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I should’ve known when the package came in the mail that something was up. Of course, I wasn’t allowed to open the box until she got home from work – but I just had a weird feeling about the perfectly normal-looking brown package.

It was hot pink lace – sissy panties that she’d found online. The back of them was almost non-existent, but the front had a see-through pink lace sheath that my penis is inserted into.  They were very feminine and delicate – lacy. She made me try them on with my new black high heels and a silk bra that she’d also purchased. I was a bit embarrassed, but I knew better than to cross Larissa. She always got her way – one way or another.

We actually started out in a conventional way. We met at a bar, and hit it off right away. Some people, my friends, in fact, found Larissa a bit off-putting. She’s bossy, she’s loud – but if you can put up with her mouth, her body is absolutely bangin’. And long, straight blonde hair. She has a pretty face, too. Beautiful eyes, a nose that is thin and perhaps a tiny bit too long for her face, but full, pouty lips that are absolutely mesmerizing. I wanted to bang her right away. I love blondes. My friends wanted to fuck her too, but they couldn’t get passed her…personality.

And I’m the first to admit that we’re an odd couple – direct opposites as a matter of fact. I’m a personal trainer – I’ve always been obsessed with being in shape, working out at the gym. I’ve been a jock since high school – I played football and hockey since I was a little kid. Despite being into a lot of physical activities, I’ll confess that I’m a little bit shy – and way more introspective than Larissa ever thought of being.

We started out dating, and she took over almost from the start. We moved in together, and I went from a macho guy who just worried about getting laid to a little boy that just desperately needs his mamma’s approval. And Larissa likes nothing better than a challenge; taking me from a guy’s guy – a body builder, to a sissy boy was her ultimate goal. She’d had only limited success, of course. I went along with letting her take control – telling me what to do both in public and private. I let her spank me with a paddle in ass-less leather chaps, but I said no when she wanted me to do things with other men. And I wouldn’t wear girls clothing – underwear or otherwise.

Now, with the arrival of my new sissy panties, that was all changing. She’d convinced me to try them on – with the new bra and a pair of black high heels.

“Don’t you like them?” she asked, a smirk playing on her perfect, curvy lips.

“Larissa.”

“What?” she asked, getting annoyed now. Her hands were planted firmly on her curvy hips.

“You know how I feel about this,” I tried to explain to her as I nervously hitched in the lacy panties.

“Yeah, Brad – I do know – but I’ve had enough of this. Tomorrow, you’re going to see the doctor – to see just what the fuck is wrong with you – because I’ve absolutely had it with you,” she spat the words out at me.

“Doctor – what kind of doctor?” I asked, almost breaking an ankle as I pulled off the shiny, black pumps she’d made me try on.

“Don’t worry about it – you’ll find out tomorrow,” she said, storming back towards the bedroom. Larissa always turned me on when she was pissed off – which was a lot. But it was no use. She wouldn’t let me touch her the whole night.

She made me wear my new pink sissy panties to the doctor’s office. I was more than a bit uncomfortable with that, but she let me wear my jeans, t-shirt, and Nikes to make me feel better. I still couldn’t forget I was wearing them, though, as they were definitely itchier than my regular boxers.

As we pulled up, I wondered loudly what kind of a “doctor” had an office in the back of a strip mall.

“A specialist – you’re gonna get a very thorough exam and some…therapy,” she explained to me as she turned off the car and pulled the keys out of the ignition.

“Therapy – great,” I said in my most sarcastic voice.

“I could do without the sarcasm. And I’m just gonna say this, Brad – if this doesn’t work – it’s over. I’ve spent way too much time trying to fix whatever is going on between the two of us, and I’m not happy, so ….let’s just say this better work….or I’m done,” her words tore through my heart like a knife. I was in love with her, despite all of her shortcomings, and I certainly didn’t want to start over with anyone else. I just wanted Larissa. I wanted to make her happy.

“Ok, ok – I got it,” I reassured her as I closed my car door and headed into the office. It looked like any other doctor’s office – a TV, magazines. There were a number of chairs, but we were the only ones there other than a receptionist with big, curly red hair. So, I checked in with her. It wasn’t long before I was escorted into the doctor’s office, and Larissa came along behind me. She acts like she’s my mother or something.

“Get undressed – the doctor will be with you in a minute,” the old nurse told me as she walked out the door and closed it behind herself. I could’ve shit – I certainly didn’t want anyone to see my sissy panties! I got really nervous right then, but Larissa told me to take off my jeans and t-shirt and lie down on the paper-covered hospital bed. I would’ve rather been naked than lying there in sissy underwear, but Larissa made me keep them on. That’s when Dr. Davis came in.

“So, you must be Brad,” he said in a professional tone as he shook my hand. I tried to cover up my pink, lace panties with my other hand but it didn’t work.

He was a handsome man – taller than normal with dark hair that was straight and cut short. He clearly worked out, as his muscles were obvious even under his suit and white coat.

“I like your panties,” he told me as he rolled me over onto my side, facing the white cement wall. He pulled my thong down just a little, and then I could feel something cold and wet being applied to my asshole. I jumped as soon as he touched me.

“I know – it’s a bit cold, isn’t it?” he asked as he reached over to grab something I couldn’t see off of his table.

“Now, this will only hurt a little,” Dr. Davis informed me as he pushed something hard up against my lubed hole. It hurt like hell, but I wasn’t about to yell out. I just let him impale me with whatever it was as I breathed loudly and groaned. It felt like my insides had been absolutely plowed, and my legs trembled from the awful sensation.

“Good girl,” the doctor said as I let him insert that big butt-plug up inside of my ass. I turned pale at that time, all blood draining from my face. I was real quiet. Why was he calling me a girl? I looked over at Larissa, who looked quite pleased with how things were progressing. Dr. Davis then set me back down onto my back, leaving that nasty butt plug buried up my poor, virginal asshole.

“It hurts,” I told them, but it didn’t matter.

“You’ll feel a lot better in just a minute,” the doctor said as he pulled down the front of my lace underwear, releasing my veiny cock from its pink, lace sheath. He massaged my balls, but I don’t know if he was doing an exam or simply trying to make me hard. It worked, my little soldier came to attention despite the excrutiating pain radiating from my ass. Before I knew what was happening, he was sucking my cock.

I looked over at Larissa with big eyes as he deep-throated my cock, and she was absolutely thrilled. This was what she’d wanted all along, of course. She wanted me to take part in homosexual acts while she watched. And now, here I was, letting this good-looking doctor suck my pecker for all it was worth. I wanted him to stop, but I didn’t. It was the best blow job I ever got – hands down. So, I laid there, my lacy pink panties half-way down my thighs, and let him suck me into oblivion. My breathing became harder, and I moaned loudly as my toes curled. I’ll admit – it turned me on. I began caressing the back of his head and then after a few “ugh, ughs” from me, I filled his throat with my thick, creamy goodness. He greedily swallowed it all before sitting down in the office chair. It was then that he unzipped his fly and pulled down his trousers to expose his big, red shaft to me.

“My turn,” I heard the doctor say as I was barely recovering from my earth-shattering orgasm. I climbed down off the table, completely shocked by the fact that I was gonna be swallowing this guy’s big piece of meat. I could tell Larissa was loving every minute of it. Her biggest fantasy was setting me up with someone online and then making me suck his big pecker. It was something I’d managed to avoid, until now.

I pulled up my panties, and then got down on my knees in front of Dr. Davis. I stared at his dick, and it felt like it was looking back at me. I swallowed hard before licking my lips and forcing myself to take the head of it inside of my mouth.

“Ohhhh,” the guy groaned as I started sucking his meat as hard as I could. As I bobbed up and down on his hard shaft, I realized that I had finally become the biggest sissy ever. My asshole was aching from that torturous plug as I moved. The sissy panties, the punishment, and the doctor’s dink in my throat actually turned me on – more than I’d ever thought possible. I did my best to give the doctor the wettest, tightest blowjob ever, and I knew I’d become a real sissy boy as I felt his hot jism squirt down my throat, again and again. I licked his cock perfectly clean afterwards.

When we were done, Larissa broke out into loud applause.

Read on for your next Bonus Sissy Story – and more…

Picked as Sissy on the Pirate Ship – One Reluctant Sissy

I’ll admit that I’d always wanted to be a pirate. The delicious promise of a life of freedom, of travel, and yes, even debauchery, was my one and only desire. Exciting days of adventure followed by nights of drunken stupor sounded like the life to me, and I can remember listening to their tales as a young lad in my father’s inn whenever they came to port. Of course, father didn’t approve, but I didn’t care. The first chance I got, I signed up to make sail with the first pirate captain who would take me out to sea. I was nineteen years old.

I had no idea what I’d signed up for – the first night we sailed into a storm. The waves were so big, twenty feet high, and I thought we’d all perish. Everyone was screaming and yelling as we pulled at ropes and scrambled around, hoping upon hope to survive the next wave that came crashing down upon us. We took on water, and bailed out buckets of water as fast as our arms would allow. It went on for hours, all through the night, but abated once the sun appeared on the far horizon. The crew had survived the night, and although the ship was battered, we continued to head out farther into the open ocean.

Day followed night of hard, gruelling work, and the pirates became more surly as each one passed. I was smaller than the rest, but did my best to pull my weight. I tried hard to find my place. We’d been out at sea for about ten days when the captain called me into his private cabin for a talk. I sat down at a wooden table, and he loudly placed a bottle of rum on the table in front of us. It wasn’t a surprise – he was intoxicated most of the time.

“Drink up, my boy,” he told me as he pushed the bottle closer. I knew better than to resist an order from the captain, so I picked up the bottle and took a few chugs from it. It was warm, burning, as it passed through my mouth and down my throat. It was then that he began to speak.

“The men have voted – they’ve picked you Sissy of the Ship,” he told me as he pulled at his long black beard. I didn’t know what that meant, and I’m sure a look of confusion must have come across my face. I’d never heard that term before.

“S-ssissy of the ship?” I repeated what he’d said, and a crooked smile formed on his own rugged face. Then he nodded, grabbed the bottle back away from me, and took a long drink of it. He then walked over to a large trunk and flipped up the heavy lid. He pulled out a long green velvet gown, and threw it over to me. I was aghast, my mouth fell open but no words would escape.

“The men have needs – they’re agitated, and if they don’t get some relief, I’ll soon have a mutiny on my hands,” he told me as he took the seat next to me again. I looked down at the fancy gown in my hands, and wondered what woman had worn this lovely garment. And where was she now?

“I’m- I’m not a woman,” I told him, stating what I thought was obvious.

“Of course not – we can’t have a woman on the ship – tis bad luck to be sure. Why, the last time we had a woman on board – well, let’s just say it went badly,” he explained, his gruff old voice trailing off as he ended his statement, as if remembering something from the past.

“You just need to keep the men…happy – that’s all. You can do that, can’t ya?” he asked, his squinty eyes looking deep into mine. I didn’t know what to say, so I just nodded my head.

“Aye, Sir,” I told him. Although I’d never had an actual sexual encounter in my life, I’d hung around the taverns enough to at least have an idea what the captain was expecting of me. I have to admit that I was a bit excited at the prospect, even if it was with these naughty pirates. As I started to disrobe - to put on my dress, the captain slipped out of the cabin.

Surprisingly, the exquisite emerald garment fit without much fuss. I picked up a small, ornate yet tarnished silver compact off of the wooden table, and carefully flipped it open. I wondered if it belonged to her, but had no way of knowing. I looked at myself in the mirror, and dragged my fingers through my long, wavy dark locks. Large, dark brown eyes met mine in the reflection, and I felt as if I was looking at myself for the first time.

I didn’t know what would happen next – would someone come in the cabin? As I thought of the prospects, I saw that the bottle of rum still sat on the table. I grabbed it, and swallowed down as much as I could, as fast as my mouth and throat would allow. Then, I sat down on a wooden chair once again. I drank more, and eventually the room began to spin uncontrollably. It was then that he appeared at the door.

It was the first mate, and although I didn’t realize it at the time, that did make sense. He was a man named Big George, and he was the most senior person on board apart from the captain. Of course he would be first. We stared at each other for a moment, but neither said a word. What was there to say? There was an energy in the air – it seemed thick, and the candle flickered on the table as we stood there in silence. It was then that he approached me.

One large hand was placed upon his hat, and he removed and placed it on the table. I backed up, my rear end up against the edge of the table, and my breathing quickened. In no time at all, he was upon me, his lips sucking at my neck, moving up and down it. I moaned softly, having never been touched like this before. His mouth was on mine, his beard rough against my cheeks as his tongue plundered my wet mouth. He took my mouth again and again with his thick tongue, and it was warm and made me quiver. He picked me up and sat me down on the table, his rough hands running up the outsides of my legs, pushing my gown higher and higher. His lips were all over my neck and chest as I could feel him undoing the buttons at the back of my dress.

After a few moments of fumbling, Big George peeled down the top of my gown revealing my chest. His hot mouth was immediately upon my nipple, pulling and playing with it. I groaned as he sat down in the wooden chair and pulled me down upon his lap. I sat on the hard bulge in his pants and he told me what to do…to do things…to him. He played with my titties before finally pushing me down onto the floor and onto my knees. He unbuttoned his pants, and pulled out his big cock, nearly hitting me in the face with it. I was lost in the sexual tension of it all as I slowly took his huge member between my lips and began to work my way up and down on it. It was so big that my mouth ached as I sucked him off, and he moaned loudly as his hands messed in my shoulder-length hair.

I could hear the other pirates outside the door, and I imagined they were listening to us. Our pace quickened, his body jerking. I thought for sure he was going to come in my mouth. Instead, Big George pulled back away from me, and pulled me up to my feet. He jerked up the back of my dress, and pushed me face first over that same wooden table.

My legs trembled as I grabbed the sides of the table tightly with my small hands. I could feel the cool air hit my rear end as the dress was now up around my waist. He must’ve wet his hand with his mouth because he was caressing my anus with moistened fingers. I couldn’t help but let out a cry.

“Oh, no,” I managed to say as he was about to take me and make me his own. His hairy crotch bumped up against my bare ass and I could feel his hard cock push up against my tight little virgin hole. He held me tightly with his strong arms as he christened me with the head of his veiny cock, and it stung so badly that I cried out some more. The pirates outside cheered as Big George finally managed to bury his manhood all the way up my tight asshole, making me scream and scream some more.

“That’s a good girl – you scream – you scream it all out,” he whispered to me as he fucked me hard up the ass. Every time he pulled out, I felt a tiny bit of relief before that hot poker was pushed in again, making me burn and jerk from the love he was giving me. He grunted and smacked my little white ass over and over, until he finally came, gasping and filling me up with his cream. My body ached and I was tired as he buttoned up his pants and left me there on the table. He mumbled, “that’s a good sissy,” as he walked out of the room and closed the door.

A short while later, two of the younger pirates entered the captain’s cabin, and I realized the night was just beginning. I figured the worst must be over, so I stood up and smoothed down my gown in preparation for Act Two. One of these seamen was the best-looking on the ship, and I’d caught myself looking at him many times over the past week or so. His blonde hair was long down his back and he had bright eyes, and generous lips. I went to him, unable to look him in the eye, but able to undo his trousers and push him down into the chair. He was more than happy with this, and I got down on my knees and took him into my wanting lips.

He was smaller than Big George, but definitely more pleasurable to me. As I sucked hard on his erect penis, I could feel the other young man come up behind me, pulling me into a standing, but bent over position. He hitched up my green gown and dropped his trousers. This second pirate took me up the ass as I lavished attention upon my blonde friend’s member. And this time, I was actually enjoying myself. The guy behind me humped and bumped at me as I gasped, all the while sucking off the handsome pirate. They came at the same time, the one behind me filling me up with stream after stream of cum while the blonde one ejaculated sweet serum into my mouth, and I swallowed it all down.

At that point, the door swung open and the remaining occupants of the ship stumbled in. As they all undressed for our first gang bang, I suddenly realized I had found my place on the ship. I was the sissy of the ship – a very good position on board, perhaps the most important one.

I had heard of the savage sexual exploits of pirates when they came into port. I’d been weaned on the tales of debauchery that had so excited me as a young man. It never occurred to me that life on the ship was the same, and now I’d become an integral part of that. I was a pirate, after all.

And NOW – a BONUS TABOO EROTICA TALE – AND MORE SISSY TALES FOR YOU – KEEP READING…

Captive Princess

It was nearly sunset when I reached my final set of traps. The wind was cold, so I pulled the furs around my shoulders even tighter. Most of these sets were empty, but I could see something struggling in the last one as I made my way through the trees. I’d caught her by the foot.

“Stay away, Savage,” were the harsh words she cried out as I approached her, but never had I seen such beauty. Her long, curly black hair covered the leaf-littered ground around her as she desperately pulled at her ankle, trying to free herself once more. Her gown was a deep yellow, and gently glittered as the sun sank low into the horizon. Her dark eyes were heavily lined with lashes, and they looked at me with what seemed to be a mixture of both fear and hatred. What was she doing so deep in the woods – so very far away from her own people?

I moved closer, and reached down my hand to help release the snare, but she tried to slap it away. I pulled out my knife, and slashed the rope instead, setting her loose from the trap. I grabbed her upper arm so that she couldn’t flee, and she let out a piercing shriek.

“Leave me be, Native – you don’t know who I am,” the raven-haired beauty’s words spat at me once more. Her build was slight despite her large, rounded breasts and behind, so I lifted her up and carried her over my shoulder. She didn’t go quietly, and she punched at me and squirmed the entire time as I made my way back to my village.

When we arrived, I pushed her into my teepee and down onto my bed of furs and tanned hides. I followed behind her, leaving my pack of fur pelts outside. I could feel her watching me as I removed my own furs and headdress made of eagle feathers. I set them on the floor next to my bed, and proceeded to remove my loin cloth. I stood naked before her, my well-muscled body wanting nothing more than to press against her as the darkness grew.

“I-I am Princess Katherine of Abodene – you must let me go – I must get back to my castle,” the mysterious woman finally managed to say as I approached.

“You are so far away from your people – you are on my land now,” I replied, reaching out to take her hand.

“We were traveling, and were attacked by other Indians – I ran a long ways and hid. I would’ve been fine if I hadn’t gotten stuck in your wretched trap,” she replied, getting angry again as she finished her statement.

“So now you are my captive,” I replied, pulling her towards me and kissing her full on those plump red lips. I was surprised that she didn’t strike me, although she didn’t kiss me back, either.

"Take off your clothes,” I commanded her. She just stared at me.

“Did you hear me – take off your clothes and get into my bed,” I told her once more.

“What if I were to say no?” she countered, her hands now planted firmly on her wide hips.

“I caught you in my trap – you are mine. You are my prey now – that’s how it works,” I tried to explain the situation to her, although I thought it was obvious.

With that, she must’ve resigned herself to her fate, for she began to unbutton the many fancy gold buttons that lined the bodice of her gown, and her large breasts sprung out as she lowered the gold dress to the ground. She made no sound as she stepped out of her fancy shoes and climbed into my fur-covered bedding. I climbed in on top of her, and began kissing down her long, white neck. Her dark hair spread out around me as my own hands found their way to her enormous breasts. I latched onto her pink nipple with my warm mouth, and began to suck hard. It was then that she spoke to me.

“Be gentle – I’ve never known the love of a man,” she whispered down to me as I worked her little nipple into a hard peak, and teased it with my long, tanned fingers.

“Yes, Princess, and you’re going to remember the love of this savage,” I replied to her, remembering the words she’d spoken to me earlier. At this, she sighed, and I moved on to suckling her other nipple while still playing with the first. My hands moved all over her young, luscious body, and I squeezed her ample behind with both hands – hard, as I spoke to her.

