, teasing her, his body against hers.

She moaned, running her hands through his wet hair, fisting it. The smell of chlorine replaced his normal scent. Her hips pushed into him, pleading him to enter her.

He whispered in her ear. “Would you like to make love to me?”

“Mmmm. God, yes.”

Then he said, “Are you on birth control?”

She didn’t know why she said yes but once she’d said it she couldn’t take it back. Besides she didn’t want him to stop. Her dream from before came back to her vividly; the kids playing on the beach, so much happiness.

He kissed her neck and said, “We’ll go slow.”

Then the fleshy head of his dick was against her entrance, slick with desire. There was some pressure as he pressed it into her. Then the tip was inside, bigger than she’d imagined, and she breathed in deeply, taking it all in. It moved in farther now, slowly parting the walls of her virgin pussy. There was some pain as he entered; but also pleasure. So much pleasure. The two sensations so intertwined she couldn’t separate them. His cock all the way inside her now. Asking her if she was ok. Nodding. Yes. More than ok. Marveling at having the flesh of another person inside her. A man’s dick, all the way inside her. No longer a virgin.

He brought it out and thrust it in, easier this time. And again, still easier. Working into a rhythm now, his warm breath tickling at her ear. Each time he plunged into her, the tip of his cock met with the sensitive place deep inside her, igniting a spark of pleasure so powerful it was like he was closing an electrical circuit between them.

She moaned loudly, wondering if the neighbors might hear her step-dad taking her virginity in the backyard. He went faster now as little noises of pleasure escaped his mouth into her ear–the sound of him enjoying her tight cunt. She put her hand on his muscular ass, moist with sweat, pulling him into her. It rippled beneath her small hand, a hulking mass of power propelling his cock into her like a steam engine down the track. An unstoppable force.

The slick walls of her womb tightened around his dick and she screamed out in pleasure as an orgasm riveted her body, touching every piece of her. Completing her. She pulled him into her close, wanting all of him, wanting his seed.

And as if he could read her mind, he thrust into her hard and groaned, then emptied his balls into her fertile pussy, the lusty warm cum streaming into her womb.

When he finally finished he collapsed into her, nuzzling his face into her neck, his wilting cock still inside her. Their fluids mingling together, becoming one.

Neither one said anything. Neither needed to. Everything that needed to be communicated had been. They stayed in the lounge chair together for some time, watching the stars, cuddling against each other, exploring each others new exciting bodies. Finally, they dozed off as the jets in the hot tub gently babbled nearby. A deep sleep followed with dreams of beaches and caring lovers and exciting things to come.


Getting Caught By Daddy




“No, I’m grounded, I can’t leave. You know that,” Rhonda said. Talking on the phone to Buck, sitting on her bed twirling her red hair between her fingers.

“How can you be grounded,” he said. “You’re twenty years old.”

“Well, I just am okay. It’s your fault anyway. If you hadn’t dropped me off so damn late last night–“

The door flew open and her step-dad stood there scowling at her, his belly hanging out over his pants.

“Goddamnit,” she said. “Don’t you ever knock? I could have been in here naked.”

“This is my house,” he said. “I do what I want.” Still glaring.

She pulled the sheet up over her bare legs. Didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of seeing her in her tiny shorts. He was always gawking at her, not even trying to be discreet about it. She could hardly blame him really; her mother was a cow and he couldn’t do any better. “God, I can’t wait until I move out of here.”

“You and me both,” he said. “But we know that’ll never happen because then you’d have to actually get off your ass and get a job. The only way I’m going to get rid of you is if you piss off your mom enough to get kicked out or, more likely, you trick some poor slub into knocking you up.

“Can you close the door?” she said. “I’m on the phone.”

“Oh I’m sure it’s real important. Matters of the state?”

“What do you want?”

“I’m going out,” he said. “Don’t burn the house down while I’m gone. And your mom said don’t have anybody over, you’re grounded.”

“I know, damnit.”

“And clean up this room, it’s a fucking pig sty.”

She grabbed the closest thing to her, a pink stuffed bear, and hurled it at him.

He ducked out of the way, dodging it easily and chuckled, shaking his head. “Girl, one of these days…” then left leaving the door wide open.

“God I hate him so much,” she said, into the phone.

“Who?” Buck said.

“My step-dad you dumbass. I swear, sometimes I wonder about you.”

“Yeah? What do you wonder about.”

“Nevermind,” she said rolling her eyes.

From outside her step-dad’s truck started up, the deep rumble of the motor rattling the windows.

“What are you doing right now?” she asked.

“Nothing. Playing x-box.”

“Well, my parents are gone. Why don’t you come over.”

“Right now?”

“Yes, right now. And bring a condom,” she said. “Hurry up, I don’t know how long they’ll be out.”

***

Buck showed up about ten minutes later. Just walked in the house without knocking and came in her room.

“Jesus,” she said. “Doesn’t anybody knock anymore. At least you hurried. Nothing motivates a man like knowing he might get laid.”

He shrugged.

“Did you park in the driveway?” she asked.

“Umm, yeah. Where else would I park?”

She shook her head and sighed. “If you get caught over here I’m probably going to get kicked out of the house. You understand?”

“So,” he said. “Should I move my car?”

“No, damnit. Just hurry up. You brought a condom didn’t you? The last thing I need is a baby daddy working as a produce stocker at Walmart.”

He dug into the pocket of his ratty jeans and pulled out a condom, gold foil wrapper, held it up for her to see, grinning like he’d found Willy Wonka’s golden ticket.

“Well, don’t just stand there,” she said. “Take your clothes off.”

Buck started to strip down as she watched him. His pale skin so unbelievably white. Then he was naked standing next to her bed looking down at her, the condom in his hand and his dick already hard and ready to go. He was skinny as hell, not too bright, and his dick wasn’t even all that big but he was good for a fuck when she wanted one.