“And I’ve never fucked a white woman before.”

With this, she let out a gasp, and I wasn’t sure if it was because of the statement or my clenching of her round ass.

“Go slow with me,” Princess Katherine murmured, as she spread her arms out above her head, stroking the furs under her.

“I’m going to kiss and lick every inch of your body – do you understand me?” I told her as I rolled her over onto her flat stomach and pulled all of her long, curly black hair up into a bun on top of her head. I trailed wet kisses down her neck and over her shoulder blades. Her skin was so white that I could see her in the blackness, and her body began to tremble once I reached her waist.

“Are you scared?” I questioned her in a soft, but gruff tone.

“Yes.”

“Good,” I told her as I lifted up her incredible big white rear end, putting her on all fours with her ass up in the air. I ran my tongue over it many, many times before I made my way to her most intimate spot, and she gasped as I began to work it over with my tongue.

“Oh, God,” she barely managed to groan as the pleasure radiated out to encompass her entire body. I did this for a very long time, until she was begging me to fuck her. My long, dark fingers found her pussy in the front, and I rubbed the wetness before plunging in with first one finger, then two, and then three. She was breathing heavy now, and moaned loudly as I fucked her with my hand over and over again.

I flipped her over on the bedding and pulled her head into my lap so that her mouth could reach my raging erection for her. I pushed her warm lips onto my veiny red cock, and laid back onto my bed to enjoy it. She sucked me hard and fast, lavishing my penis with all of her attention. Finally, I thought for sure I was going to burst like a volcano into her mouth, so I pulled away from her.

“Sit on my lap,” I instructed my princess-turned-sex-slave, and she did as she was told. I could feel her furry pussy near my still-growing erection, but I let her sit there for a minute while I sucked on her neck and growled low into her ear.

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” I told her.

“Yes,” she replied, running her small hands through my long, straight dark hair. My strong hands were playing with her nipples, pinching them, as I ground against her innocent pussy with my huge erection.

“I’m gonna fuck you… all… night… long,” I continued telling her, and she clung to me as her entire body trembled with desire.

I wanted to fuck her doggy-style first, so I got up and instructed her to get on all fours. I rubbed my member all over her ass before I positioned my large missile right over her untouched pussy hole. I grabbed two full hands of the fleshy fat on both sides of her bottom, and quickly racked her hips back into my hard erection.

“Oh – oh,” she cried out, unable to speak a word because of the pain, as I pushed hard to enter her again and again. I fucked enough girls from my tribe to know that this was going to happen, so I just kept racking her over and over again with my big veiny cock.

“It hurts – it hurts too much,” Katherine managed to whine, but I knew I had to harden myself – to ignore her, in order to fully take her virginity. I removed myself from her after this, and turned her over into the missionary position.

“Is it over?” she asked, as I climbed back on top of her.

“No,” I told her as I took my cock in hand and rubbed it against her hot, tight little pussy once more. I entered her again with a powerful thrust, and she gasped again, grabbing my round ass and squeezing it hard as she tried to deal with my rock-hard cock in her tight little hole.

Katherine sucked on my neck and pretty much moaned the entire time that I fucked her, her legs shaking as I took her again and again. I knew from experience that you pretty much have to give them it long and hard – for like an hour straight, before they come anywhere near to enjoying the feel of a hard cock deep inside of them.

Finally, I could feel her loosen up, and she even began to hump against me as I fucked her as hard as I could, my muscles getting sore and sweat covering both of our toned bodies. It was at that point that I quickened my pace and expertly rubbed her clit up and down as I did so. We both came loudly as my stream of cum shot up deep into this white woman, this princess. We collapsed onto the bedding, arms tightly wound around one another. It was beautiful – that’s what I thought as this incredible creature lay in my arms, kissing my broad chest. She was beautiful, and I knew I would never let her go.

More Sissy Erotica Tales to Follow, but First…

READ ON FOR YOUR FIRST BONUS TABOO EROTICA TALE…

Losing It to my…

STEPFATHER

First of all, I never meant for it to happen. I had too much to drink, and the only good thing about it was that Louisa had turned eighteen the week before. Well, that wasn’t the only good thing about it - but it never should have happened to begin with.

Caroline came home from John’s party with a splitting headache, so she took a couple of pills and went right in to bed. The kids were already asleep, so Louisa and I were left alone in the living room. I sat down for a minute, waiting for her to get her stuff together so I could drive her back to her dorm. She’d just started college in September.

Louisa, my stepdaughter, was lying on the couch with her knees up, watching some dumb reality TV show. From where I was sitting, I was shocked to realize I could see all the way up the gap in her cutoff shorts. Louisa has beautiful legs - perfect, in fact. Even more disturbing to me was the fact that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her bare pussy was looking right at me. I could see the sexy little slit and everything. Did she know? I looked away, and then looked back at her again. Oh, God. I couldn’t help but look at it. So young, so plump, and so tight. Louisa was simply beautiful, and to be honest, my fate was sealed right then and there.

She stretched her legs, spreading them to reveal even more of herself to me. The lips slowly parted, and my eyes just soaked it up. Louisa was playing me, I knew that much, and she liked it - a lot. She never took her eyes off the TV, but she knew the real show was going on between her legs. I looked away again, trying to sober up. OK - this was Louisa - five foot three inches of heaven. Her hair was long – all the way down to her hips,  and blond, her eyes big ….even soulful. She looked like an angel, and here I was wanting to treat her like the devil. What was really going on here? What the fuck? I slapped myself in the face a couple of times to make sure I was awake.

“Louisa - grab your purse and I’ll give you a ride home,” I heard my conscience say out loud. Thank God! At least some small part of me still had a shed of integrity.

Louisa merely turned to look at me, a little smirk forming on her full, luscious red lips.

“Do you like what you see?” Louisa asked me in a coaxing manner, even seductive. I almost laughed out loud at her - she was just a little girl, inexperienced, trying desperately to play an adult game - and this was a dangerous one at that. Did she know how dangerous?

“Yeah, Louisa - you see, here’s the thing. You kinda need to be careful around older guys like me. With what you wear, I mean, uh,  - men sometimes get the wrong idea and, uh, uh” I stuttered back to her, sounding like a complete idiot. I’d never cheated on Caroline, and I really was trying to do the respectable thing. Someone half my age, I reminded myself. My step daughter for Christ’s sake. Not that that helped any- I think it just turned me on all the more.

Instead of saying a word, Louisa got up off the couch and came towards me. She pulled herself onto my lap, and we were face to face. I could smell her perfume - oranges, and it was wonderful. Louisa slowly licked my mouth. I opened my mouth, almost  instinctively, to kiss her back. I wasn’t even thinking at this point. I had had too much to drink, like I said. We kissed and kissed, deeply exploring each other with our tongues. I was lost - caught up in the moment. I ran my hands through her long, straight hair. My head was spinning. I cupped her young pert breasts under her shirt, and she just moaned softly. I roughly pulled up her bra, and I rubbed them, expertly pinching and rolling her little pink nipples between my fingertips. Oh, ya…

It was then that I completely lost it. I yanked her t-shirt roughly over her head, and removed her pink bra with a desperation that shocked even myself. I picked her up easily, and she felt little in my big arms. I lay her back down on the couch. Louisa, bare-chested, wearing just an old pair of jean cut-offs, lying on my couch. Holy shit - my wife and other kids were just in the other room. They were less than thirty feet away. It was scary, it was exciting, and it was so fuckin’ hot. My blood pulsed through my veins, it boiled, and I had a beastly urge just to ravish her young body right then and there. I was harder than I’d ever been in my life, despite my marked intoxication.

I bent over and kissed her deeply, and she moaned softly. I worked my wet lips down her neck and onto her left breast. I suckled on her little pink nipple - and it felt weird - me, a man of forty, sucking on her, like I was a baby. Her nipple got hard in my warm mouth, and she started to breathe even harder.

“Oh, Wayne, oh, oh,” she sighed. I liked it. I think she did, too. It was so bad, so taboo - and we were doing it. I began nipping on her right breast, and she really started to moan. She moaned so loudly I got worried about the noise. I made my way back up to her mouth and told her, “Shhhhh” very gently while I covered her moans with the softest of kisses. It was dangerous, and it was exhilarating.

Louisa reached down and was rubbing my hard dick through my khakis. Someone else’s hands reached down and slowly pulled off her cut-offs. OK - now my she was completely naked, lying on our couch. I think I was paranoid, because I kept thinking I heard my wife walking around in our bedroom. I looked around. When I was sure she wasn’t awake, I started in on young Louisa once again.

I kissed her titties some more, tugging on them as I went. The strong, musky smell of my aftershave mingled in the air with her oranges. I kissed down her lovely flat stomach, licking it, and I just kept going down farther and farther, wanting to taste her.

“No, no - we can’t do that, Wayne. I’ve never done that,” Louisa quietly protested when she realized my intention. I could actually feel the nervous tension rising within her, and her body stiffened.

“Oh, but I have to,” was my only reply, because I really had to. I kissed the insides of her milky thighs, my wet tongue running over silky white flesh. Goosebumps broke out all over her body. Louisa wiggled, uncomfortably. I knew she was worried - I imagine most girls are their first time - self-conscious. I slowly spread her legs open, enjoying every minute of it. She looked embarrassed as my eyes soaked up every bit of her vulnerable, young flesh. Perhaps I was turning out to be more than she had actually bargained for.

I could tell she was excited, too, because she was trembling. A man’s tongue between her legs. Isn’t that what every girl wants? I breathed hot air over her bare pussy, playing it up a bit. She must shave it, I thought to myself. I enjoyed the musky scent of her pussy as it filled up my universe. Pussy and oranges. I squeezed her little ass. As my tongue tentatively licked her clit for the very first time, she let out a soft, helpless moan.

“Wayne, oh, Wayne, oh, oh,” Louisa gasped as her little fingers reached down and found the dark curly hair on the back of my head. Her body writhed, having never known such pleasure before. I licked it, I lapped it, I sucked her young clit, hell - I even fucked her tight little pussy hole with my tongue. Louisa got louder and louder as I tongue-fucked her, my wet tongue dipping inside her little hole. I quickly stopped, covered my hand over her mouth, and smothered her.

“Shhhhh, Louisa - you’ll wake everyone up,” I said, feeling like a total jerk all of a sudden. But, it wasn’t enough to stop me, for in my mind, I had already bedded this sweet young thing. I had taken her, …made her mine. No one would ever have to know. It would be our secret, something special just between the two of us. It would be fine. She’d started it, after all. I had all kinds of drunk rationalizations. I removed my hand from her mouth, and she clung to me helplessly with her naked body against my clothed one.

“I want you to fuck me, Wayne - I’ve always wanted you to. I’ve saved myself for you, for this very moment. I’ve imagined it a million times, lying in my bed  - touching myself. Fuck me, Wayne, pleeeeeeeez, fuck me,” Louisa whispered passionately in my ear as she held me close to her little body. A virgin, one that looked like an angel, begging me to defile her.  Oh       my     God…..I was totally and completely fucked.

“No, Louisa - no - I can’t do that –come on,” I protested. I had to put up some kind of argument, right? I wasn’t a total piece of shit – at least I didn’t think so.

“Please, please - I want to give myself to you, to only you - there’s no one else. Please, Wayne,” she pleaded with me, her big, innocent eyes shining. I could feel her desperation, and I could almost see myself in her eyes. She looked up to me. She wanted me, she needed me, and at that moment, I needed her as well. There was no way I could say no to her, no way I could turn her away from me.

What could I do? I thought a moment, and decided she at least deserved a bed for this momentous occasion - her deflowering. I was going to take her virginity, pop her cherry, whatever you want to call it. Holy shit. I took her hand and led her into her old bedroom, the one that’s unfortunately right next to my bedroom. We’d have to be quiet - would she scream?  Would she cry out? I had no idea, but I wanted her like I’d never wanted anyone in my entire life, even her mother, Caroline.  I was willing to risk it all for her. I got a towel and some KY jelly from the bathroom. It would be done.

I sat down on the edge of the bed, my mind still reeling. What the fuck?  Am I dreaming? Is this alcohol-induced psychosis? My thoughts raced through my mind- we were both consenting adults, it was all perfectly legal. Maybe not moral, given our step-relationship, but definitely legal. Louisa unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my khakis, and pulled down my pants and boxers. My dick stood at attention, with a dark brown carpet of pubic hair behind it.

“Wait - I want to suck your dick first - I’ve always wanted to suck it,” Louisa whispered, getting down on her knees in front of me. Her mouth found my hard pecker before I knew what was happening, and the head slipped between her pink lips. I moaned, she moaned, and it was fuckin’ fantastic. A teenager giving me a blowjob. Just the thought of it almost made me blow my wad. She lavished my cock, her lips moving up and down my veiny shaft. She sucked and she sucked, and my back involuntarily arched in ecstasy. Could she suck cock! She sucked it and sucked it, moaning like a crazy person. She acted like I was the heroine, and she was the desperate drug addict living on the streets. The tension built and built, and I was going to blow in her mouth. I would’ve loved to forcefully deep-throat her, blasting my hot cum down her throat. Instead, I reached down and stopped her. I pulled my big cock from her little wet mouth just in time. She wiped her lips, and looked up at me.

I unbuttoned my oxford shirt, and removed by pants and boxers, which had been around my knees. I gently lay Louisa down on the bed, the towel folded underneath her small ass cheeks. Such a little ass. I squirted some KY in my hand, and rubbed it generously over my big penis. Louisa was pretty much crazed with passion at this point, her cock-sucking session almost having put her over the edge. She kept grabbing my hairy ass with her small hands, trying to pull me closer to her. However, I had the life experience that this young girl lacked. I knew you had to get the girl ready for it.

I spread those lovely legs, and licked her wet clit. She was turned on, and it was obvious from the sticky, shiny substance in between her legs. I sucked on her little red clit, all the while thinking about penetrating her tight little bunny hole for the first time. I’d never fucked a virgin before. I lapped up all of her love juices, while she just whined and gasped for me. Her hips would thrust upward to meet my tongue, but I held them down - just to be a little dominant, a little kinky. I wanted to show her who was the boss, who was the man. I tongue-fucked Louisa – hard- while I forcefully held her hips down. My wife was in the next room.

“Oh, God - Wayne - it feels so good, oh,” she moaned and groaned.

I knew she would be wanting my fat cock badly, after a rough tongue-fuck like that. That’s what I’d been counting on. I tongue-fucked her super hard. I wanted her to remember this night.  I also wanted her to really, really want it. It knew it would make it all so much easier.

“Fuck me, Fuck me, Wayne, pleeeeeez fuck me” she begged, whispering. OK. All was ready.

I got into the missionary position on top of her, and pressed the head of my rock-hard pecker against her tight little hole. A surge of excitement ran through me, and we were both sweating - a lot. I had no idea what would happen, and the fact that we were both doing something we’d never done before turned me on all the more. Louisa was wet, hot and ready, but she was also terrified. I could see it in her eyes. I held her hips tightly, and I pushed the head of my slippery penis into her sexy little virgin cunt. Her innocent teen flesh reluctantly gave way to a man’s hard cock.

“It hurts, it hurts - it’s too big, it’s too big,” Louisa suddenly cried out, trying to pull back away from me. I quickly covered her mouth with my mouth, muffling her cries. God I hope nobody heard that. I ran my fingers down the side of her wet face and then down through her long, blond hair. I looked around and listened for a moment. Nothing - the house was perfectly silent except for Louisa’s soft cries, going on and on about how big I was. It was such a turn-on. I kissed her again, deeply, and I squeezed her little ass hard with both hands because she was starting to buck like a bronco. It was a natural reaction to my thick head burning inside of her, something any animal would have done given the circumstances.

“It’s OK, baby,” I said softly, looking into her wide, sky blue eyes, “It’s supposed to hurt the first time”. Didn’t she know that? She whined in pain. I tried to calm her, and I gently kissed her whole face, all the while firmly holding the head of my penis inside of her. I knew I had to hold my ground. We couldn’t go backwards. She was so fuckin’ tight - tighter than I could’ve ever imagined. And I only had the head in. I literally had to cram that in. She whined and cried. She bucked and thrashed - I wondered what she was thinking, if she’d only have known what she had wanted. Certainly, this was not turning out to be what she’d expected. Love and romance are one thing, but sex is something else entirely.

I continued to hold tight to her tiny rear as she wildly bucked against me. I decided to take this opportunity to penetrate her more deeply. She needed it, and I needed it. I carefully covered her mouth with mine. Then, I forcefully pulled her tiny ass towards me, violating her fully and taking her virginity with one hard thrust. Louisa let out a little squeal as I popped her cherry, and then whined even more than she had before. Her body went limp beneath me as I entered her fully. I kept my mouth over hers. She was sweaty, and panting. Man, she was tight. I knew she needed some reassurance at that point, and there was no turning back. She was getting what she wanted, what she had begged me for. This was her personal struggle, and it was up to me to somehow get her through it. It was my responsibility. I tried to reassure her.

“Oh, it’s so tight, it’s so very tight, it’s so good, baby, it’s so good,” I breathed seductively into her ear, over and over. Louisa wiggled, she whined, and she grasped my hairy ass all the harder - as if to somehow ground herself.  She struggled and struggled, trying desperately to accommodate my big cock inside her hot little pussy. Meanwhile, I just kept telling her how good it was, how tight her pussy was.

“OK, baby - we did it. I’m in. Now just let me fuck you a little bit,” I whispered to her. I had popped her cherry, but she was still so fuckin’ tight that no one would ever be able to screw her. Besides, I really wanted to fuck her properly after all that. She nodded a little nod, scared but wanting desperately to please me. Her face was red and sweaty, her long blond hair wet and wild around us.

I moved my hips a little bit at first, to try to loosen up her tight vagina. She withstood that all right, so I figured all was well. After that, I threw caution to the wind. I just rode her and rode her. It was incredible. Her tight little cunt created great friction, gripping my pecker like a vice. I went faster and faster, and pumped her and humped her hot little box. I plunged it in, and I pulled it out of her.

Louisa was sucking on my neck and scratching my ass with her nails the whole time. It hurt her, and she loved it. She moaned and moaned. She thrashed. I was breaking her in the right way, and she knew it. Louisa was with her man, and it shone in her blue eyes as she looked at me. The animal passion built as I banged her hard, until I finally blew my hot cream up into her pretty bare little pussy. She moaned in ecstasy as she felt my penis convulse inside of her, shooting warmth up into her not-quite-so-tight cunt. My back arched, and I moaned. She was a woman now. I kissed her slowly and deeply, to show my appreciation to her. I looked into her eyes, and she smiled at me. I smiled, too.

The towel was bloodied, so I hid it in the guest room until I could take care of it later. I gave Louisa a small towel to hold between her legs until she got back to her dorm room. We both dressed, and I finally drove her back. We shared one final, exceptional kiss in front the deserted dormitory. It was so slow, so deep, and so wet. I watched as she ran into the building.

We never told a soul.

Read on for your first BONUS twisted tale – 6 More sissy tales to follow:

Mr. Brooks and his Babysitter, Nikki

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

The shower curtain moved a few minutes later, and much to my surprise, Nikki, our eighteen year old babysitter, stepped in. She was completely naked. I just stood there, dumbfounded, looking at her as warm water fell over me like a waterfall. Platinum blond, with big breasts and a tanned, toned young body. My eyes moved down her body - even the little bit of pubic hair she had was platinum blond. She looked really fuckin’ hot. That little teenage slut!  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course, Nikki - it’s no problem at all,” Shanna answered. We walked out the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sir,” Nikki finally said to me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How’s that?” I asked her.

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

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

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

“Yes, Sir.”

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

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

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

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

“No!” she protested.

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

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

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

“Crack!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nikki was getting off just sucking my big dick - she was so wet. I began playing with her - running my fingertips over her labia. I even stuck my fingers in her.

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

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

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

I grabbed my babysitter’s legs and spread them out wide. I forcefully slid my thick dick in her young, wet pussy and just started pounding her unmercifully.

“Oh, God, oh, God, Sir,” Nikki yelled as I pounded her as hard as I could. I squeezed her ass, and tapped her ass plug to give her a little jolt every now and then. Her nipple clamps jumped as I put the meat to her. I never got to do this with Shanna, but I would absolutely love to.

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

“Yes, Sir”.

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

“Does your boyfriend know how loose you are? Does your father? Your father must be about my age, eh?” I kept up with the humiliation. I kept on banging the crap out of her, her legs spread wide, her hands still tied.

“Yes, Sir,” Nikki submissively replied.

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

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

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

“NOOOO,” she let out an anguished cry.

“Do it, or I’ll beat you senseless,” I threatened her some more while I fucked her. She wouldn’t do it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“NOOOOOOO!” she screamed.

My Soldier, My Sissy

As a commander in the Air Force, I had a lot of responsibility. I was in charge of the largest base in the country, and routinely flew important people – very prestigious people like leaders of countries, around the world.

I guess my problem started when I was in college. I started sneaking into the bedrooms of the two girls who lived in the townhouse with us. They were just my roommates, but I couldn’t help my compulsion. When they were away – working or in class or whatever, I would go into their dresser drawers and rummage through their unmentionables. Lacy, frilly bras and camisoles, sexy panties, even bathing suits if I could find them. I even stole their tights, so black and sheer and irresistible. Silky and smooth – I couldn’t help myself.

I would try them on – most were really too small, but somehow I managed to squeeze into the stuff. I’d step in front of the mirror in my bedroom and enjoy the view, turning round and round in circles. I even took pictures of myself – to keep in secret and look at when I was alone. I never told a soul.

I married Caroline when I was thirty, and she was just graduating college. I was attracted to her at once – a fiery redhead with the face of an angel. And she had a body to die for – literally. Big breasts like melons, and a round rear with a tiny waist. We were married on a Saturday, and took off for our honeymoon in Acapulco. She, of course, never knew anything about my strange…habits.

After we were married, I realized that Caroline had her sexual quirks as well. She was very dominant in the bedroom, bossing me around like a love-struck puppy. Despite my macho job, I didn’t mind. In fact, I liked not being in charge for once. We even dabbled in a bit of S&M, and I let her beat on me with whips and paddles – just for kicks. Then, one night, she took it to a whole other level – and introduced me to forced feminization.

It started as just another date night. We met at a local hotel bar after work for drinks. We started drinking around eight and by ten, we weren’t feeling any pain…at all. We stumbled our way up to a hotel room, something we did whenever we got too hammered to drive.

Caroline looked hot, wearing pinstriped slacks and a white blouse that buttoned up the front and showed her ample cleavage. I had my dress blues on, as we’d had a ceremony on the base that day.  I sat down on a chair in the room, and started to remove my shiny, black wing tipped shoes.

It was then that I saw Caroline reaching into her leather satchel and pulling out a wooden paddle that I was more than familiar with. Next, I saw her pull a lavender pair of lace panties out and a matching lace bra. She tossed them over at me, and I looked at her with an aghast look on my face. Then, she pulled out a long, dark wig and her makeup bag. She even had a pair of high heels – large ones – that would fit me. I’ve no idea where she found those.

I didn’t know what to do, so I just sat there a moment. I didn’t want her to know that I was turned on by women’s lingerie – on me. I figured she’d think I was really messed up and sign me up for therapy or something. After all, she’d married a military man, not a sissy.

Caroline smacked the paddled against her hand, warming it up. She pointed down to where I’d let the purple lace undergarments fall onto the floor.

“Put those on, little girl,” she told me in an authoritative voice as she continued to smack the paddle against her pants’ leg.

“No,” I told her, crossing my arms over my chest.

“You’ll do it, or you’ll be punished for your insolence,” she hissed at me as she began hitting the paddle against the mattress.

“I-I can’t,” I told her, almost begging. I was still wearing my uniform as she motioned me over the edge of the bed.

“Take down your pants – and boxers,” she told me, and I did as I was told, although I wanted to talk back to her. I undid my slacks, and pulled down the back of them along with my underwear. My bare backside was exposed as I bent over the bed to take my first punishment. Caroline paddled me, and I yelled out several times before realizing that I didn’t want the people next to us to call the police. After that, I buried my face in the pillows as she spanked my ass red.

“Are you ready to put your pretty things on?” Caroline asked me in a voice that suddenly seemed sweet, in deep contrast to the assault she’d just levied on my bottom.

“Yes – yes, I’ll do it,” I told her as I pulled down my pants and boxers, and removed my suit coat, dress shirt, and under shirt. I stood before her naked while she inspected me.

“Good girl,” she encouraged me as I began to pull on those lacy purple panties over my raging erection and tried to fumble with the bra. I knew how to put one on, but I didn’t want her to know that. Finally, I had both on, and she motioned me to put on the black high heels. I walked over to them and clumsily put them on before staggering around the room. Then, she told me to sit back down in the chair.

Caroline placed the wig over my crew cut, and secured it on with clips. It was then that she unzipped her makeup bag and was about to apply make-up on me.

“Absolutely not,” I told her in my most stern voice.

“How dare you – you get back over to the bed,” Caroline commanded me in an almost motherly voice. I then received my second paddling, with my lavender lace panties pulled down to mid-thighs. My dark wig splayed out on the pillow as I whined and cried into it. When she was finished, I was ready to wear make-up.

Caroline put rouge on my cheeks, and bright red lipstick on my lips. She even did eye make-up, putting eye shadow, liner, and mascara on me. I knew this because she explained the whole process to me as she turned me into a woman. Caroline made me parade around the room, and stand in front of the mirror that was attached to the back of the door. My body secretly tingled as I caught my reflection.

“Are you gonna be a good little girl now, and do as you’re told?” she asked me in a soft voice as she caressed my cheeks with her hands.

“Yes – I’ll be good – I promise,” I told her as she kissed me, slipping her tongue into my mouth. We embraced, making our way over to the bed. It was then that she grabbed her iphone and began taking pictures of me. I had to do all kinds of things – poses. I had to pull down my bra to show off my breasts, and she made me pull down my panties a little to expose my rock-hard penis. All the while, I was wearing those high heels – because she wouldn’t let me take them off. It was humiliating – and strangely exciting – at the same time.

“I’ve never been with a girl before,” she told me as she undressed down to her own red panties and bra and then cuddled up close to me, kissing my neck, my shoulders, and my nipples. She pulled down my bra and suckled on them for a long while, sending a tingling sensation all over my body but mostly down to my groin. I groaned, pushing her head down towards my crotch – I just wanted her lips on my cock so badly. I quickly realized I’d made a mistake.

“Don’t think I won’t paddle you again,” she whispered, and I stopped pushing her down there. I knew that she would redden my ass again without so much as a second thought. I started thinking about my roommates in college, and how much it excited me to go into their drawers and steal their underwear…how much I liked to try it on.

My dick stirred again in those lace panties, and she headed down there on her own to take care of me.  She only pulled down the sheer lace a bit, but proceeded to give me the best blow job ever. I was so turned on, no doubt due to being in drag, and having my beautiful wife with my cock in her mouth. It was amazing, and I moaned loudly as she moved her warm, wet mouth up and down on me.

I hadn’t come yet, when she peeled off her own panties and hopped onto my lap. She was kissing me deeply on my lipsticked lips, and teasing me by grinding her freshly shaved wet pussy all over my cock and panties.

“Oh, please – Caroline! I want to fuck you so bad,” I whispered to her as I licked down her neck and massaged her big melon boobs in my hands.

“Do you like this? Like being a girl?” she asked me, suddenly looking me directly in the eyes. I didn’t know what to say – I didn’t want her to know I liked it, but if I said no, I knew I’d get the paddle again.

“Yes, I like being a girl,” I told her, realizing the truth would set me free and also save my poor ass from another punishment.

“Good – I like it, too,” she said as she guided my hard pecker into her dripping pussy, and allowing me to bury myself deep inside of her. She rocked back and forth with her hips as I fucked her just as hard and deeply as I could. She cried out, running her hands through my long, black wig. I lasted a long time, probably because of the alcohol. I fucked her sore, just the way she likes it. We finally came together in a loud orgasm – earth-shattering wouldn’t be an exaggeration.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms; it was a night I’ll never forget.

Becoming a Sissy for the Billionaire

I met Mr. Johnson while working as a waiter at a five-star restaurant. He came in several times a week, usually with people who looked like business associates, but other times with friends or family. The other waiters all gossiped about pretty much everyone who came into Bonne Nuit, but no one more than Mr. Johnson. Everyone wanted to wait on his party – because his tips were legendary.

The night I waited on him, the place was crazy. Friday nights are always busy, but there was a concert in town so it was even more crowded. I have to admit, I was nervous – just because I’d heard so many stories about him. This guy was rich – and not typically rich. He was very, very wealthy. I tried to keep my hands from shaking as I memorized their orders.

“Busy tonight, eh?” Mr. Johnson said with a big smile.

“Yes – very –,” I managed to say, before going to put in their orders. He made me nervous, and I couldn’t say anything else. I’m naturally a bit shy, so saying anything more wouldn’t have been possible – at least not to him.

They stayed for hours, but I didn’t mind because I knew I’d be getting a very generous tip. Finally, at about ten, they stood up and made their way for the door. Mr. Johnson lagged behind the other men as they left through the front doors. He stayed behind, and as I was walking by the bar, he asked if he could speak with me a moment. He’d just given me the largest tip I’d ever been given, so of course I was going to comply with any request.

“I’ve got a proposal for you, Tom,” he told me as we nestled into a corner for a private chat. His hand swept through his salt and pepper hair as his ice blue eyes looked directly into mine. I had no idea what he could want from me. I just stared at him, listening intently, but wanting to look away.

“Are you done for the evening?” he inquired.

“Yeah – I just logged out,” I told him. I’d been getting ready to grab my coat and leave when he’d approached me.

“Great – let’s head over to my place - we can grab a drink and talk business,” he suggested. I thought this was a bit strange, of course, but I figured what could it hurt? It just might be the biggest break of my life, if this guy had a job to offer me or something. This was a prestigious man – it wasn’t like he was a serial killer or something.

I grabbed my coat and left the place with him. The cold, fresh October air hit us as we walked out of the restaurant together, and his limousine was waiting for us in the front. Leaves swept down the street as we entered it. We made polite chit-chat in the back as the driver took us across town and then out to the suburbs. He turned onto a long, brick driveway and made way up to an unbelievable home that looked to be the square footage of six regular houses. Yeah, I was definitely out of my league…

We went inside, and settled down into some sort of library room. He pulled out a box of Cuban cigars, and offered me one. I declined, but he took one and slowly lit it, puffing as he did so. We had a drink, which he poured. It was almost two glasses of brandy later when he finally got to his point.

“You’ve got enormous potential, Tom – really - I could see it from the first time I saw you at Bonne Nuit. You’ve got a handsome face and a well-defined body - one that would make most male models envious. You’re smart, you’re charming. Waiting tables is just a waste of time for someone like you – what is it that you want out of life?” he asked me. I thought he was going to offer me a job at his company, so I was a bit surprised when the conversation turned philosophical.

I looked down into my caramel-colored drink, and pondered this a bit. Was this a test? An interview? What should I say?

“I don’t know – I guess what everyone wants. A happy life, time to travel, to experience life while you’re still young enough to do it. I certainly don’t plan on being a waiter forever,” was what I came out with.

“Yes – yes – that’s what people want, but so many will never achieve it. And that’s through no fault of their own, of course – it’s a matter of circumstance, and sometimes of luck – serendipity. I believe we’ve met for a reason, Tom, and I have the ability to completely change your circumstances.”

I sat there quietly, just looking at him. I didn’t know what to say. This man in front of me had everything – everything that I wanted. I would kill to have his life. But, probably never would. Unless I took a chance…a chance to change the pathway of my plain, pathetic life.

“Mr. Johnson,” I started to say, but instead he got up out of the chair across from me and sat beside me on the sofa. Before I knew what was happening, both of his hands were resting on my cheeks. His voice was different now – soft and low, almost… sensual?

“I want you, Tom, like I’ve never wanted anyone. And I’m very good at getting what I want. I can change everything for you. We can live here together, travel – you can have anything and everything you want. It will be an incredible life, I can guarantee that, if you’ll just decide to stay here with me.”

I sat there frozen, in shock. I didn’t know he was into men – you’d think with all the rumors I’d heard about him that that would’ve come up. But it never did. And here I was – faced with quite possibly the decision of a lifetime. I felt like I was in some kind of alternative universe. How could this be happening, and what was I gonna say? Being with him would certainly change everything – and he certainly was a handsome guy, even if he was quite a bit older than me.

“I-I,” I started to say, but his mouth was on mine – warm and wet, and I couldn’t prevent a moan from escaping my lips. Our hands were all over each other – we were like animals, and I knew I’d made my decision…without saying so much as a word. He stood up suddenly, and took my hand in his. Mr. Johnson guided me up a majestic spiral staircase that led to the master bedroom. I already had a hard-on for him, and it sure felt like I was in a dream. I just let him lead me. I would go where he wanted me to go, I would do what he wanted me to do. There was no question now.

When we reached his bedroom, I thought we would just go crazy on each other. But Mr. Johnson was not like any ordinary person. This would indeed be different. How could I make love to a man who just a few hours before I had been afraid to talk to? The brandy helped, but I was still nervous, excited, at the prospect of spending the night with him, in his beautiful home.

Once inside the ornate bedroom, Mr. Johnson pointed towards one of two walk-in closets attached to the room.

“Put something more comfortable on,” he offered me as he motioned towards the closet. I didn’t know why I had to change because I thought we were about to get naked, but I went into the closet as instructed. I was shocked upon entering, as it was filled with long, beautiful gowns. Designer labels hung from all of them, and there were high heels, large ones, neatly lining the floor. I looked around, but there were no men’s clothes in the room.

Although I’d never done anything like it before, I chose a long, beaded red gown from the rack. There were matching shoes on the floor beneath it, and when I slipped them on, they fit quite well. I stripped down out of my jeans and t-shirt, and slithered into the designer dress. Then, I reluctantly stepped out of the closet.

“You look so beautiful, Baby,” he whispered as he stood, advanced towards me, and grabbed my hand in his.

“Thank you,” I said in reply as he embraced me and started nuzzling on my neck and down across my exposed shoulders. He guided me towards the bed, and carefully laid me down upon it. He lit several tall candles in sterling silver candle holders on tables next to his bed, and turned out the lights. I felt more than a little self-conscious, lying there in a woman’s gown.

Mr. Johnson, still wearing a dress shirt and trousers, laid down next to me. He was kissing me, and rubbing the bulge that was protruding from my groin, still covered by a bejeweled gown. I was still a little nervous – rigid. I’m not sure if it was because of the women’s clothing, or simply because he was…him.

“Relax, pretty baby – just let it happen,” he whispered to me in the candle light, and I could feel my body beginning to relax under his gentle touch. He reached up into the high slit of my gown, and began fondling my cock. It felt so good, and I reached for the lump in his pants as well, unzipping his trousers and setting his big dick loose. His kisses were so gentle, but so needy. His tongue plundered by mouth, and I sighed because of the deep desire I was feeling for him. He hitched up my dress to my hips, and began sucking hard on my veiny cock. I gasped, not believing how good it felt to be caressed by his mouth. I moved my groin in tandem with his motion, basically moving my penis in and out of his hot, wet mouth. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me.

I eventually rolled him over onto his back, so that I was on top of him.

“I want to suck your cock,” I softly said to the billionaire in an almost desperate voice that surprised even myself. I pulled his pants off, and he unbuttoned his expensive, white cotton shirt. Still wearing my designer dress, I went down on him. His hands were on my head, petting my blonde hair, as I sucked him off. I sucked him hard – and fast. He moaned as I quickened the pace, and I thought he could come at any time. I wanted to fuck him so badly that my dick ached, and my balls were so full and hard. It was then that he told me.

“I’ve gotta fuck you, Tom,” he said in a sultry, bedroom voice. I’d never been fucked up the ass, but I knew there was no use trying to resist it. He wanted me, and I wanted him, too – too much. I thought it would hurt, because his cock was pretty big – I mean much longer and thicker than normal. I got up off of him and assumed the position on my hands and knees with my ass in the air. Scared to death, I knew I was about to start my new life.

He lubed up with something from his nightstand drawer, thank God. Mr. Johnson – I’d have to stop calling him that! – positioned himself up behind me, and nestled his penis into the crevice of my ass. His hands found my narrow hips, and I could feel my own legs trembling. I knew I was about to be reamed. He rubbed my ass for a few moments, enjoying my nervous anticipation, before thrusting himself up into my tight little virgin hole. I moaned loudly as he took me, his huge cock pushing against that hard ring up inside of my asshole. I wanted him to pull out, but I couldn’t speak – I couldn’t do a thing. He thrust again, and punched deeper up inside of me. My ass was on fire! I felt a pain like I’d never experienced – and never want to feel again.

“Oh, you’re so good, pretty baby – so tight – just like I’ve imagined for so, so long,” were the words I heard behind me as he banged up hard against my ass. I tried to prepare for every thrust, but it just wasn’t possible. Eventually, I just gave up and let him have at it for a while. Mr. Johnson felt around to the front of me, and began stroking my member really fast. He must’ve hit my prostrate right then, because I came like never before, grunting and spewing stickiness all over his thick, expensive Egyptian cotton sheets. He came shortly thereafter, filling my ripped asshole with hot jism that soothed it and strangely, made it feel better. He kissed me gently on the lips, before pulling a heavy bedspread up over us. I was still wearing a red dress as I fell asleep in his muscular arms.

I knew things would never be the same again.

MoRE SISSY SToRIES FoR YoU…

Their Little Princess – Being a Sissy for My Friends

I’d like to begin by saying that it all started with a bet. I’d met Mike and Bart – the two of them were best friends – about three months before. We all hit it off at once, and even our wives all got along, which sometimes isn’t easy. Anyway, back to the bet.

My wife, Bailee was out of town on business, and my mother-in-law was watching our daughter. So, I had the house to myself. It was a Friday after work, and I decided to have the guys over for some beers, and to watch the game. They liked one team, and I favored the other. So, we made a bet over the outcome of the game. Loser had to be dressed up like a princess by the others. It was a hell of a game, but in the end, I lost by a point. By that time, the three of us had finished off almost a case of beer.

But, I was a good sport and certainly not one to welch on a bet. Mike and Bart snickered as we made our way up to my daughter’s pink bedroom with the lacy canopy bed. They knew she had some dress up princess stuff, and were apparently in a hurry to make me pay up. The whole place was covered with stuffed animals and dolls. I went into her closet and pulled out the dress-up set. It had skirts with elastic waists, and big frilly tops. There was even a crown, and of course, lots of beaded pearls and the like.  This was gonna be humiliating, but I had no idea.

I stripped down almost immediately, wanting to get the whole ordeal over as soon as possible. I reached for a blue skirt, but Bart told me he liked the pink one with the little white stars on it. I threw down the blue one and pulled the pink one on over my tightie whities. I rolled my eyes at him. Then, I almost fell over as I pulled on that skirt, because I was pretty drunk. Next, I grabbed the white, frilly, ruffled top and pulled it on as well. Mike grabbed the silver tiara off of the dresser, and ceremoniously placed it on my head.