Rhonda pulled her shirt off and slipped out of her shorts and panties, spreading her legs wide on the bed, showing him her young cunt. “Lick my pussy first,” she told him.

“All right,” he said, getting down on his knees in front of the bed.

She moved over to the edge and put her feet up on his shoulders. His hair was greasy like he hadn’t washed in a week.

Buck buried his face into her cunt, lapping at her lips, probing his long skinny tongue deep into her folds.

Grabbing the back of his greasy head, pulling his face into her, she started to moan, grinding her hips down onto him.

His tongue circled her clitoris, flicking across it in rapid fire, like she’d taught him.

“Oh, fuck,” she said.

That encouraged him and he moved his tongue faster over the sensitive bundle of nerves, inserting his middle finger into her wet pussy now, pushing it in deep, all the way up to the knuckle, fucking her with it as his tongue gave her clitoris plenty of attention.

It didn’t take long and soon she was shaking and quivering, the orgasm came hard and fast, lighting up her wet pussy. Her thighs squeezed tight around his head and she moaned, “Oohhh baby,” then she was still trying to catch her breath but Buck kept going. Everything was real sensitive between her legs now and she pushed his head away.

“What?” he said looking up at her with that dumb look on his face. The ridge of his eyebrows was so prominent it made her wonder if he wasn’t some missing link to the neanderthals.

“I came,” she said.

“You did?” Smirking now like he’d just done something difficult.

“Yeah, good job. All right, I guess you want to get your dick wet.”

He didn’t say anything. Just stared down at her pussy.

“I want you to fuck me from behind,” she said. “On the floor.”

“Whatever you want baby.”

“Don’t call me that, I’m not your baby. We’re just fuck buddies remember?”

“Well, what should I call you then?”

“How about my name? Miranda? You do remember my name don’t you? Do you even remember your own name?”

“Yes, it’s Buck.”

“Do you think it’s illegal to have sex with people who are mentally challenged?”

He squinted his eyes, the look he got when he was concentrating real hard. “Yeah, I think it is. My first cousin on my Daddy’s side went to prison for that.”

“God, I was kidding. That’s disgusting. Let’s hurry up and do this before that fat bastard gets home.”

“Who?”

“My step-dad.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Put that condom on,” she said.

He fumbled with the wrapper for a while and she was about to snatch it out of his hands when he finally got it open, then rolled it down over his pecker.

“Good job,” she said, climbing down off the bed. She cleared a spot out on the floor amongst all the clothes and other random crap. Her step-dad was right it was a sty. Even an asshole could be right every now and then. She got down on all fours arching her back sticking her ass out as far as she could, the carpet rough on her knees and elbows. “Ok,” she said. “Let’s see what you got.” She’d learned this was the only position she could come with him. Maybe it was the size of his dick or just his general lack of sexiness, but there was something about him taking her from behind, almost like animals, that did the trick.

He poked one of those long skinny fingers of his between her wet folds, sliding it all the way in. “Damn you’re wet.”

“Yep. Let’s go champ. We don’t have all day.” She was screwed if one of her parents came home.

He guided his cock into her and sighed once it was all the way in.

She felt a little sorry for him with how small it was. Even at this angle there wasn’t much to it. “Mmm, yeah fuck me hard with that huge dick,” she said trying to get into it.

His hands came up, gripping her protruding hip bones, and he started humping her hard, putting his weight into it, a loud smack rang out each time his thighs hit her ass.

“Mmmm. Yes. Just like that. Fuck me hard.” Her tits flopped back and forth wildly and she propped herself onto one forearm and reached down to work her clit. “Pull my hair,” she said.

He grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked, snapping her head back, still fucking her as hard as he could.

She moaned, an orgasm starting to build while she rubbed the sensitive place above her cunt.

Then the door flew open and she was staring at her step-dad’s dirty boots. Shit.

“Surprise!” Mr. Crest said, “I caught you. Oh this is rich.”

Buck stopped fucking her but didn’t pull out. “Umm. Hey Mr. Crest,” he said.

Mr. Crest just started laughing and then Buck was laughing too except his came from nerves. Miranda was the only one not laughing.

***

“You,” Mr. Crest said, “are so fucking busted. You’re definitely getting kicked out now. Wait until your Mama hears about this. Oh man this is the best day I’ve had in I don’t know how long.”

Buck was still inside her, holding on to her hips real tight, nervous nervous.

“Damnit Buck,” she said. “Get off me.”

He relaxed his grip and pulled out of her, standing up now, not sure what to do with his hands.

Mr. Crest started to laugh again. “Look at his little pecker!” Pointing at him.

Buck’s face turning red now, he looked down at his dick. It was still just as hard as ever. That was one good thing about him. He never had trouble maintaining an erection.

“Leave him alone,” she yelled. “You’re such a fucking asshole.” Still on the floor but sitting now, drawing her knees up to her chest, wrapping her arms around them, trying to figure out how she could get out of this.

“I may be an asshole,” he said, “but I’m a smart asshole. Don’t you realize I set you up? I told you I was l leaving then I just parked my truck a couple blocks over and walked back, hid out in the trees across the street. And tweedle dee here shows up and parks right in the damn driveway. It couldn’t have been easier.”

“Well, bully for you,” she said. “I hope you’re happy, ruining my life.”

“Girl, you make your own decisions.”

Surely there was some way out of this mess. “Listen,” she said, standing up totally naked in front of him, her hands on her hips, letting him get a full view. Maybe that would soften him up some. Cut her a break.

He stared at her cunt, grinning, not even trying to hide it.

She continued, “You don’t like me, and I don’t like you. We both know that.”

“You got that right,” he said, looking at her pert tits.

“But,” she said, “there’s got to be some way we can work this out.”