“No – he needs the wig,” Bart told Mike as he pulled off the crown and slopped a long red wig onto my head first, and then replaced the tiara. Mike grabbed a handful of fake beads and pearls, and draped them around my neck.

“There – satisfied?” I asked as I did a slow turn, showing them the full result.

“Not quite – what about makeup? Princesses need makeup,” Mike smiled as he spoke the words. Bart noticed a play makeup set in the box, and pulled it out. The two of them both started smearing my face with red lipstick, red rouge, and then, blue eye shadow. I looked at myself in the vanity mirror, and thought I looked ridiculous.

“Joe, you look like a sissy,” Bart said in a little sing-song voice.

“Presenting Princess Josephine,” Mike shouted as he waved his arm out to his side, making fun of me. Bart pushed me backwards onto the canopy bed, and we were all laughing, punching and pushing on each other as we rolled around on the big bed. 
 

“You are so beautiful, Princess Josephine,” Bart whispered softly as he got in my face, putting both hands on my cheeks. He was practically laying on top of me, and it was at that point that I thought he was gonna pretend kiss me. But he really kissed me, with tongue and everything. I started to push him off of me, to sit up, when I felt Mike reach with rough hands up my skirt and pull down on my underwear. I was so shocked, I couldn’t move – couldn’t say a thing.

“Don’t fight it, Princess,” Bart told me as his hands started rubbing up and down my arms and across my ruffly chest. He kissed me again as Mike took my half-limp cock into his warm, wet mouth. I wanted to get up, to be enraged, to throw them both out of my house. But I couldn’t. It felt so wonderful, what Mike was doing to my now rock-hard cock, and he sucked it so hard. My toes were curling. Bart kissed me firmly on the lips, his tongue going deep into my mouth, and I could feel myself bucking up to Mike’s face as he sucked me off. It must’ve been the alcohol; I kissed him back.

“You’re our Sissy Princess – do you understand?” Bart asked gently as he kissed his way down my neck, a groan escaping from my own wet lips.

“No – no,” I told them reluctantly, but I didn’t want it to stop. Mike pulled my underwear off of me, and they positioned me over the edge of the bed. They lifted my pink skirt, and Bart spanked my bare ass so hard, and my penis was erect, plunging into the mattress as my rear was reddened. My ass stung, and I was humiliated, being spanked by these two big men.

“OK – ok, I’ll be your Sissy Princess,” I finally managed to say, not really knowing what this would entail. I could feel myself blush as soon as I said the words. At that point, both men started to undress, and removed every inch of clothing they had on. They peeled off their jeans, and their t-shirts came up over their heads. Even their boxers were discarded on the floor of the bedroom. I was the only one dressed, and I was done up like a princess – makeup, wig, frilly skirt, and all.

“Don’t worry your pretty head, princess – you’re gonna love this game,” was what Mike said as he pushed me down onto my knees. His cock was staring me in the face now, and if it wasn’t for my buzz, I probably couldn’t have done it. I opened my mouth as he slid it in through my lips and down my throat. I was deep-throating my best friend, and I knew I’d be doing the same to my other friend as well. My first taste of cock…

“That’s it – that’s it, I knew you wanted this, Sissy Boy,” is what Mike taunted me with as I sucked his big cock. I grabbed his fuzzy ass, barely able to breathe as I swallowed his meat. He held the back of my head as he bumped his rough pubic hair against my face over and over again. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bart move over to stand next to him, waiting for his blowjob. Mike let out a slow, disappointed groan as I pulled my mouth off of him and turned to take Bart’s cock.

“I told you, Mike – as soon as we saw this little princess –  I told you he would be perfect for us. The perfect, prissy little, cock-sucking girl we’ve been looking for,” Bart told Mike as I lavished his cock with all my attention. I sucked as hard as I could, wanting to please him.

“And we’re gonna fuck that little virgin pussy of yours, Princess – over and over again. All night. Do you hear me, Princess?” Mike snarled at me as I sucked Bart’s meat, licking all over the outside of the shaft before deep-throating him again. I licked at his hairy balls as well, just imagining what it would be like to be fucked up the ass by these two big men.

Mike came up behind me as I sucked Bart, and I could feel his hands moving up the insides of my legs. His hands were rough, because he worked in construction. My cock was so hard, and I wanted his calloused hands to pull at it so badly. Pre-cum dripped from me as he lifted up my pink skirt and began caressing my ass cheeks. I sucked Bart even harder as Mike’s moistened finger opened me up back there. He was stretching me a bit, and it hurt. But it was a good hurt, the kind of pain that you just sometimes need.

I knew better than to stop sucking Bart’s cock as Mike positioned his penis up against my tight little bunny hole. I swallowed Bart’s swollen penis down my throat as Mike took me from behind, his cock feeling like a hot poker burning its way up into my ass. I moaned loudly as I was taken, and squeezed Bart’s ass to try to quell the pain. My legs quivered as I waited for him to pull out and do me up the asshole again. I couldn’t help it – I removed my lips from Bart’s member and cried out as Mike humped up inside me again and again.

“That’s it, Princess, now I’m gonna have to punish you,” Bart sternly told me, angry that I had stopped sucking him off and cried out. Mike gave me a few more grinds before turning me over to Bart, whose dick was even bigger. He quickly popped it up inside of me, and it made me whimper. As he fucked my ass, I thought I was going to collapse on the floor. I whined, I cried, and I begged. That man had one humongous pecker. I managed to grab the edge of the bed, and once I could balance against that, I decided I’d just let him have at it. I was sore, but I had resigned myself to the role of submissive.

“This is how it’s gonna be from now on, Princess,” Bart baited me as he drove his cock deeper and deeper into my asshole. He held my ass tightly as he did so.

“OK – ok,” I whimpered quietly as I lay over the edge of the bed. And that was the night that our relationship changed.

SISSY BOY – At the Club

My beautiful wife Randy and I were going to the club for a Halloween bash. She thought it would be fun to go in drag, but I wasn’t sure about it. Randy assured me that after she dolled me up, no one would be able to recognize me.  I decided to give it a shot – she was going to be a motorcycle dude, all in black leather with a bandana on her head and aviator sunglasses. Randy picked out my little number – black nylons, a black mini skirt, and a sleazy low-cut red top. I had to shave my whole body, of course, but I was up for it. It was only for one night, after all.

Randy did my makeup, and I’ll have to admit it: I looked like a pretty hot chick. You really couldn’t tell, and I was surprised at that. Randy teased me, saying I had a thin nose and nice, curvy lips – feminine features. I objected to that, but when she put that straight, long blonde wig on me, I really couldn’t believe the effect. I could definitely pass.

The club was hopping when we walked in – my motorcycle rider and I. The music was so loud that it filled my head, and there were strobe lights dancing colors around the huge room. We headed up to the bar, pushing through the people as we made our way.  We started the night off with a few shots of whiskey. I felt like I was in college again, except for I was wearing a skirt. We started grinding on each other, and I could feel piercing eyes around the room looking at us. A few more shots later, and we were both officially drunk. I’m not exactly sure when I lost track of Randy, but all of a sudden she was gone.

It was then that I saw her – not Randy, but a seriously hot brunette who was wearing a short, silver sequined dress. She had really long legs, and smooth black hair. And the most beautiful face I’d ever seen. She had these big blue doe eyes, fringed with dark lashes, high cheek bones, and pouty red lips that were just soooo kissable. I couldn’t help but stare at her. Being drunk, I’m sure I must’ve just been gawking at her with a look of awe on my face. She was looking at me, too, and then walked right over and took me by the hand.

I didn’t know where we were going, and I was kind of shocked. I looked nervously over my shoulder for Randy as this beauty in silver pulled me along through the crowd towards the back of the club. I didn’t see Randy anywhere. I should’ve stopped, but my resistance was low and I wanted to follow her just to see where this would lead. I was woozy, and it seemed like I was in a dream or something. Like it wasn’t real.

I hesitated as we approached the ladies room, but she pulled me along anyway. She shoved me into the last stall, and her lips were suddenly on mine, so plump and so very wet. Her hands were in my hair, my long wig, and I had my hands firmy on her rounded ass that was so perfectly accentuated by that silver mini dress. I was so hot for her I thought I was gonna lose it right then and there. She kissed my neck and slowly moved down to lift up my skirt and peel down my black stockings. My veiny cock was in her perfect red lips, and she started sucking on me. I don’t know if it was the alcohol or not, but it felt like the best blowjob of my life. She cradled my hairy nuts so tenderly, and just when I thought I would cum, she turned me around and positioned me bent over onto the toilet seat. It was then that she gave such loving attention to my back end – with her mouth. I was going insane, having never had that done before. I was panting and moaning and groaning, my elbows resting on that closed seat lid. What an amazing girl.

“Oh, Baby…oh Baby,” I murmured as she did her job back there. I’d like to say I thought about Randy and our marriage – our vows. But I didn’t. I was drunk, and lost in the most complete ecstasy of my life. I was so hot and wet back there, I didn’t know what to do. Who knew being in drag could be so fuckin’ sexy. Anyway, it was at that point that she stopped, and I turned around to sit down on the seat. I was still pretty dizzy from the shots when she lifted up her beautiful sequined gown to reveal her own huge, rock-hard cock. I should’ve known – no woman had ever dragged me into a bathroom for a sexual encounter before. I looked up at her beautiful face, and I could still feel that hot, wet spot on my behind. It was at that point that I had to make a decision.

I looked at her big cock, and then her lovely face again. I closed my eyes, and took the dark plunge when I took that enormous piece of meat into my mouth and throat. I grabbed her round, bare ass as I did so, and lavished her penis with so much love that she started to buck against me as I sucked her off. She was all shaven down there, and I rolled her balls in my hands as I licked up and down the shaft. It was incredibly hot. Finally, I stood up and kissed her softly, deeply on the lips. My tongue darted around inside of her mouth, rubbing up against hers, and I knew what was coming next – I was about to be sissified. I was going to be this guys’s sissy boy, for real. I won’t say I wasn’t scared, but I must’ve been more turned on and curious than afraid of having my ass violated. It was still so moist, and there was definitely a desperate wanting, a desire back there for…something. I turned around and bent over once again, with my elbows on the closed seat cover and tried to prepare to get that big missile. She licked around back there some more, priming the pump so to speak. I was primed, and ready. And all of a sudden, scared stiff.

I could feel her position it up against my virgin asshole, and had second thoughts for just a moment before she pushed deep inside of me. It hurt so bad, I was sure I would faint or die or something. I held tight to the sides of the toilet as I moaned and whined from the manmeat that was plowing my tiny little hole back there. I wanted to cry like the little sissy boy I was. I started wondering how I’d gotten myself into this position, dressed as a girl with makeup on, bent over a toilet seat and being fucked up the ass. My legs trembled as I continued to take my punishment – I was sure it would get better eventually. I was so filled up back there, and he pumped so hard and so fast. And the pain was so intense, I could feel tears welling up in my eyes.

“Oh, yeah, yeah, you’re so fuckin’ tight,” he whispered in my ear as he bumped and humped me for all I was worth. We were both sweating, and even though I was drunk, I knew I wanted to be loved by him the moment I’d set eyes on him. I wanted him to use me up and throw me out. My ass was soooo sore, but he just kept giving me more and more. His dick hit some magic button up in my ass, and it was then that I started dripping cum out of my own thick, red cock. He reached around and jerked me off, finishing my orgasm as he came hard and fast in my asshole. Wearing a skirt, a blonde wig, and makeup, I took spurt after spurt of his creamy goodness up my ass until there was no more to be taken. I thought of myself as a sissy boy, and it made my own cock jerk – because it turned me on.

I pulled my underwear back on and we straightened ourselves up before exiting the ladies room. I took off as soon as we were back into the crowd, and eventually managed to find Randy talking to one of her coworkers in the front part of the club. As I carefully sat down on the seat of the cab, my sphincter was so very raw and sore I thought I would scream like a little girl. But I didn’t. And I never told Randy, either.

Made a Sissy - Inside the Gay Theatre

It was just one day past my eighteenth birthday when it happened. I was walking back from a party when I noticed a group of men standing around across the street from me. I was curious, so I crossed the street, and as I did so, they all seemed to hurry inside. It was a theatre, and I wasn’t really in the mood to go home to bed just yet; I could watch a movie.

It was really dark in the theatre, and I had to pass a few heavy-set men in order to reach a seat in one of the middle aisles. I had just taken my seat when I noticed two men on the screen, kissing. I was pretty uncomfortable with this, and I hoped some women would show up in the next scene of the movie. They didn’t. What followed were graphic homosexual  scenes, and it was then that I noticed that everyone in the darkened room, except me, had his cock in his hand and was pulling it for all it was worth. They moaned, they groaned…all along with the actors onstage that were fucking each other up the ass.

I realized I had made a mistake, probably because I’d had a few drinks at the party. I didn’t want to stand up and have to walk past the two big burly guys at the end of my row. I just sat there, cognizant of the fact that I was the smallest, slightest guy in there. It was then that I caught the eye of the large man next to me.

He pushed down the seat next to him and motioned for me to come take it. I froze, not knowing what to do. I looked around, but no one else seemed to notice – they were all too busy playing with themselves and watching that filthy movie. He just kept beckoning me over to him, and I tried to ignore him, concentrating on the gay porn in front of me. My cock stirred in my pants, and I began to fidget nervously. I was just so uncomfortable. It was then that he got up and made his way towards me. I was stuck – to the right of me was the wall, and he was now blocking my exit on the left. He took the seat next to me, and tossed his leather biker jacket into the empty seat next to him.

His large member was in his hand once again, and he was looking at me amorously, at least that’s what I thought. He leaned over to whisper in my ear.

“Get down on the floor,” he told me softly, but in a commanding tone.

“Wh-what? No!” I told him in an indignant voice.

“C-come on, you know you want to,” he whispered, now kissing my neck. My dick jumped in my pants, and I was very nervous. He grabbed my thigh, and his hand practically went all the way around it.

“Now!” he said gruffly, and I knew I wasn’t going to leave without doing it. I hoped no one noticed as I slipped out of my seat and slunk down onto the floor. He pulled me over in front of him. I was on my knees, facing his pecker and I told myself I really had no choice as I lowered my mouth down on top of it. He covered my head with his jacket and I could feel his body relax as I sucked his meat. My jaw hurt because it was so large, and I just couldn’t believe I was doing it to begin with. I had to make it really wet so it would slide in and out of my mouth, and as I did so, my own hard-on got much stiffer in my pants.

“Oh, yeah – good, good, Sissy Boy, swallow me whole,” he taunted me as I took his bumpy member down my throat to a point where I couldn’t breathe. I thought I would suffocate as he left it there, lying in my throat for a good long time. Then, he’d let me come up for a breath. This happened over and over again, and eventually I got the hint that this blowjob was going to last for the entire movie.

I must’ve sucked his dick for an hour when he finally came, filling my throat and mouth with warm, creamy, salty stuff. He even made me clean him off with my mouth before I got to come up and take my seat next to him. I lapped up all that cum, cleaning him off good. His hands reached over to my lap, and he began fumbling with my jean’s button and unzipped them. His big hand slipped inside my boxers, and I couldn’t help but moan as he grabbed my own little cock. He was still giving me a rough hand job when the credits on the movie started to roll.

“Do up yourself,” he told me quickly as the lights came up in the theatre. We both stood up and made our across the aisle and then out of the theatre. It was at that point that he pulled on his leather jacket, and put his arm around my shoulder as he turned me in a westward direction.

“You’re coming home with me,” he told me as he guided me down the dark street towards his apartment.

“No-I-I think you’ve got the wrong idea,” I whimpered to him as he led me along.

“Oh, no – I’ve got the right idea – you know, young guys like you don’t just show up at a gay porn show. You’re curious, right? You don’t know – you’re confused, about what you want. Well, I’m gonna clear things up for you tonight,” he told me in almost a fatherly tone. I knew he must be right – subconsciously, I must’ve known when I walked into that theatre. I must’ve wanted this.

“You’re gonna be gentle with me, right?” I asked him, almost sounding like a child now.

“The gentlest,” he promised as he kissed me on the cheek. We continued on towards his home, his arm still around my shoulders.

We entered a shabby apartment building, and climbed two flights of stairs to his place. He opened the door with a key. It was messy inside, with old cans of Coke and pizza boxes littering the floor. He pointed towards the bedroom, and I went inside. No sooner did we enter the room, and we were all over each other.

I was ripping at his belt buckle, and he was peeling my sweatshirt and t-shirt off over my head. We were like animals in heat, and as we were still trying to get our clothes off, he grabbed me and kissed me hard on the mouth, his tongue diving deep inside my mouth. He reached down, and lowered my boxers, and then stripped off his tight white underwear. He sucked my little dude for just a moment before he savagely threw me over the side of his bed. I was face-down, and practically crying out for it.

His mouth was on my asshole, and I just whined out loud for his cock. I begged him for it. I only got to wonder for a second what it would feel like when he popped inside with just one thrust. My knees buckled, and I cried out from the pain. He fucked my ass long and hard, until I was just so sore. Then, I took my turn, fucking his big fat hairy ass with my little dick. He really seemed to like it. We did it all night long, banging each other, kissing, and sucking cock. Eventually, I fell asleep in his big, muscular arms.

In the morning, when I woke up, I grabbed my clothes, dressed quickly, and silently slipped out of his apartment. He was snoring loudly; I never even knew his name.

Read on – The Cowboy’s Sissy is at the end of this book –
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The Bard

“No! I’ve had enough of you, go away!”

The bard sighed, running a hand through his hair. His secret lover, Princess Amelia, sat on the end of her bed. Her arms were crossed and her glossy lips pulled into a pout. The bard walked over to sit next to her.

“My love, please understand. That woman was no one! She could never mean as much to me as you do.”

“Oh, quit your lying! I know what I saw. She was all over you, begging for you, and you didn’t push her away!”

“Darling, you know I’m in no position to be rude, especially at ceremonies. I’m not royalty, I can’t just shun people away. I am but a bard, hired by your father to entertain the guests. Can you imagine what would happen if I were to push an upper class woman away? She might scream that I had acted inappropriately to her!”

The princess sighed, not wanting to admit that he was right. That woman, her distant cousin, was very manipulative and would have loved to drag down her man for not entertaining her.

“Excuses, excuses. The least you could do is make it up to me and make me forget how sinfully you behaved.”

The bard heaved another sigh, wondering how he even got involved with the difficult princess in the first place. He looked over at the dark haired girl, taking in her appearance. Her fiery auburn eyes met his own before darting away. The bard smirked, a solution forming in his head.

“Princess, you know I love you.”

“Oh, do you now?”

“Yes, of course. Do you know just how much I love you?”

“No…”

“Well then, it would seem that I would have to show my princess, then, just how much.”

He crawled over to the princess. She looked at him with more curiosity than anger. The bard cupped her face, knowing that it was a move that made the young girl swoon. He pressed a chaste kiss to her lips, slightly shocked when she threw her arms around him to fully reciprocate.

“How greedy, Princess! I haven’t even begun.”

She gave a shy smile before leaning in for another kiss. They could never stay mad for long. The bard kissed her forehead this time, ignoring her annoyed pout.

“Oh yes, Princess. I love you so dearly. When I play for anyone who happens to walk by, I think of only you. My fingers strum my guitar and my voice carries out the tune, but my heart aches for you.”

Indeed, the feisty Princess was a huge romantic at heart. The bard took her blushing face as a sign to continue. His hands wandered down to her arms.

“And I think of how you love to hold onto me with these delicate hands. That’s not bad! Delicate is a term very befitting of a princess. I love when your delicate hands grab onto me so desperately, needing me as much as I need you.”

The next subject was a bit sore. The bard had been with some women in the past sexually, but the princess was a virgin who would occasionally let him grope her through her clothes.

“I dream of…seeing your body some day, Princess. Please, let me see your heavenly figure?”

“I…I can’t. It’s forbidden.”

“Please, Princess, I want you so bad! At least may I see your beautiful breasts?”

The Princess thought it over, her hands folded in her lap. With trembling hands, she began to unbutton her top. She slowly opened her collared top enough for her red corset-covered breasts to peek out. The bard took in a shaky breath.

“Oh, thank you, Princess. These are…these are marvelous! Oh no, don’t cower, you’re gorgeous, honestly! May I touch them?”

The absolutely red princess nodded, eyes averted. The bard understood this to be extreme bashfulness, so he decided to dive right in and continue with his words.

“How soft your skin is, Your Highness! Oh, I have dreamed of touching you for so long, Princess. Your body is better than any mere fantasy of mine. Look how pert your nipples have become. Would I be right in saying you like this? That when I gently squeeze your breasts you become excited?”

The Princess thrashed, grabbing onto the bard.

“Ahh, oh my! You win, you win! I forgive you! Please, don’t stop.” It was further than they’d ever gone before, but she didn’t want him to stop.

He blushed, unaccustomed to making a woman feel so satisfied just from stimulating her breasts. He wondered...

"Princess, you look so beautiful right now. So needy and desperate for me, it's highly arousing. I wonder how you would respond if I were to take one of these amazing breasts into my mouth."

The bard took a ripe pink nipple to his mouth, suckling as if he were trying to draw out milk. The princess gasped, pulling him tighter. How could this commoner make her feel so? She could feel something stir between her legs.

"Oh my, I feel so...I feel as if I'll come undone!"

"Yes Princess, let it happen. Relieve yourself for me, only for me."

His hand toyed with her other nipple as he continued to suck and slip his tongue around the bud. The Princess's bright eyes screwed shut, her body overcome with pleasure. She wanted this. She needed this. Is this what it was like to bed someone? No, it was the precursor. Just how amazing was actual sex? The thought was too much for her.

"My bard! I'll--I'm--ahhh!"

She shook, her hand flying up in an attempt to silence herself. The bard held onto her, smiling as she curled up to his chest. Playing with a loose strand of hair, he asked,

"Well, Princess? Have I been forgiven?"

The young woman took a moment to catch her breath.

"Yes...my obedient bard...you've done well. I forgive you...now".

Read on for the Taken By the Man of the House Collection from Taboo Erotica Publishing ….as a free gift to you….

Camping with the Family

My family decided to go camping - myself, my wife Joanie, our twins who are five, and the oldest, my stepdaughter. Lisa was home from college for a short stay, so the family decided to take advantage and indulge in a favorite family pastime.

I can’t deny it – any man would say the same thing – so I’m not about to lie about it. Lisa is smokin’ hot - a leggy blond with a pretty face. Her skin is absolutely perfect - delicate. She was just nineteen at the time that this happened. Her boyfriend, Jason, had gone home to visit his family in Virginia for the summer, and to help with their family business. Everyone thought he would ask her to marry him soon. He would’ve been crazy not to.

Joanie had to pick the kids up at my parent’s house, where they’d been staying the previous week.  It was about two hours away, so she’d drive up on Saturday to get them, spend the night at my parents, and bring them back for camping on Sunday. Joanie asked me to have Lisa drive up to meet us at the campground Sunday evening.

All right…I’m trying to be honest here. I knew an opportunity when I saw one, although I take no pleasure in exposing my treacherous ways. I had some kind of a sick obsession with Lisa for some time, and I knew that she would probably be engaged soon. Fully knowing it was wrong, I told Lisa she was to meet us at our campsite on Saturday evening instead of Sunday. I picked a desolate camping area so we would be completely alone.

I had the two tents all set up, and a fire roaring by seven o’clock. Always prompt, Lisa came bouncing up to the campsite a little time afterwards. She was wearing red short-shorts, with a tight white t-shirt covering her enormous boobs. Her long blond hair flowed behind her as she walked. She didn’t even have to wear make-up - just plain gorgeous.

“Hi, Dan - this is a nice little set-up,” Lisa greeted me cheerfully..

“Isn’t it?” I replied back to her, enjoying the view.

“Where’s Mom and the kids?” she asked, looking around.

“They’ll be here a little later - they called to say they’re running late,” I lied, already feeling like a complete leach. What if this went wrong? Had I even considered the consequences? No, not really. But, I guess that’s why it’s called obsession.

“Oh, all right. Would you mind if I go in and lay down, then? I’m a little tired from the drive”.

“No, that’s fine, Lisa. The red tent is the one you and the kids will be in,” I explained to her. I let her go in and lie down. I sat there a while, wondering what I should do next. Would she welcome my advances? Would she resist? Would Lisa fight with me over this? The thought of it made me hard. I looked down at the bulge in my blue shorts. I rubbed it a little - it literally ached for her. I had to make my move - it would be dusk soon and I needed it to still be a little light out when we had our encounter. I wanted to see her. And I was running out of daylight.

I quietly walked over to the tent, and pulled up the flap. She must’ve nodded off to sleep. Lisa looked amazing, lying there underneath a red flannel blanket. With her delicate features, she almost looked like a little girl. I lay down next to her. Her breathing was rhythmic. I decided to just start making love to her and see how it went. I pressed my body up against her, and began softly kissing her lips as she slept. Lisa stirred a little, but did not wake. I gently pulled back the blanket to reveal her top half to me. I reached with my right hand and began lightly touching her left breast. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I gently kissed her while I reached my right hand up under her t-shirt so I could feel her bare breast with my hand. Lisa suddenly woke up and tried to push me off of her.

“Dan! - What are you doing?” Lisa said, an expression of shock on her face.

“I’m making love to you, Lisa,” I told her matter-of-factly. I kissed her lips gently again. I wanted it to seem like it was no big deal. Again, I was rebuffed by her.

“You can’t - what about Mom?  And I have a boyfriend - a fiance - Jason asked me to marry him last night,” Lisa protested, her mind racing. She sat up.

“You know how you love nature, Lisa? You’re such a natural girl, a natural beauty, and you love the outdoors. Can you tell me what would be more natural than us making love, right here, right now, in this beautiful setting?” I attempted, still caressing her.

“What?” Lisa said, apparently not getting the reference.

“I’m a man, Lisa - and you’re a woman. There’s nothing more natural in the world than me making love to you. I will take you out and lay you down on a blanket next to the fire, in this beautiful wilderness. We will both be naked, intertwined, and I will make sweet, sweet love to you. It will be incredible - I promise.”

“She’s on her way with the kids,” Lisa said, in horror.

“No, Lisa - she just called. Something’s come up and they have to stay in Riverdale another night,” I lied shamelessly. I kept kissing her neck, rubbing her body.

“Oh,” was her reply to that. I kept touching her, trying to make her body want mine.

“What about Jason?” she asked me.

“It’s fine, Lisa - this isn’t about Jason, and it’s not about my relationship with your mother. They aren’t here, are they? This is only about you and me - spending one unbelievably beautiful night together. It doesn’t mean you love him less. You’ll still love him as much in the morning - perhaps even more.” As an attorney, I was a professional, an expert at talking people into doing what I wanted them to do. I kissed her gently on the neck - was it my imagination or was she coming around? She was so young, so naïve.

“I want you so badly, Lisa. I have to have you. Don’t make me force you, Lisa,” I told her.

“You would force me?” she looked me in the eyes, shocked.

“I’ll force you if it’ll make your conscience feel better. If you have no choice, then you can’t feel guilty about Jason, or anything else,” I reasoned with her, now rubbing her nipple hard between my two fingers.

“Oh,” Lisa moaned as I pinched her nipple hard. I bent over and took the hard nipple of her big white boob into my wet mouth. She did not resist it. I had her. She knew the game we were playing.

“No, Dan, no - I can’t - please don’t make me,” she moaned as I sucked one nipple and tugged on the other one with my fingers. The nipple stood up, straight and long. They were both pointy, and I was so fuckin’ hard for her. She literally trembled underneath my touch. This was interesting - she wanted me to force her. That must be her turn-on. I could do that. Dusk was beginning to set in - I’d have to be fast or we’d be covered in a blanket of darkness.

I pulled her t-shirt off over her head, leaving her bare breasted. I pushed her down so she was lying flat on the floor of the tent again.

“Dan - please,” she begged me. I took my t-shirt off and got on top of her. I kissed her forcefully. Lisa kissed me back. My hands covered her body, touching her roughly now. Her hands explored me as well, rubbing my back in a manner that can only be described as needy.

“I’ve wanted you for so long, Lisa. And tonight, by God, I’m going to have you,” I told her sternly. She seemed to melt in my hands. I pushed her shorts and panties down roughly. It was better than I’d dreamt. Instead of all the usual foreplay, I just forcefully spread her legs and began eating her hairy pussy.

“Oh, God - No! No, Dan!” she protested, groaning little noises as I plundered her with my wet tongue. She smelled wonderful - the best pussy I’d ever had. I cleaned her entire vagina with my mouth. Her legs trembled as I did my work. I sucked on her pink wrinkled clit, teasing her and making it hard.

I moved back up to her mouth, and purposely kissed her deeply so she would taste herself on my tongue.

“You’re pussy tastes so good, Lisa,” I whispered to her. She sighed in agreement with me. Lisa grabbed my hairy ass, desperately.

“I’m gonna fuck you, now, Lisa - I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” I threatened her.

“But Dan, I belong to Jason - we‘re going to be married,” she begged me. I stood up and unzipped my shorts. I removed them, revealing my veiny erection to her.

“Oh, God,” she murmured as she looked at it, a womanly desire building inside of her. It was pretty impressive, if I say so myself. I grabbed her by the legs and dragged her further to me.

“Dan, you know we shouldn’t” she pleaded with me, trying to convince both of us. She really was quite an actress.

“Lisa, no one else matters – we’ve already settled that. You’re mine to do with what I like tonight. You may be going to marry Jason, but tonight…you belong to me,” I told her pointedly. It was so hot - she looked so young, so vulnerable….so alive.

“We’re all alone up here – no one around for miles. No one will ever know about this”.

Lisa lay down on her back before me, naked, her knees pressed tightly together.

“You know you can’t make me, Dan”. Lisa looked up at me, a twinkle in her eye, her ruby red lips slighted parted in a smirk.

With that, I forced her legs apart and attempted to mount the fiery mare. Although I was much stronger, she moved her hips wildly in a feigned attempt to evade me.

“Oh, no - not the penis,” she shrieked at me, enjoying our twisted game perhaps even more than I was.

“Yes, Lisa,” I growled low in her ear, as I violated her hairy hole roughly with my erection. I banged her good, and she was slippery wet.  I even pressed my fingers up into her anus as I fucked her.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she sighed as I did it.

“I wish Jason was here to watch me fucking your hot little slit,” I whispered. She moaned even more, obviously turned on at the idea of such voyeurism.

“Do you wish Jason was here watching us, Lisa?” I tortured her as I put my fuzzy nuts to her.

“Oh, yes, oh, yes,” she moaned as I penetrated her again and again. This was turning out better than I’d even planned. I fucked her like that for a while. Then, I stopped, and dragged her naked out of the tent. There was a big maple tree in the middle of the campsite, and I pushed her up against it. As Lisa clung to the tree trunk, I began screwing her from behind. I rubbed my hand on her front pubic hair, enjoying the roughness of it. I teased her with my fingers.  I fucked her up against that big tree. As I rode her, I slapped her hard on the ass. Lisa shrieked. She definitely wasn’t expecting all those cracks on her rear while I banged her. It was rough, it was beastly - and I was a complete animal. It was as I imagined cavemen had done their women. It went on and on. Finally, it was time.

I took Lisa, who was sweaty from being rode and spanked, and walked her back over to the fire. I gently laid her down on the blankets I had prepared earlier for us. She was flushed, and she was wild. Her ass was sore from being spanked. I lay down next to her on our blankets, and gently kissed her precious mouth. I was so gentle with her. I lightly massaged her entire body with my hands. So very young, so fresh. I proceeded to make sweet, sweet love to her. I slowly teased her for a while. I gently suckled on both of her breasts. I touched her red clitoris, and barely rubbed it. Then, I gently slid inside of her. It was excruciating - I went so slowly. I was driving her crazy - and myself as well. Our bodies moved in unison, as I murmured ‘I love you’ over and over to her. She even began saying it back to me. The lush forest was the only witness to our shared infidelity, as our bodies slowly swayed. Her hands caressed my behind. It was so beautiful - almost spiritual. It went on and on. Then, Lisa started to cry.

“I love you, Lisa,” I told her, sincerely, wiping a tear from her cheek. I looked into her soft eyes.

“I know, I know - it’s just so beautiful, so intimate……..special. I never knew it could be like this,” she said softly, looking at me with big, blue eyes. I kept gently humping her the whole time. I covered her with the gentlest of kisses.

“Oh, God, oh God, oh God,” Lisa started chanting, her head moving from side to side.

“It’s all right, Baby,” I told her as she struggled towards her climax. Lisa struggled and struggled , on the cusp of heaven. I kissed her face - this was beautiful. She was trying so hard to cum. Watching her gently moan stirred something primitive within me, and I upped my assault in order to make her orgasm. I pounded her good, many, many times - harder and harder. As her screams finally filled the air, I couldn’t hold back anymore. My cock involuntarily lunged deeper into her as I blew my load inside of her. Oh, God - oh, God….What a release! It had been incredible. Then, we both collapsed. We lay there for hours, with me on top of her, as the fire slowly turned to red coals.

Lisa and Jason were married later that year, and the whole family attended.

Read on for your next princess erotica tale….and your last SISSY STORY, The Cowboy’s Sissy, is at the end of the book…

PRINCESS ANASTASIA

Princess Anastasia ran quickly through the forest, her bare feet padding along the bright green moss that covered the wilderness floor. Her heart beat fast in her chest, though she dared not to rest. Nasty branches ripped at her heavy blue and gold gown as she forced herself onward. But onward to what? To freedom? To almost certain death? She didn’t know which, though she hoped for freedom from her own execution … at the hands of her ‘mother’.

Mother was a strange word – the two syllables that meant love, protection, warmth. But this wasn’t her real mother…it was a mere fraud…a façade of a mother – that must be what stepmother meant. She was false…a fake and a liar who barely managed to conceal her true intention until the untimely death of Ana’s father, the king. And now that he was gone, nothing would stop Moorah’s bid for the throne. Most certainly not the mere life of an eighteen year old girl.

Darkness was falling when Anastasia heard someone on horseback pursuing her. She knew she must hide, for there was no way that she could outrun them. She ran a bit more, but soon took cover behind a large boulder. It was her only chance…and the unknown horseman was approaching fast.

“Your highness, I know you are here – it is I, Caleel – your father’s loyal servant. I mean you no harm. I have come to help you,” the man yelled to her. Still, Ana did not trust him. She’d known him all her life, but was he now doing Moorah’s bidding? She simply could not risk it.

“Come out, Princess – I have secretly visited the home of your uncle. This is one of his horses and a bag of his servant girl’s belongings. I have brought them to you to assist in your escape. Your uncle has spoken to his sister in England.  She will take you into her house, protect you, raise you, until such time as you can reclaim your throne,” he continued to plead with her.

This proclamation regarding her uncle and aunt allowed her to let down her guard, and Anastasia tenuously stepped out from behind the large rock. Caleel’s broad smile almost melted her, and she ran to him, falling into his arms in an exhausted state. He held her for a long while, and then gently swept a long, dark strand of hair out of her face, and tucked it behind her ear.

“I left my own horse a ways back – tied to a tree. You can change into these servant’s garments, and I will take your gown. I will slash it and smear it with animal blood. When I present it to the Queen, she will believe I killed you…just as she ordered,” he explained to her, his voice trailing off as he uttered the end of the sentence.

“I wasn’t sure if you were loyal to us…” Anastasia began to speak, almost embarrassed by her distrust of this man who had come so far for her.

“I know, child…so many have been turned against you – you who are the true Queen, by her wickedness and treachery.” He handed her the bag of clothing, and Ana hid behind the boulder to dress, handing the opulent gown out to him when she was finished.

“Now you will take this horse, and ride hard along this same path until you see a small dwelling and farm to your left. A man named Braun lives there – I have known him many years, from my childhood. He is a good man…a kind man. If you stop and ask him, he will most certainly take you in. Hide the horse in his barn and stay with him until further arrangements can be made for your exile in England. Let no one know your true identity – not even Braun.

Ana nodded in agreement, and took the reins from Caleel. He squeezed her hand before letting go, and then turned to make the long walk back to his own steed. Ana wasted no time in climbing onto the sweaty black horse, and kicked him hard with both legs. They raced through the night, making far better time than she had on foot. Still, Ana wondered if she would be able to get far enough away to live…far enough away from Moorah and her foot soldiers. And would the kind-hearted Braun be good enough to take her in? What if he didn’t? All of these thoughts flooded her troubled mind as she rode deeper and deeper into the darkness, the horse’s mane barely missing her face as they passed tree after endless tree. The full round white moon, a big snowball in the sky, was their only light.

It was in the midst of this race that Ana spotted the small farm off to her left, and she pulled the reins hard, scraping her palms, as she got the strong animal to stop. She dismounted, straightened her plain, brown dress, and pulled her long, raven locks over her face to conceal her identity. It was true – they were deep, deep in the woods and perhaps no one would recognize her. However, she decided she needed to be vigilant in terms of her safety. No one must know…no one must ever know. Ana tied her horse to a tree.

Just one solitary candle flickered on the table inside as Ana timidly knocked on the door of Braun. What would she say? What would he say? She tried to quickly come up with a story as the heavy footsteps approached the thick wooden door. Finally, the door flew open, and there stood the most exquisite man Anastasia had ever encountered. She was surprised, but managed to keep her head down to conceal herself. She looked up at him with large green eyes, long dark eyelashes fluttering nervously.

“May I help you?” the dashing man asked, wide muscles rippling beneath his work shirt.

“I-I-m afraid I must be lost,” Ana stammered, suddenly forgetting her concocted story. His mere presence rattled her, and that certainly didn’t help her current situation.

“Please – come in – you look cold,” Braun offered, stepping to the side and allowing Ana to enter his small, yet comfy home.

“I was just about to have some dinner – stew – would you join me?” he asked, striding briskly across the room and ladling up two bowls full of the rich, brown dish. He began to start a fire in his fireplace, and Ana realized that he must have just recently returned home. She sat on a small wooden chair at his table, and began to quickly eat up the stew. She had never tasted anything so good, but perhaps it was just her intense hunger that made it seem so. He sat down and began to eat with her as the fire started to crackle in the fireplace.

“So – you’re lost you say?” Braun began to question her, looking at her with big soulful brown eyes.

“Yes – lost – I’m trying to make it to the border…because my aunt, my aunt is sick, and I need to go be with her, you see,” Ana stammered, pretty much making up her story as she went along. She hoped it wasn’t obvious.

“I see – well, you’re not too lost, then. You just haven’t made it to the border yet – it’s another day’s ride…I would say,” Braun said, running a hand through his thick curly blond locks.

“Oh, good…so I’m not lost after all,” she replied, grinning at him. She hoped he would invite her to stay the night because she certainly didn’t want to go back out into the cold, dark night. Who knew what kind of wicked creatures were crouching in the dark spaces between the trees?