“Girl, the only way this ends is with me calling your Mama and her kicking you to the curb. You’ll probably be homeless by tonight. You’re done mooching off me.”

“Can’t you just punish me without telling her?” she said. Desperate now trying to hold back the tears she felt welling up.

“Punish you? You want me to go my belt? As fun as that sounds, darling, there ain’t nothing that would satisfy me more than getting you out of my house and out of my life. You’re right though. Your mom spoiled you by not spanking you I believe.”

“No, I don’t mean spank me you asshole. I mean give me chores to do as punishment,” she said, knowing he would never go for it but trying anyway. “Like I could wash your clothes, cook all your meals, shine your boots. I’d do all that for you, say for three months.”

“I do enjoy watching you beg,” he said. Staring at her pussy again. “As nice at it sounds to have my own personal slave, even that’s not worth it to me.”

She stepped closer to him, so close he could reach out and grab her titties if he wanted. Might even let him do it she thought, if it meant getting out of this. “Well,” she said. “How about I let you see me naked whenever you want. Don’t think I don’t see you watching me all the time.”

He smirked and shrugged. “Girl, I will admit I will miss seeing you prance around in your little whore outfits. But, this is the 21st century. I got the internet. I can see nekkid girls whenever I want. They even have these cam girls now? Let you tell them what to do. Anything you want. They’ll even put vegetables up their ass. Can you believe that?” Saying that to Buck.

“Really?” Buck said. She almost forgot he was there. His dick still hard as ever.

“But,” she said, “those girls aren’t right in front of you. Live and in the flesh. How about this. I’ll let you jack off while you watch me finger myself. Doesn’t that sound nice? I bet you fantasize about it all the time.” She wasn’t sure what she was doing now. The last thing she wanted to do was have that disgusting man jack off to her, but if he told her mom about Buck being over and she got kicked out it meant he won. Now it was just about him not winning, not getting the satisfaction of beating her. She didn’t care what it took. 

He didn’t say anything and so she started to play with her nipples, giving him a sexy look.

“Wow,” he said. “Ain’t you the little cock slut.”

She bit her lip, nodded at him.

“I tell you what, Miranda. You get down on your knees right here and take all 10 inches of this–“ He grabbed his crotch. “–into your mouth. And then I won’t tell your Mama.”

The way he said it she could tell he was just joking, knowing she wouldn’t actually do it. But what he didn’t realize was just how much she hated to lose–especially to him. “Fine,” she said and before he knew it she was down on her knees in front of him grabbing at his pants.

He backed away. “What the hell are you doing?”

“Come on,” she said. “I need that big cock of yours in my mouth. Find out what a real man is like. I need to be punished, that’s the only way I’ll ever learn.” She grabbed his shirt and pulled him to her.

He resisted a little but if he really wanted he would have been able to break her grip on his shirt. His problem, she knew, was that deep down he was just an old pervert. Easily manipulated.

“What, are you scared?” she said. Looking up at him, lips parted, batting her eyelashes.

He still didn’t say anything. Just looked down at her, staring hard like he was mad.

She reached up and grabbed his zipper, pulled it down, then looked up at him.

He still just looked at her, as if daring her, saying go ahead, I don’t think you have it in you, calling her bluff.

Well, she wasn’t bluffing. She reached her small hand through the opening in his pants and found his bulge, still covered by his boxers. It did seem pretty big actually. Maybe he wasn’t exaggerating about the 10 inches. She looked up at him again.

He raised his eyebrows at her. “Well, aren’t you the little whore.” The confident look on his face fading then something must have clicked in his head because it came back. His dick started to harden beneath her hand. “Okay,” he said. “You got yourself a deal. Suck my cock while your boyfriend watches and I won’t tell your mama. You don’t mind do you boy?”

“Umm, I guess not,” Buck said.

Mr. Crest undid the top button of his pants and they dropped down to his ankles. “Go ahead then,” he said.

She swallowed hard, wondering how the hell she got herself into this but still determined not to lose. Taking a deep breath to calm herself, she pulled his boxers down around his knees and then was face to face with her step-dad’s veiny, semi-hard dick. It was every bit as big as he’d said. Long wiry hair sticking out everywhere. And something she could hardly believe happened; her pussy started to get wet again. She hated him but his huge cock right in front of her was actually turning her on and she wasn’t sure if she should be excited or just disgusted with herself.

“Is it too big for you?” he said. “I understand. Not many women can handle it. Your mama can though. She may be fat but she sucks a mean dick. Speaking of your mama, I can just put this thing away and go call her right now, tell her about your little date.”

Fuck it. She took the thing in her hand, still only semi-erect, lifted it up, inspecting it. It was so heavy and she could feel it pulsing. At the end of the purple, spongy head, a clear drop of liquid formed. A musky smell came off his crotch that, while not entirely pleasant, was turning her on somehow. Opening her mouth, she stuck out her tongue, and lightly smacked his dick against it, looking up at him.

He grinned and grabbed the back of her hair, pulling it tight in his large fist; the way she liked it. He didn’t know that though.

It was nearly hard now and she licked the pre-cum off the tip of his head–salty, but not bad. She opened her mouth and put the head inside, licking at the sensitive place underneath it. The taste of sweat on him.

His grip on her hair tightened and he sighed.

Yeah, you like that don’t you pervert. She had to admit that she was liking it too. She’d never been with a man that had such a large cock. Her pussy started to tingle thinking about trying to fit it inside her. She took more of it in her mouth now and it was fully hard. Her mouth open as wide as it would go, straining to take all of him in. With her hand she rubbed up and down the shaft, slick with saliva now.

Mr. Crest fisted his step-daughter’s hair hard, pulling her into his cock, thrusting his hips now, fucking her face.

The head of his dick was hitting the back of her throat but she didn’t gag. Somehow she’d never had a gag reflex and she loved deep throating guys although she’d never experienced one this large.

“Yeah,” he said, “take all that dick in your little whore mouth.” Then to Buck he said, “You’re making me nervous boy. Come over here and get your dick sucked.”

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Buck’s cock there too, the condom still on it. She wrapped her hand around his dick, the size difference quite apparent now, and started rubbing on him while she took her step-dad’s cock. Then she took his huge cock from her mouth, still working her hand up and down the shaft, and moved her mouth over to Buck’s dick. The taste of the latex bitter and dry against her tongue. She took it out and spit on it, working the saliva over it, then brought it back in, easily taking his entire length.

Then back to the huge cock, only able to take about half of it before it hit the back of her throat. She tried to open her throat and push her head onto it hard but she felt like she was choking and she pulled away, her face red from straining. She’d never sucked two guys cocks at the same time and she liked it more than she thought she might. Back to Buck’s cock now and Mr. Crest pulled away. She watched him go over to the bed, sat down, looking at her, his monstrous cock in his hand, slowly stroking it. Her pussy ached now looking at him and she had to have him inside her.

Mr. Crest said, “Come over here, girl. See if you can take this dick in that whore cunt of yours.”

She took Buck’s dick out of her mouth and stood up looking at Mr. Crest. She still hated him but that didn’t mean she couldn’t fuck him and enjoy it. Get a little something for herself. She went over to him and pushed him back onto the bed, climbing up onto and sat down on his oversized belly. She felt her pussy leaking onto him. He grinned at her as she stared at him.

She said, “Don’t you dare come inside me asshole.”

“Shit,” he said, “you’re crazier than I thought. The last thing in the world I need is to get my little whore step-daughter pregnant.”

She lifted her hips up and grabbed his enormous dick, throbbing and warm in her hand, then slowly lowered herself down onto it. As it penetrated through her soaking wet lips, she quivered at the size it. She knew it would feel big, but as it moved farther into her, sliding against the pulsing walls of her young pussy, she began to realize just how big it was. It was like she was fucking a steel pipe. Then it was in as far as it would and she started riding it slowly, getting used to it.

Mr. Crest grabbed at her small breasts, squeezing them hard, toying with the nipples, pinching them and letting her do all the work on his dick.

Miranda started get into a nice rhythm, grinding into him harder, moaning loudly. Her step-dad’s rough hands against her tits adding to the pleasure.

Then he took one hand from her chest and spit in it, reached around and started pushing his finger into her tight asshole. It resisted him at first but then slowly started to relax and open up as he patiently pressed into it.

She moaned louder. No one had ever done that to her before and it felt amazing. Here she was fucking the man she hated most in the world, but enjoying it more than any sex she’d ever had.

Mr. Crest took his finger from her ass and turned to Buck who had just been standing there watching all this go on, eyes wide. “Come here boy,” he said.

Buck did as he was told.

“I want you,” Mr Crest said, “to lick her asshole.”

Miranda stopped riding for a moment to turn around and look at him. He had a puzzled look on his face, the poor thing. “Go ahead,” she said. “It’s clean. Lick my ass.”

He shrugged and got down on his knees behind them. 

She imagined he’d never been so close to another man’s junk before and smiled at the thought. His chin had to be right next to her step-dad’s huge balls. Then she arched her back and screamed in pleasure as his tongue entered her tight rosebud. He slipped it in and out, licking all around. She’d never felt anything like it and she couldn’t believe she’d never had him to do this before.

“You like that don’t you,” Mr. Crest said. “You little anal slut.”

She put her hands down on his chest, fucking him hard now, Buck’s face buried in her ass.

“Okay boy, we’re going to Eiffel Tower this slut. I think she needs it.”

Buck slipped his tongue out of her ass. “Eiffel Tower?”

“You know,” he said. “The Eiffel Tower in France?”

“You want to go to France?”

She rolled her eyes. “He wants you to put your cock in my ass while he fucks my pussy. Hurry up and do it so we can get this over with.” The truth was she was enjoying it more than she would ever let her step-dad know. She would even do it again if she could. His cock was nearly perfect. It was a shame he was such an asshole.

Buck stood between Mr. Crest’s legs not sure how he was going to do this without their balls touching.

“Let’s go boy,” Mr Crest said, “Don’t be shy. It’s not gay if you’re fucking a woman.” He laughed, grabbing her tits again.

Buck put his hand on her back and she leaned forward laying her head on her step-dad’s large chest to give Buck full access to her butt. She felt is cock at her tight entrance and she tried to relax it for him. “Go slow,” she said.

He managed to work the head in and she relaxed as best she could as he slipped it the rest of the way in.

“Oh,” she said. “Fuck.” Moaning hard, letting the two cocks fill her, an orgasm started to build up deep inside her.

Buck fucked her fast and hard, the only way he knew how.

She took him in her virgin asshole. Had no idea sex could feel this good. Moaning loud, giving herself over to the two men.

Buck grunted, thrusted hard into her and she knew that he’d come. When he was done he took his cock out of her ass and sat back down on the floor watching them.

She was about to come herself and she sat up, grabbed her step-dad’s pecs, squeezing them hard, digging her fingernails into him, feeling his enormous dick in her tight pussy. Then she came.

It was so overpowering she forgot about everything and everyone, herself, the world, just feeling the raw energy pulsing through her body, wave after wave of tingling orgasm rolled over her body. She heard someone screaming, then as the orgasm finished she realized it was her. She stopped and opened her eyes, looked down at her step-dad.

He had a concerned look on his face. “Damn girl, I thought you were dying or something.”

“Mmmm. No. I’ve never come so hard in my life.”

He grinned then started fucking her again, pushing his hips up into her, bucking her all over the place, making it hard to keep her balance like she was riding a bucking horse.