“You must stay here…with me…tonight – the wind is howling outside and it’s certainly no place for you. I have an extra bed you can use,” Braun said in a matter-of-fact tone, as if the decision had already been made. Ana was relieved to be invited to stay the night. Truthfully, she didn’t know what she would’ve done had he not made the offer to her. Braun went out to put her horse into the barn for the night, and to give it food and water. Afterwards, the two talked by candlelight for a few hours before retiring for the night. There was a bed in the common room where they’d eaten, and Braun brought her a pillow and extra blankets to ensure her comfort. He then bid her good night, and went into a room off of the main one.

Ana undressed and slipped naked beneath the warm covers. She couldn’t stop thinking about Braun – how handsome he was, and how unbelievably nice. She didn’t know people like him even existed. He’d become her protector, and she’d just barely met him. The conversation between the two of them had flowed so easily, and it felt as if she’d known him for some time. Stirrings arose within her as she thought of him just in the next room, in his own bed. How was it that someone so incredibly wonderful didn’t yet have a wife? Something about him pulled her towards the man, and she just simply couldn’t resist it.

Although she was scared, terrified even, Ana couldn’t stop herself from rising up and moving across the room towards his bedroom. She walked slowly, silently, her voluptuous body being enveloped by the blackness all around her. Once she reached the doorway to his room, she stood still, allowing the moonlight through the window to reveal her outline to him. Her long dark hair fell generously over her shoulders and down her back. Ana held her breath, not knowing what would happen but desperately unable to keep it from occurring.

Braun sat up in bed, but the words he spoke through the darkness fell from his lips like a heavy brick upon the ground.

“Your Excellency.”

Ana froze, not knowing what to say or do. He knew…he’d known all along – the entire time she was there, but he’d said nothing. He’d allowed her to lie to him, to make up stories, to go on and on with so much nonsense, all the time all too aware of who she really was.

Braun moved towards her, not saying another word. His strong hands reached out to her, and pulled her into his safe embrace as his warm lips found her own soft, full red mouth. Although she’d never known the love of a man, Anastasia was never more sure of anything in her life. She melted against his muscular frame, her hands reaching out to touch him, to caress him all over. This day that had been so filled with desperation and uncertainty was ending up in such a magical place. How very strange life was.

He gently pushed her down onto his bed, and climbed on top of her. His kisses were so soft, so gentle, that it made her world spin round and round. Her long fingers danced over his wide shoulders, down his back, and around to his round, muscular buttocks. Braun’s warm mouth found her cheek, and then traveled down her long neck. Her chest heaved as her respirations quickened, and she found herself drawing his mouth to the red rose bud that topped her smooth white breast. His hands moved over her breasts hungrily, and it was clear that Braun couldn’t control himself, either.

Being naked in his arms felt absolutely amazing – far better than Ana could’ve ever imagined. His mouth moving all over her body made the entire experience seem even all the more surreal. Although she was completely inexperienced, she was an eager student who wanted nothing more than to learn everything Braun was willing to teach her. She gasped loudly as his strong hands squeezed the fleshy part of her bottom, and she knew she was completely in his control. He was the master, and she was his slave.

“My Queen,” Braun uttered softly into her ear, once more making the point that he knew exactly who he was dealing with. Yes, she was technically a queen, but it was more than ironic – Ana felt absolutely powerless in his arms. Ana didn’t want to break the spell, didn’t want to discuss it, so she merely answered with a soft groan of pleasure.

She felt his hard manliness push against her, and her hand nervously went down to stroke it. The tip was so incredibly soft, like velvet, while the shaft was veiny and hard…very…very…hard. He moaned as Ana fondled him, not really knowing what she was doing but doing it nonetheless. His hand moved down on top of hers, and he showed her how to stroke him long and fast, until his own loud gasps began to pierce through the silent house. Things were happening so quickly, and before Ana knew it, Braun was lying on his back, moving her head down towards his groin.

Ana tentatively licked at him, unsure of what he really wanted or what she should do. He helped her, moving her warm full lips to the head of his cock, diving deeply into her mouth. He tasted earthy, salty, but not unpleasant, and Ana quickly caught on to the act of sexual simulation that they were taking part in. He moaned and groaned like nothing she’d heard before, almost like some kind of wild beast, until she thought surely he would explode. Instead, he removed himself from her mouth, and pushed her down onto her back on the bed.

“I want you so badly,” he growled as he pulled on her long dark tresses. His face moved over her flat stomach, kissing it, and down towards the source of her femininity. Ana tensed up as his lips moved down first one thigh and then the other. She trembled with anticipation as he played with her, teasing her into an almost frenzied state. Her hands found his thick hair, and she ran her fingers through it, pulling it a little, as he made his way up and down her thighs. She felt a desire, a wanting, that was completely new to her. Ana banged her body up against him, almost uncontrollably. She dug her nails into his back as his mouth finally found that special spot between her legs, letting off a stream of electrifying sensations that made her body jerk and convulse.

“Oh, God,” she heard herself moan as he continued to work over her little pink nub. Surely, nothing could ever be better than this most intimate act of love.

Ana wanted Braun so badly that she thought she would go insane, and she bucked against him as he made her orgasm again and again. Once again, he raised up to kiss her lips, and she was conscious of the fact that she was trembling underneath his every touch. She grasped his generous behind, trying to get him to take her, to pierce the very pinnacle of her feminity. Yet, he did not – he would not.

“No, my lady, I can not,” Braun begged her, instead moving them into a position where they could both orally stimulate each other at the same time. Ana moved slowly up and down on his face while taking his rock-hard member into her eager mouth once more.  They moved together, slowly in the darkness, that huge moon being the only witness to their exotic carnal dance. Before long, his penis started to jerk, and Ana sensed he was about to explode. This triggered in her an equally powerful reaction, and they came together, their moans of ecstasy echoing through the dark wooded night.

They collapsed, exhausted and spent upon his humble bed. Ana fell asleep in his strong arms, feeling safer and more loved than she had ever in her entire life.

Ana awoke to the sun streaming in the window close to Braun’s bed, and just as quickly, he appeared in the doorway with a wooden bowl of porridge for her. Ana ate it hungrily, and then they sat in silence for a few moments, as if neither of them wanted to talk.

“We have to get you out of here,” Braun finally managed to say.

“I know this,” Anastasia replied, knowing she had to go but not wanting to.

“You have to get as far away as possible,” he further emphasized the matter.

“I know – Moorah will certainly find me if I stay,” Ana agreed with him. Truthfully, Ana would’ve stayed with him forever in his lovely little home – and been happy and satisfied with that.

“I would protect you with my very life, but I fear even I would not be able to keep her from finding you. It seems she has eyes everywhere. I will make arrangements for you to be smuggled across the border – somehow…,” Braun’s voice trailed off as he ended the sentence, and Ana thought there was a worried tone in his words. Ana thought of how Caleel had said what a good man Braun was. Caleel had been right.

“I’m trying to think of a way to have you travel, maybe hidden in a cart that travels across the border with some kind of load – of wood, perhaps.”

“Can that be done?” Ana asked, intrigued by the idea of being escorted into England, as opposed to riding alone through the forest – something that didn’t appeal to her at all.

“I have a cart – we could secure you in it, cover you with blankets and then some brush, and then fill the rest of the cart with firewood. Your horse as well as mine can pull it, and then once we cross the border, you can ride your steed as far away as it will take you. You will be much safer once you reach England.”

And so it was settled – they would smuggle Ana out of the area as soon as possible. Traveling at night was out of the question, though. A cart of wood being transported under dark of night would raise suspicion if they were spotted – by anyone. They would depart the next day, and by the end of that day, Ana would be safe – or at least safer.

After a long day of cutting wood, and stacking it into Braun’s cart in preparation for their voyage, it was once again time for bed. This time they made no pretense as far as sleeping in separate beds – they peeled off each other’s clothes, embraced, and fell into Braun’s bed. Their lovemaking was intense, but still Braun refused to consummate their union. Despite Ana’s burning desire for him, he would not budge in his conviction. And Ana wasn’t sure why.

The next morning, they put their illicit plan into action. Anastasia was thickly bundled under layers of blankets and then brush. The remainder of the car was filled with wood that Braun tied down to prevent it from injuring her. They started out early in the morning, as it would be a full day’s voyage and they would barely reach the border in that time. As planned, both Ana’s horse and one of Braun’s pulled the cart so that each would be able to take an animal once they separated.

It was a long and uncomfortable ride. The cart full of wood traveled much slower than a girl on horseback, but at least Ana wasn’t alone. Although Braun had taken every step to ensure her comfort, her body became stiff and she was growing weary of being bounced around in the back of the cart. Anastasia kept telling herself that this was the price she must pay for her freedom, her safety. It was at that moment that she heard Braun call out to the horses and pull back on the reins.

“What have you here?” the angry voice questioned him. The sun was beginning to set, and they had reached the border.

“A cartload of wood I will sell at market,” Braun replied. Ana held her breath and dared not to move. She wasn’t sure what would happen if she were discovered. She was frozen in fear as she heard the soldier walking around the cart, inspecting the wood. Finally, it was over.

“You may pass,” the soldier said, and Braun once again started the horses. They had made it over the border and into England. Once they were far enough away from the border crossing, Braun pulled over onto a deserted country road. As was their plan, Ana prepared to leave on her uncle’s horse while Braun was going to unload the wood, spend the night under the blankets in the back of the cart, and then make his way back home the next day. This would create the appearance that he had indeed sold the wood at market and was then returning home.

Ana climbed on the black horse in the darkness, and slowly leaned over to give Braun one parting kiss. His moist, full lips met her own, and Ana could feel a tear trickle down her lovely cheek. She was losing her protector – the one she’d trusted with her very life. He’d fulfilled his promise to get her safely into England. It would be a long, long time until she would see him again…if ever.

Braun wiped the tear from her cheek, and kissed her deeply once more – a kiss to last a lifetime. There were no words spoken between them – what was there to say? They each instead turned, and went their different ways. Ana knew not what she would find at the house of her aunt, but it didn’t really matter. It was her only option, and her one salvation.

The End

Disciplining the Princess

Amelia sipped her orange juice, cringing at the bits of pulp. Her trip to Mylo wasn’t going well; it was anything but adventurous. Initially, the princess begged her parents to go to the posh city to study abroad. There was much screaming, slamming of doors, and stomping of feet. Finally, her parents relented. Yes, she could travel to continue her studies, but she needed an escort, no exceptions.

She glanced over at her bodyguard, Augustus. The man was so quiet, and frankly it annoyed her. But she would never say that to his face because, well, he was a beast! He easily towered over her, his muscles were ripped and his face was stern. It was shameful to admit, but more than once she’d let her mind ponder what his penis looked like.

The biggest drawback of the trip was that the city was actually quite...dull. Her school work was too difficult and her personal tutor spoke with a very thick accent, making him hard to understand. Her living quarters for the time being only had one butler doing all the work, which was completely different than the many servants she had at home.

Unbeknownst to Amelia, all three men in her life were wondering if the pay was really worth serving this girl? She was an 18 year old brat who never showed any kindness and threw frequent tantrums wild enough to wake the dead. She needed to learn a lesson or two in how to be a proper lady – that was the one thing that all of them agreed upon.

As if on cue, her tutor Manuel walked into the room.

“Ah, good morning, Princess. Have you enjoyed breakfast this morning?”

“This had pulp, Lyle should know by now I hate pulp.”

“Yes, well, are you ready to start today’s lessons?”

“Oh, God - as ready as I’ll ever be.”

To Amelia’s confusion, Manuel announced that this week would be devoted to etiquette. It was a big break from learning grammar and arithmetic, so she shrugged and went along with it. Manuel brought her into the sitting room, furnished with plush red couches, coffee tables, a piano, and a lone cabinet in the corner of the room.

“Lesson one. As a woman, you are the submissive. Therefore, whatever a man so tells you, you must accept and follow.”

Amelia rolled her eyes. She already knew that.

“So for the exercise, take your clothing off.”

“E-Excuse me? I will do no such thing!”

“If you don’t, I will have to do it for you.”

Augustus quickly came up to Amelia, restraining her arms. She gasped, thrashing about.

“You can’t do this! I am a princess, I demand respect!”

Manuel leaned forward, his pale hands unbuttoning her collar. Amelia was trying to shake out of Augustus’ grip. Her dress was proving a bit difficult to remove, so Manuel got up to retrieve scissors.

“You’ll regret this, I swear!”

The strips of fabric started to fall into her lap, exposing more of her underdress. She blushed, not at all wanting her tutor to be the first man to see her breasts. His bare hands ripped the material at her chest, letting her naturally full breasts bounce free.

“Well, well, well. What is this?”

Manuel caressed and pinched her pink nipples, enjoying her moan.

“Stand up.” Augustus pulled her up, forcing her to stand. She glared at him, face red. As soon as his warm mouth touched her nipple, though--

“Mmmm,” she groaned, unable to help herself.

His tongue licked the sensitive nubs, leaving a heavy trail of saliva on her body. Somewhere on her body, Amelia felt her body get hotter. What was this? She never experienced this before. Manuel paused, only to go to the cabinet. Amelia looked over, eyes widening at what was inside. It was all things you would use on a horse: riding crops, muzzles, a cane, mouth bit, and some stuff she had never seen before in her life. To put it bluntly, she was scared. What next?

Manuel came back with handful of stuff (including a riding crop) and a devilish smirk. Amelia trembled, curious as to what he would do.

“Hold your breath,” he advised, quickly applying leashed clamps to her nipples. She cried out, unused to this kind of pain.  He then worked on getting rid of the rest of her clothes. All he left her with was her gloves, corset, and boots. Oh yes, this would work out nicely.

“So, princess, are you ready for our next exercise? I am going to absolutely devour you, and if you dare make so much as a peep, I will punish you.”

With that, he dove down, pressing his nose into Amelia’s pussy. She gasped, trying to close her legs.

“Ah, ah, ah.” He pulled on the clamp leash, hoisting her leg up onto his shoulder. His tongue found her clit, and he began practicing his alphabet. Manuel was an experienced lover, having slept with women from all over the world. This was just one of the many techniques he’d be using. Well, he’d have to give it to Amelia; this was easily the best pussy he’d tasted. She was chewing on her bottom lip now, throat sore from the silent screams struggling to get out. Her hips moved rhythmically as he pleasured her most intimate place.

Lyle the butler finally made his entrance, sizing up Amelia. He decided that the riding crop would be appropriate to use on her big luscious, round ass.

“Oh, God!” Amelia finally cried out.

“So, you just couldn’t hold it in. Ah, Lyle, just in time. This little girl needs to be taught some manners.”

“Gladly.”

Lyle grabbed the riding crop, letting it slowly slap his left hand. Amelia gulped, shrinking back as far as she could. “Turn around and spread those legs.”

Amelia sighed, turning in Augustus’ arms. Not being able to see Lyle just made the situation worse. The sound of the light slapping stopped, putting her on edge. She counted down the seconds in her head.

“Ten lashes, and you damn well better count!”

WHACK!

“Agh! O-one.”

“Louder.”

WHACK!

“Two, oh!”

WHACK!

“Uhh, three!”

WHACK!

“F-four.”

“I can’t hear you!” Lyle barked, giving a harsher smack to emphasize his point. Her ass was a nice pink color now.

“Five! Sorry.”

“You will address us as your masters.”

WHACK!

“Six, M-Master.”

WHACK!

“Seven!”

WHACK!

“Eight, mnn!”

WHACK!

“N-nine! Nine, Master!”

SMACK!

“T-ten! Oh my God, ten!”

“Good, good girl.” Lyle let the crop drag along her pussy, smirking as her body betrayed her voice. She was turned on – really turned on, and cream glistened all around her nether region. He turned the crop, letting the handle prod her slit.

“Ah! Master, don’t, please!”

Manuel, palming his growing erection, reached for a pair of handcuffs. It was time to go to exercise three: plugging all her holes. He snapped the cuffs shut on Amelia’s wrists, ignoring her protests. Lyle opened his trousers, letting his hard cock fall out. Augustus did the same, eyes never leaving the princess.

“Lead her to the table, Augustus. Lyle, lay on it.”

With a curt nod, Lyle lay on the polished wood, more than ready to fuck Amelia’s pussy dry. Amelia was starting to enjoy this whole situation, at least the city wasn’t boring anymore.

“Now, Amelia, spread open your legs. You may bleed a little, but that’s to be expected.”

She forced herself, even though she could feel her body quivering, as she reluctantly squatted above Lyle’s hard, veiny cock.

“Ah, look at that. His hard dick is about to penetrate your tight pussy. Don’t even fight it, we’re all going to take turns penetrating you. Oh? There it goes, right into you. Wow, your pussy takes it all in. I guess you like this more than you’re letting on, huh?”

She cried out as the sharp pain took her virginity in one swift motion, not that the men could fully hear it. Lyle groaned, pulling her fully onto him by her nipple clamps. Manuel grinned, pumping his own prick.

“I can’t wait to get into this pretty little ass. I’m going to--oh, fuck, this is an ass! You’re absolutely squeezing the life out of me.”

Augustus was the last to stuff himself into Amelia, quickly stuffing his length into her eager, wet mouth. She choked, trying to pull her head back. Her bodyguard gave a lowly moan, setting a steady pace. Lyle started to grope the princess’s breasts, admiring how big and firm they were. Manuel grunted, gripping her hips tightly as well.

This was too much! Amelia was feeling over stimulated, having her body feel so used.

“Ohh, oh fuck, this fucking ass! I might not even need to get into your cunt!”

Augustus threaded his hands into Amelia’s long blonde hair, using it to guide her mouth deeper onto his cock. She rolled her eyes back, secretly loving how she was feeling. Who would’ve thought that being with three men at once could be so incredibly satisfying. Lyle lightly scratched his nails along her back, prompting a heavy moan. Manuel enjoyed how her ass clenched against him, pushing him closer and closer to orgasm.

“What a wonderful woman you are, pleasing your three masters. I might not even pull out of you.”

Augustus pulled out for a second to let Amelia answer.

“Yes, yes, please! Don’t stop, Master, stay in me!”

Lyle shouted, fucking himself deeper into her. He didn’t even care if he got her pregnant, she was feeling too good right now. Manuel panted, feeling Lyle’s member brush against him through Amelia’s walls.

“Amelia, I’m cumming! Ohh, take it all!” His semen shot deep into her, making her moan on Augustus’ dick. He cried out, cumming down her throat.

“You’d better drink it all.”

She nodded, quickly swallowing the salty ejaculate down. Manuel walked up to her face, grinning down at her confused expression.

“Suck me off now, slave.”

Augustus slammed into her ass just then, making her scream.

“I-I can’t, I’m going to, going to--”

Manuel thrusted into her mouth, not letting her finish that sentence. He slapped her cheek, only exciting her further. Lyle grunted, giving one last thrust before jizzing into her cunt. He held her hips against him, making sure his cum stayed inside her.

“Yes, take it, you take it all.”

Amelia groaned gently as the men took turns at each of her holes. She was enjoying being treated like a whore and not an elegant princess. Yes, it was true that she learned a great deal today.

It had been four months since that fateful day. Amelia, now a popular socialite, sat on a train back home. Augustus, bored, slid his hand in between her legs.

“If anyone walks past the car window, you are to pretend you don’t notice what I am doing.”

“Yes, Sir Augustus.”

Several men passed by her car window, each gawking at the lewd display. Augustus pressed her shapely body against the window, ready to fuck her just to pass the time.

“Let the other men see everything. Advertise your fuck holes to them.”

“Yes, Master.”

His now hardened cock lined up with her pink pussy, quickly working its way in.