As he fucked her she felt another orgasm coming on. The way he was breathing and held his mouth, concentrating, it looked like he would blow his load soon too.

She moaned. “Mmm. Fuck me daddy. Fuck your little cock whore.”

He must have liked that because he fucked her even harder then, driving all ten inches into her tight pussy, sweat dripping off his forehead.

She started to come again, not as hard as before, but still hard, moaning really loud. Her pussy tightened around his dick, constricting him, pulling on it. “I’m coming,” she said, throwing her head back, writhing around on him.

Then her step-dad’s breath quickened, his large chest heaving up and down, his thrusts into her became short and quick, a machine gun like efficiency.

Miranda looked down at him, watching his face, getting ready. He was turning so red she thought he might have a heart attack. That would be hilarious.

His eyes narrowed and he was right there on the edge, she could tell. He tried to throw her off of him but she was ready and she squeezed her thighs together tight, shifting all her weight to her hips, getting as heavy as she could.

“Get off,” he yelled. “I’m about to blow.” His eyes frantic now.

But she stayed right where she was and he tried again to throw her off him. But then it was too late. He grimaced and groaned, bucking his hips into her as he exploded his load inside her fertile pussy.

The hot, sticky warmth of his seed invaded her womb, and she stayed right there making sure he was completely finished, making sure every last drop of semen drained from his cock into her greedy cunt.

She was grinning now, having scored the ultimate victory over him.

He had his eyes closed, just shaking his head from side to side, muttering something she couldn’t hear.

“What’s that you’re saying dad? Are you wondering if I’m on birth control? Well, the answer is no. But wait, it gets better,” she said. “I keep close track of my cycle and wouldn’t you know, today is a perfect day for getting pregnant.”

When he finally spoke all he could say was shit. “Shit, shit, shit.” Hands over his face, shaking his head, still breathing hard.

“Yep,” she said. “You’re never getting rid of me now are you? Checkmate bitch. And you’ll be letting me ride that sweet dick of yours whenever I want.” She climbed off his wilting cock, clinching her thighs together, making sure not to lose any of the precious semen he’d left inside her. Even Buck was smiling now too. He’d taken the condom off finally but his dick was still hard.

“Jesus, Buck,” she said. “You’re a machine.”

“No, I don’t reckon I am,” he said.

Mr. Crest finally dragged himself up off the bed and pulled his pants up. He didn’t say a word as he left her room, too stunned probably. She felt a little bad for him. But not too bad. She found her panties and laid back on the bed with her feet in the air. She’d heard that increased your chances of having a girl. And then she started to think of baby names. Delilah had a nice ring too it, she thought. But there was plenty of time to decide on that.


Two Black Cocks




As I walked up the sidewalk to my Mother’s house, my thoughts quickly went back to the last time I was there. It hadn’t gone well, to say the least. Mother walked in on me fucking Bill, her husband and my step-dad. And understandably she flipped out, filed for divorce the next day. Poor Bill. He had no idea what was going on.

Neither of them did really.

For as long as I could remember, I’d always had something of an ability to get people to do what I wanted. It wasn’t just that I was persuasive; no, people did exactly what I said. It didn’t work on everyone, but when it worked it fucking worked, you know? They would jump off a bridge if I asked. Not that I would ask someone do to do that but that’s the kind of power I had over them. I couldn’t really explain why or how it worked. But it did. It was like I could hypnotize people just by saying something to them.

I didn’t have a key anymore so I rang the doorbell, ready for the onslaught of screaming I was sure to get from Mother. We hadn’t talked since that day she walked in and Bill was balls deep in my pussy. I called her so many times, but she blocked my number eventually. So this was something of a last resort. It was more than likely she wouldn’t let me in, but I had to try.

When the door opened to reveal a tall black man I wondered for a moment if I had the wrong house. But of course I didn’t. “Umm. Hi, I’m Jennifer. Brenda is my Mom.”

He raised his eyebrows and looked me over. “Your Mom told me you might show up. She said she doesn’t want to see you.”

“Yeah, I know.” His head was shaved bald, and he had thick muscular arms. “Did she tell you why?”

He shook his head. “No, but it must have been pretty bad for her to disown you like that.”

“Yeah, I guess so.” I mean, it didn’t get much worse than fucking her husband, but I really couldn’t help it at the time. I was so horny and I’d always had a thing for older men. But, I was different now. I vowed to stop using my power like that. “So, is my mom here? Can I come in?”

“She’s not here but I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“Who are you by the way?” I said.

“I’m Terrance. Your Mom’s boyfriend.” He still blocked the doorway, showing no sign of letting her in.

My chin dropped. “My mom’s dating a black guy?” That was so unlike her. Not that she was racist but it seemed like the last thing she would do. Although, looking at Terrance I could see why. He was hot. And the bulge in his pants was so obvious.

“Yeah, so?” He crossed his arms over his thick chest.

“Listen, if I could just talk to her I think I could patch things up.”

“I don’t think so. Maybe try coming back when she’s here.”

Fuck that. I had to talk to her. It wouldn’t hurt to use my power just for this little thing, if it would even work on him at all. On some people it didn’t. Like my mother for example. I closed my eyes, concentrating, then said, “Let me in,” looking him in the eye.

His expression immediately softened. “Yeah, of course. Come in Jennifer.” He moved out of the way and let me in.

The power was like a drug though; once I got a small taste of it I lost all control over myself.

***

When Mom got home and found me there she flipped her shit, as expected. But Terrance actually helped soften her up. Told her he thought I was a good kid. I was a good kid, I just had some impulse control problems. Especially when it came to men.

Mom started crying and hugged me. “I missed you so much.”

“I know, I missed you too.”

By the time she left to go to work that night, we’d completely patched things up. I couldn’t have been happier. It felt so good to take a shower in my old bathroom, and be in my old room. It was home after all.

After I got out of the shower Terrance called up the stairs to me. “Hey, you want to watch a movie?”

“Yeah, I’ll be down in a bit.” Okay, keep it together, I told myself. Being alone with him, I felt my pussy already getting wet. I didn’t know what it was but when I got around certain men it was like I lost the ability think rationally. I didn’t mean to, it just happened sometimes. My body just took control and I couldn’t help myself. I put on a big white t-shirt and a pair of panties and went downstairs.

We turned a movie on and sat on the couch together. My panties were drenched before the first scene was even over. Something about being next to him was driving me crazy. He was so big. His dark skin so smooth. And I hadn’t been fucked in months. I couldn’t believe this was happening again. But it was, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

Carefully, so that he wouldn’t noticed, I slipped my hand between my legs, glancing over at his handsome face to see if he was watching.

He was engrossed in the movie so I continued.

One finger moved under the elastic at the edge of my panties, then slipped between my moist folds. Oh my god. I couldn’t believe how wet I was. I brought my leg up on the couch to try to block his view of what I was about to do, then ran my finger along the slick cleft, working my way up to the swollen clitoris.

I bit my lip, trying to stifle the moans that threatened to escape. Why didn’t I just go upstairs to do this? I couldn’t answer that. Stealing glances at Terrance’s ripped arms, I pushed my fingers in and out of my tight pussy, fingering myself quickly, rubbing the engorged bundle of nerves behind the hood of skin with my thumb. My cunt quivered with satisfaction, and I swallowed hard looking over at him.

I couldn’t take it any more.

I brought my fingers out of my pussy. My face was flush, and my heart beat quickened as I turned to him. “Terrance,” I said, looking at his face.

He kept watching the movie. “Yeah?”

“Do you think I’m pretty?”

That got his attention. He turned to look at me and did a double take when he saw my legs spread out towards him, my shirt hiked up so he could see the growing wet spot in my panties. “Umm.” He moved away to the other side of the couch, trying not to look at my crotch, but not doing a very good job.

I moved my hand down and placed it over the wet patch, looking at him. Rubbing my finger lightly against my swollen clitoris, a moan escaped my mouth.

“What are you doing, Jennier? Come on. Cut it out.” He looked ready to run away and his hand gripped the hand rest of the couch hard with a pained look on his face.

“Terrance, don’t be afraid.” I snatched my panties to the side, showing him my shaved cunt, glistening with fluids.

That was too much for him. He leapt up, his hands in the air. “Hey, you can’t do that. I think your cool, but you know, you can’t do that.” But he was still looking at my pussy. His mouth was saying one thing but his body was saying another. I couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his pants was growing.

He wanted it, I just needed to give him a little encouragement.

I closed my eyes, concentrating, then said, “Terrance, I want you to lick my pussy.”

***

Without hesitation he walked towards me then got down on his knees in front of the couch, his large hands grabbed my white legs, spreading them wide before snatching my panties to the side and burying his face in my sex.

I moaned and groped at his shiny, bald head, pushing him down into me. “Oh, fuck.” His long, pink tongue flicked inside me, running up and down my lips, then circling over my clitoris. My hands went down to the couch for support, holding on for dear life as he ravaged me, straining his face into my cunt with all his energy.

Soon enough my legs were shaking and trembling, and an orgasm started deep within my womb then tore through my body, working its way to my extremities, making me scream out in pleasure. “Okay, stop, stop.” It was too sensitive now.

He removed his tongue and looked up at me grinning, his chin wet with my come, his white teeth shining.

“Mmmm, you’re so good at that.”

He shrugged. “I try.”

I sat up and took my t-shirt off then slipped the drenched underwear down over my white legs and sat on the edge of the couch, completely naked before the massive black man standing in front of me. “Do you think I’m pretty?”

He nodded his head slowly.

“Do you want me to suck your cock?”

Again, more nodding.

I undid his pants and they dropped to the floor with a thud. I could already tell his cock was huge by the way it strained against his underwear. When I pulled his underwear down, the mammoth black dick sprang up to meet me. I wrapped my hand around it and it was so big, my finger couldn’t even connect to my thumb on the other side. A shiny glob of precum dripped from the opening. I licked it off, savoring the salty taste I’d been missing for so long.

Terrance sighed and his cock twitched against my hand, like it was a snake trying to wriggle free. His huge shaved testicles hung down below like cannon balls.

I gripped his cannon in my hand and kissed the head, licking my way down to his balls, before taking them into my mouth one at a time. They were so large I had to strain my mouth open as wide as possible and even then I had to force them in.

“Oh, shit,” he said. His large black hand coming up to my shoulder, resting it there.

“You like that don’t you?”

He nodded, taking a deep breath.

I brought the end of his cock into my mouth, flicking my tongue across the underside.

He groaned as I did that, his fingers digging into my shoulder.

Opening my mouth wide, I took his giant black dick in as far as it would go. And I wasn’t even close to fitting the whole thing. His thick crown squeezed into my throat as I worked him in and out. My lips sucked tight against his chocolate skin and I pushed my head onto his cock, choking myself before pulling back, spit running down his shaft while I let him fuck my face.

He grabbed my blonde hair in his fist and held my head still while he plunged himself into my skull. “Yeah, girl. Suck that cock.”

I put my hands on his thick ass. It flexed and rippled as he pumped his hips.

Then he pulled my hair hard, forcing my face onto his dick, letting out a roar, before he exploded in my mouth.

The thick white semen splashed against my throat and I lapped every last drop, squeezing his shaft in my hand again to make sure I got all the salty, hot seed out of his giant, black balls.

When he finally finished, he let go of my hair and stood there, swaying ever so slightly, his eyes closed, a slight grin spreading across his face.