“Come one, c-come all! Please line up to have a-a taste of this, ah, heavenly body. I-I would love to service your hot, throbbing cocks. Y-you, Sir, why don’t you come in and help fill me up?

Three men in top hats grinned, moving to open the door. The small car quickly fogged up, much to the concern of the women passing by. Princess Amelia’s eyes rolled up, face blissfully content.

The Princess and All Her Men

Princess Tatiana Orloff ran deeper into the woods, as quickly as her tightly-laced gown and fragile slippers would allow. She was gasping for breath, and her side ached horribly. Before this day, she had never walked more than the length of the Palace hallways or its gardens. She’d certainly never run in fear of her life. The branches and thorns whipped against her legs, tripping her as she stubbed the toe of her satin dancing shoe against them, tearing into her flesh until her arms ran with thin streaks of red. But she couldn’t stop, not after what she’d learned this night. Her stepmother, Queen Xenia, was now the Dowager Queen, after a riding accident had claimed the life of Tatiana’s father, King Mikel. He had been dead for forty days now, and she, Tatiana, was supposed to be crowned as the new Queen.

But now, thanks to a loyal servant, Tatiana had learned that Xenia had managed to suborn the officers of the Guard to stage a coup and put Xenia on the throne. Tatiana, if caught, would be killed on sight. So she had run, slipping out of the Palace at dusk while most of its inhabitants were banqueting. She hadn’t dared try to slip down to the kitchen for some bread and meat to take with her. She had been running for a long time. She was cold, hungry, thirsty, bruised, exhausted, and terrified—but she was still alive.

The moon had almost set when Tatiana stumbled into a clearing, finding herself in front of what looked like a peasant’s cottage, although it was larger and better-built than most. There was a well dug by the snug barn next to the house, and Tatiana immediately hastened over and drew up a bucket of clear, cold water, drinking deeply and pouring the rest of the water over her scratched arms and face. Feeling a bit better, Tatiana looked longingly towards the cottage. It was very late, and there were no lights at the windows. Besides, who knew if the inhabitants would help her—or turn her over to her stepmother? She did not dare risk that—but now that she had stopped running, she was exhausted. She cautiously moved across the yard to the barn, lifting the bar that held the doors shut and opening them. She stuck her head inside. Tatiana couldn’t see much, but she could dimly see a ladder running up one wall, no doubt leading to a hayloft. She slipped inside the barn, making her way to the ladder and climbing it, feeling the ache in all of her limbs. But once she reached the hayloft, she was delighted to discover a thick, sweet-smelling layer of new clover hay spread out on the wooden floor. She gathered as much of it as she could into a thick pile, lay down upon it, and covered herself with her cloak. In only a few breaths, she was deeply asleep.

“Tobias, have you been holding out on us?”

The voice, deep and masculine, woke Tatiana like a bucket of cold well water to the face. She sat up with a gasp, clutching her cloak to her, blinking as the morning sunlight streamed through the gaps in the barn’s roof. Much to her terror, she was no longer alone. There was a man standing on the ladder, head poking through the opening to the hayloft. He had dark, tousled curls and wickedly dancing black eyes. Seeing that she was awake, he bowed his head in Tatiana’s direction.

“Don’t worry, young miss,” he said. “It may be breakfast time, and I may be hungry, but I don’t eat girls,” he finished, a wry smile on his lips.

Tatiana just stared. Then she heard more voices below.

“Bob, quit talking to your invisible friends and move your arse,” a gruff voice said. “These animals need their hay.”

“Well, Dan, at the moment it’s being used,” Bob replied. “Tobias, have you been smuggling shepherd girls up here again? If you don’t quit sticking it into everything with a hole, it’s going to drop off and…” The rest of his statement was lost in a roar of laughter, and he turned to Tatiana again.

“My apologies, mistress,” he said. “We’re six brothers living without the gentle civilizing touch of a lady, so I fear we are a bit rough in speech. Now, ‘tis obvious that you sought shelter from the storm, and I would bet you’re hungry as well.” He held out a hand. “Come down. I promise, no one will hurt you.”

Tatiana hesitated, but what choice did she have? He was between her and her only escape route. She rose from the hay and shook out her cloak, placing it over her arm as she walked towards the ladder. The one called Bob started down the rungs.

“Come on,” he said encouragingly. “There’s a pretty girl.”

Tatiana descended slowly. Once at the bottom, she looked around the barn, finding herself surrounded by men.

There were six of them, as Bob had said. All were dark-haired, except for one who had a mop of bronze curls. He was also the tallest and brawniest of the group. None were old, but all appeared to be older than Tatiana.

“So,” the one with the gruff voice said, “what were you doing in our loft?” He frowned at Tatiana, bushy eyebrows all but hiding cold gray eyes.

“Oh, stop glowering, Dan,” Bob said. “She’s nothing more than a lass, and she didn’t hurt anything.” He jerked his head towards the barn door. “Come. Let’s get our guest some breakfast.”

The interior of the cottage was spacious, but it was obvious no woman had lived there for a long time. Everything from the mud tracked into the house to the pile of dirty crockery on one table spoke of men doing without domestic comforts. But Bob ladled a delicious rabbit stew onto a plate and poured Tatiana a glass of milk still warm from the cow. The rest settled in and ate as well, while Bob made introductions.

“This is Dan, the grumpy bastard of the group. Next to him is Tim, the quiet one, then Ralph, then Tom. The one with all the curls is Tobias—watch out for him, lass; he’ll try to charm you out of your pantalets.”

Tobias grinned, his eyes moving over Tatiana with obvious appreciation. “Nothing wrong with a little fun,” he said.”

“Behave yourself,” Bob chided. “Dan’s the eldest, and I’m the youngest.”

Tatiana set her plate aside. “My name is…”

“Tatiana.” Tim spoke up in a matter-of-fact tone. “I went to the capitol last year to buy a new cow. I saw ye walking in the Palace gardens.”

The rest stared at Tatiana. “You’re…you’re the queen?” Ralph managed to ask.

“No more,” Tatiana said, and she explained her plight. The men were silent for a moment and then Dan, as the eldest, spoke for all.

“You may stay here,” he said, “but you must stay hidden. No frolicking in the woods to pick flowers. We work all day at a silver mine nearby. You can stay in the house and make yourself useful. Then we’ll see.”

“All right,” Tatiana replied, feeling weak with relief. She wouldn’t have to run, at least not for a time.

It was late. The men had come home and been pleasantly surprised by the amount of work Tatiana had done. Since she was an aristocrat, they’d expected her to be fairly helpless when it came to domestic work, but Tatiana had resolved to do her best for her rescuers. She’d certainly seen enough servants to know the basics of what they did. After supper, Dan took her upstairs and showed her a small bedroom at the end of a long hall.

“It was our mum’s room,” he said. “You may sleep here.”

“Thank you,” Tatiana said, giving him a grateful smile. “Thanks to all of you.”

Tatiana had fallen asleep at once. The bed was comfortable, and she was very tired. In the dead of night, however, she heard a noise. She rolled over in bed and sat up, just as her door opened and Tobias, dressed only in a nightshirt, slipped inside. He held a finger to his lips as he made his way across the room.

“What…what do you want?” Tatiana whispered—but she was certain she already knew the answer, and his words only confirmed it.


“Now, lovey, you didn’t think you’d get sanctuary from Queen Xenia just for the price of a bit of dusting and mending? No, indeed. A nice piece like you can do much more for us than just scrub a plate.” Standing next to the bed, Tobias pulled off his nightshirt. Tatiana caught her breath as the moonlight gilded his rugged frame, broad-shoulder and flat-bellied. His chest was covered with a curling mat the same hue as that on his head, and the curls crept down his torso to his groin, where they cushioned…Blanch shut her eyes. She’d seen horses in the stables, of course, but she’d never known that men had such appendages. She felt the bed dip and felt a hand stroke her hair soothingly.

“Now, dinna be frightened,” Tobias murmured. “I’ll not take your virginity; I’m too big for a sweet girl’s pussy like yours. No, I’m just here tonight to ease you in, so to speak. Just relax. Ye will like this.”

Tatiana felt the blankets being lifted and then found herself wrapped in a pair of strong arms, moist lips nuzzling at her throat while gentle hands stroked up and down her back.

“There,” Tobias whispered. “See? There’s no need to be afeared.”

Tatiana knew this was wrong, but she’d lost everything, and this room was her only home. And it felt so nice to feel a strong man’s hands caressing her. She gasped softly when one thumb rubbed the tip of her breast through the linen nightgown she was wearing. In another moment, the gown was gone, slipped from her body as easily as one might peel an apple. Tatiana kept her eyes closed as warm lips began to move across her skin, light, teasing kisses kindling little fires everywhere they landed. Tobias breathed softly on the nipple he’d rubbed, and it hardened as Tatiana’s belly pooled with heat. She reached out a curious hand and tangled her fingers in his chest hair. He took her hand in his and slid it down his torso and hip, bending to suck a nipple into his mouth just as he laid her palm against his throbbing erection.

“Ohh!” Tatiana shuddered as she felt him twitch in her hand, even as a stab of desire raced from her breast down to her most private parts. She found herself rubbing her thighs together, not even certain why, but wanting more pressure, more friction. Tobias took her hand again and gently curled her fingers around his heavy cock.

“There’s a good lass,” he murmured. “Stroke my dong and make it happy.”

Slowly at first, Tatiana moved her hand up and down Tobias’ cock, feeling the skin like new velvet against her hand, hot velvet laid over steel. She let her fingers explore the crown, rubbing against that ridge of flesh that encircled the top and hearing Tobias pant as she did so. Then it was her turn to gasp for breath as broad fingers roughened by toil started stroking her woman’s cleft, massaging that little nub of flesh that ached so badly. Tobias began to rub her clitty in time with her strokes on his cock, and the pleasure built and built until Tatiana felt his shaft pulse in her hand, felt a wash of hot, thick liquid flowing across her palm, just as one finger slipped into her virginal pussy and she climaxed with a long, low moan of utter release.

When the last tremors had subsided, Tobias rose and went to the washstand in the corner, wringing out a towel and washing, then rinsing it and returning to the bed to sponge off Tatiana. She was already asleep once more.

The next night, Tatiana lay awake. Somehow she knew another one of them would come to her. On this night, it was Tim, the quiet one as Bob had called him. He was quiet, simply coming into the room, taking off his nightshirt and folding it, then sitting on the edge of the bed for a moment, looking at Tatiana. Knowing she would have a visitor, she’d left a candle lit, and by its light, he regarded her steadily for a moment, before reaching out and plucking at the sleeve of her nightshift.

“Are ye willing?” he asked in a low voice. “I will nay touch ye otherwise.”

Tatiana nodded wordlessly. She was willing. Tobias had given her a first lesson. She wanted a second.

She pulled off her gown, resolving not to wear one after this. She flung back the blankets and Tim looked for a long moment at her sweetly rounded form, silvery blonde hair falling over her breast but failing to hide pointed rose-tipped peaks, her sweet belly flowing into a pubic mound covered in the same silvery floss. Tim reached out and cupped a breast, his other hand moving slowly down her torso until it cupped her pussy, one finger rubbing.

“Yes,” Tatiana moaned. “Yes, there.”

But then, much to her amazement. Tim rose to his feet and lifted her out of bed, setting her on the floor before sitting down again, his thighs spread, his long, slender cock begin to twitch and stiffen. Tim pressed down gently on Tatiana’s shoulders, and she sank to her knees in front of him. Closing her eyes, she felt something soft and yet hard rub tenderly against her lips.

“Suck.”

As if in a dream, Tatiana obeyed, taking the length of flesh into her mouth. It was salty but not unpleasant, and it throbbed on her tongue in a way that made her moan and reach down to pet and rub her aching pussy as Tim began to swell in her mouth, threading his hands into her loose silky hair and thrusting gently in and out of the moist, hot mouth. He shuddered as she sucked harder, cheeks hollowing and her little tongue finding that tiny slit at the top of his penis and tormenting it until the first drops of creamy fluid began to trickle from it. The taste of him, the knowledge of how she must look in the moonlight, on her knees with a peasant’s rod in her royal mouth, only made the whole experience more delicious. Tatiana keened softly as her climax bedewed her hand with her juices, even as Tim thrust deeply one last time and flooded her mouth with hot cum.

On subsequent nights, Dan, Ralph, and Tom visited Tatiana’s room, and she experienced sensual pleasures with each of them, learning the taste and texture of different cocks, discovering that she could orgasm several times in a night. She experienced the incredible feel of a man’s tongue licking her cunt until she cried with pleasure, her thighs quivering as the shocks ran through her. But none of them took her. That was left for Bob to do.

When Bob slipped into her room, he was pleased but unsurprised to find Tatiana sitting up in bed, naked, with candles lit in the sconces on either side of the bed. All through their work days, his brothers had compared notes on their experiences with Tatiana, so Bob knew she was willing and no longer embarrassed to display her naked body. Now, seated against fresh, plump pillows, she smiled at Bob as he shrugged off his nightshirt.

“I had hoped you’d be the one,” Tatiana said softly. “After all, you rescued me.”

He moved across the room and slid into bed, pulling her close and letting his hands slide down her smooth back to cup her plump buttocks, squeezing them gently as he kissed her. He groaned as the little minx ground her pussy against his dripping rod. He got revenge by bending to capture a rosy nipple sucking hard and then nipping at the bud, repeating the action with her other breast, making her squeal.

For long moments they kissed and fondled one another. Tatiana delighted to discover that Bob’s cock, although not as long as some of the others, was thick and meaty, pulsing eagerly in her hand. She whimpered as he slid one finger into her silvery box, feeling it moist and clutching around his digits. He added a second finger and gently widened her passage. Tatiana caught her breath as his explorations sent a bite of pain through her virgin pussy. Then his thumb found her clit, and in moments, Tatiana was panting again, hips rocking as he stimulated her.

“Please,” she breathed into his ear. “Please, now!”

Bob could not resist her plea. With gentle hands, he spread her milky white legs wide and rubbed his aching cock against her entrance, slowly, ever so slowly moving inside. He paused for a moment, his cockhead lodged just inside her lower lips, and then he groaned in surprise and pleasured as her fingers sank into his ass cheeks and she impaled herself on his meaty shaft.

Tatiana cried out in mingled pain and pleasure and squeezed the hot prong inside her. She wrapped her legs around Bob as he began to thrust, and then it was his turn to groan as Tatiana climaxed, her pussy rippling around him, all but milking him as he stroked harder, deeper, feeling Tatiana’s nails rake his back as she urged him on. She came again, mewling and whimpering with pleasure, and Bob fucked her harder and faster, knowing there was no reason to hold back now. She could take it all and more—and she wanted to.

Tatiana lost track of how many times she peaked. Each time she thought she was exhausted, the feel of Bob’s cock deep in her belly set her off again. Finally, with a groan that rose to a howl, Bob came in a gush, triggering yet more shudders from Tatiana.

A long time later, they lay together, moonlight streaming through the window and turning Tatiana’s hair to spun silk.

“We all want you to stay,” Bob murmured at last. She looked at him, eyes wide.

“You mean…all of you—that way?”

His mouth quirked with a smile. “Well, we would set up a schedule,” he replied. “We don’t want to wear you out.” His chuckle broke off in a gasp as Tatiana’s hand curved around him.

“I accept,” she said, stroking his eager cock. “And we will see just who is worn out.”

Deep in the forest was a house with six men and one woman, the happiest cottage in the kingdom. Perhaps it is there still.

Bathing the Princess

Serenity, Princess of Dragonia, let her robe fall to the cold, stone bathroom floor. She always needed a hot bath when she was upset.

It just wasn’t fair! How dare that stupid harlot steal her sweet, beloved Lawrence away? Lawrence, the servant originally given to her as a playmate when she was only five. The two had grown up with each other, stuck by each other through thick and thin, and watched each other develop from small children into young adults – of only 18 years of age. As fate would have it, Serenity had fallen completely head over heels for the soft spoken kind-hearted country boy. Unfortunately, young Lawrence would soon be off-limits. The reason? He had found himself a girl and was to be married the following month.

Serenity felt hot tears spill down her lovely cheeks. Why couldn’t she be the one to have swept Lawrence off his feet? She knew she was attractive, that much she could tell by the looks the other male servants had been giving her. With a quick rub of the eyes, she looked into her reflection in the tub water. Her black hair was incredibly long, having never been cut. She had high cheek bones, full red lips, and almond-shaped eyes like her mother. No, she could get him back, she just wasn’t trying hard enough. Oh yes, he was still her loyal servant, after all. It wasn’t as if he could refuse her – he was obliged to fulfill her every wish and command.

“Oh, Lawrence!” she called out from the bathroom. Serenity heard light treading from behind the door.

“Yes, Miss Serenity?”

“Would you be a dear and...and clean something for me?”

“Of course, my lady.”

Lawrence hadn’t seen Serenity naked before. Bathing and clothing had always been designated to her ladies in waiting. He just assumed she wanted some dirty towels laundered or perhaps the silver bathtub scrubbed. The sight that met his eyes obviously shocked him, making him stammer.

“M-miss Serenity! Shall I get Alissa or Carrie to--”

“No, that won’t be necessary, Lawrence. I want you to bathe me tonight.”

“But Miss, I’m not allowed to--I mean, it wouldn’t be proper for me to--”

“Lawrence, I am your mistress. As your mistress, I command you to do so,” Serenity said in her most regal voice.

The shy blonde man hesitantly walked up to the curvy brunette, gently guiding her into the water. He tried to look away from her full bosom and wide, rounded bottom. It was wrong, and he knew it. Lawrence had someone already, and he knew Dalia wouldn’t like the fact that he caught a glimpse of Serenity’s smooth pussy.

Serenity smirked at the servant’s flushed face. Oh yes, this plan was working out so well. It was time to turn up the innocent seduction factor.

“Now that I think about it, I don’t think you can clean me that well from behind the bathtub rim. You should join me. Come in, it’s so hot and wet in here.”

Lawrence was beyond exasperated. This wasn’t the innocent Serenity he knew. Still, he didn’t want to be insubordinate and deny her what she wanted. She was in charge – a princess, after all, and she could easily spread word to the King that her personal slave wasn’t being such a good boy. With a heavy sigh, Lawrence started to remove his vest and tie. His mistress sat back, amused at how easy he was. It was almost as if he wanted her and was just being a daft tease. Damn, he had a tasty-looking body. Must be all the manual labor that went into being a servant, lifting all those heavy objects and attending to every need of the royal family. He was quite muscular, in a delicious way.

Lawrence stuck a foot in the tub, shuddering at just how warm the water was. He let himself sink into the water, exhaling the breath he didn’t know he was holding. Serenity moved forward, her eyes drinking him in. She made no attempt to hide her lust, her tongue briefly flicking out to wet her red lips.

“Now that you’re in here, you can start washing my body.”

Lawrence nodded, reaching for some soap and a scrubbing brush. Serenity turned her back towards him, allowing her full ass to “accidently” brushed against his cock. He huffed, trying to push out all the thoughts currently swimming in his head. The soap filled the room with the scent of strawberries. His mistress had always loved strawberries, hadn’t she? He wondered what it must be like to always get what you wanted.

Serenity mewled, leaning into the brush. The man knew how to work those arms, oh God. The soft brush swirled circles between her shoulder blades, freeing up any tense kinks that distressed the young princess. The sable hairs actually felt quite nice against her spine. Serenity pulled up her legs so that her feet might rest against the sides of the tub.

“Lawrence, you know I would surely die if you ever left me.”

“I know, Miss Serenity. I will never leave you.”

“If I had it my way, I would keep you here with me forever.”

“I know, I know. Please understand, your Highness, I have a woman in my life now that I must care for and cherish--”

“You have me, don’t you? I am the woman in your life you care for and cherish.”