I licked the last bit of sperm from the tip of his softening cock. Even now it was still the biggest dick I’d ever seen. No wonder my Mom liked him.

Shit. My mom. I’d fucked up again. Terrance’s black cock swinging back and forth in front of my face, and the spit dribbling down my chin confirmed it. But there wasn’t much I could do about it now. Just make sure she didn’t find out. My pussy was aching to be filled now and it overrode any feelings of guilt that were trying to fight their way to the surface.

“Damn girl. You suck a dick as good as your mama, you know that?”

I stood up and looked at him. “She can’t find out about this. You understand?”

He grinned, nodding his head. “Oh, I understand. I understand you and your mama like the big, black cock.”

I laughed. He was right about that. “Take your clothes off.”

“You’re ready for round two, huh? Alright.” He stepped out of his pants and quickly stripped his shirt off over his head.

I stuck my hand out and ran my fingers over his thick chest and washboard abs. They were so hard. And his dick started to get hard again too. “Do you like white girls?”

“Oh, I love white girls.” His lip curled up as he looked at my body.

It was apparent now just how much larger he was than me. “Listen. I really don’t want my mother to find out about this okay?”

“I know, girl.” He put one of his hands on my small breast, rolling my nipple between his fingers, then bending over and taking the whole thing in his mouth nibbling gently. Then he took his mouth away and looked at me, confusion all over his face, backing away slowly. “What the fuck. I shouldn’t be doing this. What the hell is wrong with me.”

Well, he was right. We definitely shouldn’t have been doing it. But it was too late for any morality now. The damage was already done. I stamped my foot. “Terrance!”

“What?” He backed all the way up until the wall stopped him, he tried covering his hard cock with his hands but it was just too big.

My pussy dripped with wetness, I had to have him right now. “I want you to fuck me Terrance. I want you to put your big, black cock in my tight little pussy.”

He nodded his head, slowly, his face still serious. Finally, he gave in and came towards me, looking at my cunt.

“That’s better,” I said. “Now, pick me up and fuck me against the wall.”

He snatched me in his arms, lifting me up in the air so easily. My stomach dropped as my body flew through the air.

I wrapped my arms around his thick neck as he pressed me against the wall, his strong body smothering me. My legs circled his waist, resting atop his strong ass.

He pinned me up against the wall, guiding his cock to my entrance.

Even before it was in me, my pussy quivered at the size of the head pressing against my swollen lips. “Do it. Fuck me.”

Slowly, he slid me down onto his dick, as if I were sliding down a pole.

It impaled me and I screamed out at the size. 

He made sure to slow my descent and soon his head was against my cervix, the thick shaft stretching my pussy open.

I clawed my fingernails across his back, straining to take the gigantic hunk of meat threatening to split me in half. “It’s too big!” I screamed. “Oh my god, it’s so fucking big.” It hurt but it also felt amazing. “Fuck me hard Terrance, split me open.”

He bit my neck, his large hands gripped my ass, easily supporting my small frame, working my wet pussy up and down over his dick. “Shit, girl. You’re so fucking tight.” One of his fingers strayed to my asshole, pressing against the tight opening but it wouldn’t budge. He gathered wetness from around my pussy then tried again. This time his finger slid inside my ass and the muscular ring tightened around his finger.

My hands gripped his shiny, bald head. My smalls tits bounced violently up and down as he impaled me over his steel rod, stretching me open, all the while fingering my tight virgin ass. I pressed my open mouth against his forehead, moaning hard, saliva starting to drip from my lips onto his head. An orgasm tore through me and I screamed out in ecstasy. “I’m coming, oh fuck I’m coming.”

That spurred him on and he forced his cock deeper inside, ripping me apart, bouncing my body up and down like a rag doll, slamming my back against the wall.

Then a guttural roar, so loud the neighbors surely heard, burst from his mouth. Hot semen exploded against my cervix as he bit my neck again, grunting like a brute. His strokes slowed as he milked his cock into my cunt until finally he was finished, still pinning me against the wall.

“That,” I said, “was unbelievable.”

He smirked and lifted me up off his cock, setting me down gently on my feet.

I almost fell over, my legs were like noodles, but he caught me in his strong arms, laughing.

“You okay?”

I managed a smile, saying, “Yeah, I think so. I’ve never had a cock that big.”

“Yeah, your mom had the same reaction the first time.”

I didn’t want to hear about her right then. I already felt guilty enough without him bringing it up again. His seed dripped out of my entrance, running down my leg, as I started to regain my balance, feeling more steady by the second.

His cell phone rang out from his pants on the floor and he moved to answer it.

“If that’s my mom,” I said, holding my finger up to him, “not a fucking word about this.” If I hadn’t been so nervous I might have realized how comical it was for me, a tiny white girl that weighed about 110 pounds, to be ordering around this giant of a man, this cock ogre. I couldn’t help but be entranced by the giant dick swinging heavily between his legs.

He fished his phone out of the pocket, looking at the caller id. “It’s just my buddy, Tyrone.” He looked at me, his eyebrows raised, as if waiting for my permission to answer it.

Tyrone, eh? That sounded promising. “Well, answer it then.”

“What’s crackin’ dog?” he said. His gaze moved lazily over my body as he spoke to his friend.

My pussy was still aching to be fucked again, and when had Terrance put his finger in my puckered ass it awoke a new desire I never knew was in me. And when I told him to invite Tyrone over I didn’t even have to use my persuasive power.

***

I was down on my knees in mom’s room, one black cock in each hand, looking up at the two behemoths towering over me, their hands behind their backs, grinning like it was Christmas morning.

When Tyrone showed up in his pimped out Cadillac, strutting into the house, he immediately started flirting with me. He even thought what we were doing now was his idea. Terrance I think was starting to come around, too. I had to use my power to get him to come up here but once the two men were stripped down, their cocks hard, his instincts took over and he didn’t need anymore prodding from me.

I wrapped my lips around Tyrone’s engorged cock. His dick was big but not as big as Terrance’s and as I sunk my mouth onto him, straining my throat open, my lips almost made it all the way to the base before I gagged and yanked my head back, spit flying everywhere. I stroked his shaft, my hand slipped easily over it from all the saliva, and I looked up at him, giving him my best innocent little white girl face.

“Damn, girl. You a fucking freak. Shit. Suck daddy’s cock.” He grabbed the back of my hair, forcing my head back on to his dick.

My mouth hung open as I relaxed my jaw, letting him fuck my face. With my other hand I made sure to keep working Terrance’s cock, slowly stroking the hulking mass.

After I’d given Tyrone some attention, I pulled my head back off him and turned back to Terrance. Pulling his cock into me, straining against the size. He was definitely larger than his friend. It was almost unbelievable how large he was really, but I did my best, forcing him as deep into my throat as I could manage, getting better with each stroke at avoiding the gag reflex.

Then I took my mouth away and gripped them both around their cocks, pulling on them like meat handles, urging them closer. Their dicks where so close to each other they almost touched and my spit glistened and dripped off their heads. I alternated between the two, taking one in my mouth, then the other, going back and forth as fast as I could.

They seemed to enjoy it and each of the men took a fistful of my blonde hair in their black hands, taking turns pulling my head back and forth between them like African lumberjacks sawing away at a tree together. I let them have their way with my face, enjoying being the center of attention of these powerful men.

But my pussy ached for attention of its own. As I kneeled between them, the carpet rough against my knees, I could feel my juices, still mixed with Terrance’s earlier deposit, dripping out between my folds.

I stood up and looked at them. “Now, I want you both to take me at the same time. Terrance in my pussy, and Tyrone in my ass.” Without waiting for them to respond, I turned and sauntered over to the bed, letting my ass move seductively back and forth, knowing they would be staring at it.

When I laid on the bed and looked back at them, they were both still just standing there, staring at my tight little body as if mesmerized. “Now,” I said. That got them moving and I couldn’t help but laugh at how I had them so firmly under my spell.

Terrance laid down on the bed next to me and I hopped up, straddling him, taking his cock in my hand and guiding it to my eager cunt.

He took over and pressed himself up into me, sliding inside, splitting me open.

I gasped. Even though I knew what to expect it was still a surprise. His cock belonged in a museum. I looked up over my shoulder.

Tyrone had climbed up on the bed, and was standing over Terrance’s legs behind me, stroking his cock, looking at my ass and grinning.

“Will you fuck my ass Tyrone?” It was almost hard to speak with Terrance fucking me now.

“Shit, yeah girl. I’m gonna fuck you good.” He squatted down behind me and Terrance stopped for a moment so Tyrone could get into place. He brought his thick head to my asshole, already wet from my pussy dripping all over the place, and pressed against it.

There was pressure but my ass wouldn’t give. I tried to relax but it was hard with Terrance’s huge dick inside me.

Tyrone pressed harder. “Damn, you’re tight girl.”

“Fuck me, Tyrone. Fuck my ass.”

He tried again and this time my tight ring gave way to his dick as he slide it in slowly until his shaft was buried all the way in my ass. “Damn, this is some kinky ass shit. You white girls know what’s up.”

My mouth hung limply open and I inhaled sharply, letting the two black dicks fill my holes, splitting me open. I was getting used to it and once again started grinding my hips up and down riding Terrance’s cock into my tight pussy.

He brought his mouth to mine, pressing his long, pink tongue between my lips. His hand roamed over my small breasts, pinching my nipples.

Moans and small screams broke from my mouth as I struggled to take their cocks in my tight holes. They stretched me wide and rode me hard, not holding back.

Tyrone’s strokes became short and choppy. He gripped my thin hips as he buried his thick vein in my ass. Then his hands dug into my flesh and he groaned before unloading his balls deep inside.

I screamed in pleasure, feeling his warm seed erupting in me.

When he finished he pulled himself from me with an audible pop as my puckered hole released its tight grip on him. His hot sperm leaked from ass down on to Terrance’s balls.

An orgasm was building deep inside me where Terrance’s cock was hitting the back off my womb, hitting a spot no man had hit before. I put my small hands on his pecs for support, throwing my head back, ready for the wave of power that was about to hit me. Grinding my hips down on him, forcing my tight pussy open, it was so close.

Terrance’s upper lip curled into a snarl as he bucked into me wrapping his thick arms around my body.

“Oh, fuck,” I screamed, throwing my head back, my eyes squeezed tight. He fucked me into a state of pleasure so deep I lost all sense of what was happening. My whole body vibrated and spasmed as an orgasm, the likes of which I’d never experienced before, rocketed through me, filling every part of me with a powerful and intoxicating euphoria that calmed the frenzy the two men had built up.

My body went limp and Terrance didn’t take long before he was coming too, thrashing his head back and forth on the bed, groaning as thick ropes of semen streamed into my cunt.

When we finished, the two men collapsed onto the bed, and I tried to get up and walk to the bathroom but felt like I wouldn’t make it so I collapsed down on the floor enjoying the feeling of the sperm leaking from both my holes, mixing with each other.




Long after Tyrone left and Terrance was passed out on the bed snoring, I came to the realization that I just couldn’t stay here. My power to control men was too much and my own ability to refrain from using it was too weak. My libido took over any rational thought process.

So, I left a note for Mom on the table telling her I had to leave. That I loved her and I hoped one day I could come back. Terrance was a good man and a great lover; I didn’t want to take that away from her. 	I kissed him on the cheek before I left. Walking towards the bus station dragging my suitcase behind me, I realized I might actually be growing up a little. Just a little. Maybe everything would be all right after all.
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