“It’s a bit different, Your Highness. I’m your servant, not...not…”

“Not…what, Lawrence?”

“I am...your servant,” he repeated, unsure of what else to say or how. He wanted to be direct, telling her straight up that getting into the tub had been a mistake. And yet--

“I am your servant...not your lover.”

“Oh?” Serenity asked. It was a half amused, half-disheartened reply. She prodded on further, laying back against him, with her back resting on his hairy chest. “You wouldn’t want to be my lover?”

“I-I didn’t mean it in that way, I--oh my, I just, I mean, I would have been your lover, maybe in another life, but not now. Not the way things are. I am betrothed to--”

“So you would be my lover?”

Serenity squealed in delight, turning in Lawrence’s arms. The devilishly handsome man tried to correct her, but stopped when he felt her small hand on his cock. His heart raced, and he was sure she knew that. The beautiful princess gave him a coy smile as her hand trailed up and down the length of his cock. It was a dangerous game they were playing.

“A-Ah, princess, I don’t think you should...uh…”

“Shh, shh. Let me service you for once, Lawrence.”

Fuck. Where did the princess learn this and, holy shit, why was she so good at it? As far as Lawrence knew, a princess was to remain a virgin until marriage. Yet here this one was, hands groping him in all the right places to get him to cum. He let his head fall back to accompany the soft moans spilling from his mouth.

“I think I may need some more attention right here,” Serenity whispered softly to him.

Lawrence sat up and looked at Serenity’s petite body, his attention at where she had her fingers pointing. Oh fuck. Her hands were holding her vagina lips open. It looked so warm and inviting – so fuckable. With a silent apology in his head, Lawrence dove forward to take that princess’ pussy with his mouth.

“Ah! L-lawrence - it’s amazing!”

He pressed his nose to her clit, fucking her with his tongue. His long fingers slid for her asshole. Serenity gasped. This was better than any fantasy she’d ever had about her faithful servant. She grabbed his wheat-colored hair, ignoring his protesting yelps.

“That’s right, that’s it, keep going. You’re doing so well, Law...Lawrence. Oh, it feels so incredible. Lawrence, I want you in my bed.”

Serenity pushed the young man away, arms out to stop herself from falling in case she slipped while climbing out of the tub and onto the wet stone floor. Like the obedient subordinate he was, Lawrence followed her with pink cheeks. His mistress threw herself onto her plush bedspread, long, dark curly hair splayed on her pillows.

“Come here, Lawrence. Take me tonight – take all of me. Please, for your Princess?”

Lawrence practically dove in, kissing the swell of her breasts. Serenity giggled at his eagerness. Even if it was only for one night, she was happy to have Lawrence all to herself like this. He was so hot and needy for her. He let a hand sink down, rubbing an index finger along her slit. The princess gasped, arms wrapping around his back.

“It’s so...tingly down there. Are you sure this is how it’s supposed to feel?”

“Yes, my mistress. Trust me, it will be absolutely amazing for you tonight. I will do my best to please you.”

 In the heat of the moment, she pulled Lawrence up for a hungry kiss. He kissed back, deeply, slowly, fingers working at her clit now. She cried out, holding Lawrence tighter. He moved to press a kiss to her ear, enjoying her soft moans. Then she felt it. Lawrence’s hard cock brushing against her thigh.

“L-Lawrence, you’re so big! I-I’m not so sure that it will fit in...in…”

“Your beautiful, tight little pussy? I think we’ll manage.”

Serenity blushed, bringing a hand to cover her embarrassed face. No, this wasn’t going the way she wanted. She was supposed to be the dominant one tonight. How had the situation turned so quickly on her? Her body betrayed her mind as she moaned at the clitoral stimulation she was receiving from her loyal servant. With a small groan, she pulled herself on top of Lawrence.

“Princess?”

“I want you to fuck me now, Lawrence.”

“Your Excellency, I think you should wait--”

“Lawrence – do you mean to tell me what I want?”

“No, my Lady.”

With an unsure gulp, she gripped his hard member, guiding it towards her slick cunt. The tip slipped in just fine, giving her hope. Until--

“Oh! --Oh my God, it hurts!”

Lawrence pushed her back, resuming his position on top of her. Serenity averted her eyes in shame. With a small tsk, Lawrence turned her head towards him. He gave her a small reassuring kiss, his warm, wet mouth on hers as he pushed his way fully into her. Serenity gasped, scratching his back to ease the pain, something Lawrence kind of liked. He whispered words of comfort in her ear as she moaned and groaned, growing more accustomed to the unusual feeling of her pussy stretching and giving way to his hard, veiny cock.

He pulled himself out almost fully before pushing back in. It was minimal friction that still excited Serenity. She whined, closing her legs around Lawrence’s hips. He nipped her lips, thrusting into her gently now. Her large breasts were moving now in time to his movements just as her moans started to grow louder. Serenity pulled Lawrence in for another kiss, smiling when his deep thrusts started to accelerate.

“Mmm-Serenity, I’m not going to last much...much longer! I have to pull out of you or else…”

“N-No, stay inside me, I want it, I want you!”

His hips were slapping into her pelvis now, his speech incoherent. This wasn’t good. He needed to pull out or else he’d end up impregnating her. His princess’ legs were making it hard for him to withdraw. There wasn’t any time. He could feel her walls tightening around him, not at all helping him control his orgasm.

“My Lady, I’m--”

“I-I know,  I’m going absolutely crazy! This is too much, don’t stop!”

Serenity wouldn’t loosen her legs. Lawrence could not pull out, immediately cumming up inside her royal snatch, and impregnating her at that very moment. They were wed the following month, and eight months later, their baby was welcomed with a great celebration throughout the kingdom.

A Princess in the Wild West

As Anna clung to the back of the cowboy, she reflected upon how her world had spun round more than once that day. Never had she experienced such terror, and such upheaval. The Indians had come out of nowhere, attacking as their carriage moved through the open plains. The driver had been shot with an arrow almost at once, and her own footman had found an arrow as well – just as soon as he’d opened the door. She’d surely be dead herself now, or even worse, a captive for the savages – if the two cowboys hadn’t come along at just the right time. They’d scared the natives away with gunfire, and certainly they were her saviors that day.

Caleb and Robert were brothers – they told her as much. They’d been riding hard almost three hours to get themselves, as well as the princess, away from the Indian territory - and out of danger. Anna’s rear was sore from being bounced around on the back of the brown mare, but given the alternative, she felt lucky just to be alive.

“We should be safe here,” Robert said, pulling his painted horse to a halt and dismounting. Caleb and Anna followed suit, and soon they were all standing around, taking in the view of the sunset as it began its descent into the horizon. They were at the edge of a meadow, nestled among some very tall trees. Anna didn’t know what kind of trees they were, but they were certainly enormous.

“I’ll make a fire – Caleb – you two can unpack our bags and make camp. Anna straightened her long red gown as Caleb pulled their bags off of Robert’s horse and began to pull things out. There were beans and a pot for cooking as well as warm bedding to sleep in. Looking at the bedding, Anna wondered just how the sleeping arrangements were going to go.

In no time at all, Robert had a large fire roaring, and the pot of beans was placed on it to warm. They also had some dried beef, which Anna thought was quite good – although unlike anything she’d eaten before. All in all, she thought things were going well – they sat and quietly talked in front of the bright fire, eating their meal of beans and beef. You could tell the two men were related, for they both had a quick wit and sense of humor. They amused Anna with their tales of travel and danger, and she felt unusually comfortable around them.

As the night moved on, the fire began to die down, and soon they were aglow in just the embers. Robert added more wood to it, so it would keep them warm during the night. The men laid their bedding together, so that there would be enough space to accommodate Anna as well. They pulled off boots and climbed onto the flannel blankets, and then pulled other blankets over top of the three of them. The threesome lay close to the fire, of course, for additional warmth.

“You should remove your gown, princess,” Robert said, lying next to her, “it will be warmer if we combine our body heat.”  At that, both men removed their pants and shirts.

“You can’t be serious,” Anna replied, shocked at the suggestion that she take off her clothes in front of not only two strange men, but two ruffians at that.

“Very serious,” Caleb now spoke, as he began to unbutton the fancy silver buttons on the bodice of her satin dress. Anna froze, unable to comprehend the situation.  She soon knew exactly what he meant, as he began to kiss her long, white neck. As he peeled down the front of her dress, Anna’s plump, perky breasts sprung out. Anna reached up and undid her bun of braids, untangling them as she went along. Long, kinky blond hair fell down her back and over her shoulders. Suddenly, it was all very clear. They had saved her life, and the time had come for repayment. Anna pushed her gown down the rest of the way, and pulled it off. She was now lying naked in Caleb’s arms.

“There, that’s better, isn’t it?” he asked her softly, as he kissed the top of her head and caressed her body.

“Yes,” Anna replied obediently. She’d never been with two men before, but the mere thought of it made her tingle all over.

“Are you willing to let us both ride you, Princess?” Robert’s voice pierced through the darkness.

“Yes, I am willing to do …whatever… you… want,” she replied seductively, and this statement turned both brothers rock-hard in almost an instant. There was something about the wilderness setting, the muscular cowboys, and the fact that she had almost died that day. Anna felt wild – and alive – almost like there were no more rules; it was as if society had broken down, and all that was left was the here and now. The thought of being truly free – free from pomp and circumstance – free from manners, and royal gossip-mongers, truly free to do whatever she wanted – and whatever she was told to do – almost made her giddy.

Robert moved closer, and Caleb gently rested Anna upon the bedding. Her eyes focused on their silhouettes in the firelight as each man began suckling on one of her breasts. They pinched her nipples, and nibbled at them. At times, the pressure was so much that she began to gasp, which only seemed to turn them all on the more.

Then, Caleb lay down on the bedding, and made Anna position herself on top of him so that she was sitting on his face. Her back arched, and her long blonde hair was tossed about as she moved up and down on him, allowing his tongue to delve deeper and deeper into her tight hole.

“Oh, Caleb – oh, my God,” she cried as she bounced up and down on him. Robert had a tight grip on his own long, thick penis, and he was moving his hand quickly as he watched his brother give the Princess a real tongue-lashing. Finally, the princess fell down on the bedding next to Caleb, trying to catch her breath.

At that, Caleb moved his groin up to her face and pressed his red cock to her ruby lips.

“Suck my cock, your majesty,” he said, and Anna took him into her mouth, holding his round ass with her small hands. It was at that point that she could feel Robert spreading her legs, and kissing her white thighs.

“Ohhhh,” she let out a long syllable at the ecstasy of sucking off one brother while the other licked softly between her legs. It was so bad, and so very good at the same time. Never did she think she would partake in such debauchery.

“We’re gonna ride you…hard…all night long,” Robert told her, and she knew it to be true.

Caleb climbed on top of her first, and rubbed his long cock around on her clitoris. She was so hot for him that she no longer even cared. He entered her hard and fast, and Anna whined from the pain and pressure. Caleb held tight to her as she gasped and cried out in pain, and Robert caressed her and kissed her all the while. Then, Caleb got tired and stopped, letting Robert take his turn. Robert was thicker than Caleb, and Anna thought she would go insane as he fucked her over and over again. He rode her hard and long, like a cowboy rides a horse, and both of them became sweaty and tired. Caleb and Robert took turns, giving it to Princess Anna over and over again until she was begging for mercy. It seemed Anna was insatiable, and Caleb was determined to get her off. He did one final marathon fuck session with her, going faster and harder than ever before, all the while whispering filthy things into her ear. It was at that point that they both came – hard – and even Robert did, as he was whacking himself for all he was worth at the time.

All three were warm and sweaty, and exhausted. They collapsed naked onto the flannel bedding, and fell into a fast and deep sleep as the sun crept back up out of the horizon.

It was a day and night that Anna would never forget, and she thought of it often – even years later when she became a proper queen and sat upon a bejeweled throne.

Now, how about another bonus taboo erotica tale???

PEYTON GETS PUNISHED

It should’ve never happened, and to be honest, I never thought that it would. Nothing in my life, nothing in the relationship we’d had for so many years, could’ve ever foreshadowed what happened that night. That’s not an excuse…I’m just saying….it’s just a fact.

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

The shower curtain moved a few minutes later, and much to my surprise, Peyton, my nineteen year old stepdaughter, stepped in. She was completely naked. I just stood there, dumbfounded, looking at her as warm water fell over me like a waterfall. Platinum blond, with big breasts and a tanned, toned young body. My eyes moved down her body - even the little bit of pubic hair she had was platinum blond. She looked really fuckin’ hot. What the fuck! That little teenage slut!  

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

“I know what time your wife gets home, Liam,” Peyton said coyly, as she pressed her body close to mine. “A lot can be done in half an hour”. This was true - a lot could be done in half an hour. I could have this little tramp six different ways in that amount of time. Was I dreaming? What the fuck was she thinking? It was all about to become crystal clear in my mind.

“Uh – Peyton, I don’t think we should..,” I started to protest. I was married to her mother, for Christ’s sake – I had to say something. But clearly, she wasn’t easily deterred.

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

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

Absolute panic ensued. Peyton jumped up and got out of the shower.  She ran with her clothes to the downstairs bathroom. She’d have time - Hanna still had to get the kids out of their car seats. I figured Peyton would have time to dress if she was in the bathroom. My plan was to just stay in the shower. That would look totally fine. My legs shook as once again I soaped up and rinsed off.

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

“We’re about ready to leave, Peyton. The kids should be in bed by 8 – don’t let them talk you into staying up later. Just make hotdogs or something for dinner,” Hanna instructed her. I was thinking she already helped herself to whatever she wanted.

“Oh, I didn’t pack for Thanksgiving break yet, so I wanted to go back tonight. Can Liam drive me back to the dorm later?” Peyton inquired of my wife, a false innocence in her voice. I’d drive her home later all right. Peyton smiled at the both of us.

“Of course, Peyton – Liam will run you back after we get home,” Hanna answered. We walked out the door.

I couldn’t concentrate on anything during the dinner party. People were talking to me, but I was just smiling and nodding - somewhere far, far, away. I was back in the shower with Peyton, I was licking her pussy while she was splayed out on my bed, the marital bed. I nodded and smiled, I fantasized about my stepdaughter.  What a pig! What would these people think if they knew what was going on in my twisted little brain. The party seemed to go on and on forever.  I thought it would never end.

Hanna went right up to bed when we got home, and I prepared to drive Peyton back to her dorm. I hoped Hanna would fall asleep, because I didn’t know how long I’d be. Peyton had obviousIy gone off her rocker, and who knows what she would do next. We got into my car in the garage. Peyton sat right close to me in the front seat. She reached over and put her hand on my package. 

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

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

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

“Eat it, Liam,” she said slyly. Peyton really felt like she was in charge. That was funny…really pretty funny.

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

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

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

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

“Liam,” Peyton finally said to me.

“Yes,” I replied, coolly.

“We can go to my dorm - no one’s going to be there tonight. My roommates out of town for a couple days.

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

“I have things there that we need - I have everything - chains, paddles, everything… it would be incredible to do those things with you,” Peyton explained. Holy shit – I didn’t even know this girl – chains and paddles? What happened to the good girl we sent away to college?

Peyton was clearly even kinkier than I’d thought - and she was only nineteen. Well, why not? When else would I have an opportunity like this? We were already way too far gone to turn back now, anyway. We climbed back into the front seat, and I drove her to her dorm. Peyton unlocked the door, and we went inside. She proceeded to her bedroom, while I followed her.

I dug through her top dresser drawer and picked out a leather bustier with garters and some super high heels for Peyton to wear. She quickly stripped and got redressed. She looked super hot, and super slutty.

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

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

“How’s that?” I asked her.

“It’s - it’s fine,” Peyton whimpered back to me, wincing in pain. They looked like torture devices, but she must like them – they were hers, after all.

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

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

“Yes, Sir – did you want me to call you Daddy or Sir?” Peyton asked me,

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

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

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

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

“No!” she protested, playing along with the role.

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

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

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

“Crack!”

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

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

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

“I’m supposed to have the large one inserted. …You’ll have to tie me up to do it,” Peyton explained to me, handing me a few lengths of rope she pulled from a dresser drawer. I moved her over to the bed and positioned her face down in the middle of it. Then, I secured her in a spread eagle position, with the rope securely holding her wrists and ankles. I was so excited at the prospect of anal play that I could barely contain myself. Hanna and I certainly never did anything like this.

I picked up the blue butt plug - how the hell was I going to get that in her ass? I told myself I was the boss, so it was up to me. She was completely secured to the bed - spread eagle, and face down. I climbed on the bed and began to inspect her ass. I spread her ass cheeks to check out her little puckered hole. It was so cute - I‘d really never seen one up close before.

Back to the task at hand, I held the big butt plug in my hand. My other  was on her ass. I positioned it against her little bunny hole, and began to push it in. I used my saliva to help slide it. It was only in a little bit when Peyton started to scream. It was high pitched and it was loud. Good thing the dorm was deserted for the holiday weekend.

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, it hurts - it’s too big - it hurts so bad, Sir,” Peyton implored me. She really like the whole play-acting stuff. It was her idea, after all. So, I just ignored her - she’d get used to it. I didn’t have to ask what to do next. I untied her, and turned her over. I retied her hands, but left her legs free so I could manipulate them.

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

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

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

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

Peyton was getting off just sucking my big dick - she was so wet. I began playing with her - running my fingertips over her labia. I even stuck my fingers in her.

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

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

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

I grabbed my Peyton’s legs and spread them out wide. I forcefully slid my thick dick in her young, wet pussy and just started pounding her unmercifully.

“Oh, God, oh, God, Sir,” Peyton yelled as I pounded her as hard as I could. I squeezed her ass, and tapped her ass plug to give her a little jolt every now and then. Her nipple clamps jumped as I put the meat to her. I never got to do this with Hanna, but I would absolutely love to.

“You’re a dirty little girl, aren’t you, Peyton?” I snarled at her.

“Yes, Sir”.

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

“Call me Daddy,” I directed her, as I rotated my hips to fuck her deeper.

“No,” she replied.

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

“NOOOO,” she let out an anguished cry.

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

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

“Say it, Peyton – or I’ll stop right now. I will,” I kept fucking her hard, my sweat dripping onto her.

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

“Good girl, Peyton,” I told her, humping her little box, continuing the fantasy.

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

“Oh, God, Daddy, Oh, God, Daddy,” she moaned to me. I loved this kinky game. I kept riding her like crazy, penetrating her cunt deeply.

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

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

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

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

“Good girl, Peyton,” I replied back to her, smoothing down her blonde hair. We just lay there for a long while, absolutely exhausted. This night would last us both a lifetime. We never did it again, and neither of us ever told a soul. Still, it was a Thanksgiving that I’ll never forget.

Thief of Hearts

Mei Mei twirled her yellow satin robe sash around her fingers. Today was turning out to be so boring. Despite how brightly the sun shone and how beautifully the birds sang, there just wasn’t anything to pass the young princess’ hours.

She sat on her favorite bench, frowning at her lap. Why couldn’t anything exciting happen around here? Even the commoners outside the palace must have been having a better time Mei Mei imagined while she sulked under a lotus tree.

A heavy grunt interrupted her thoughts.

Only a few feet away stood a haggardly dressed man with a worn satchel and wild hair. Her heart stopped. Was this...was this a thief?

She weighed her options. Either she tried to stand up to him and risked getting hurt or screamed for the guards. But what if he attacked her anyways?

The intruder turned around, eyes widening as he saw the young princess. Oh shit, he thought.  He really messed this up.

It was supposed to be an easy job, Anjal promised him. Just slip into the royal palace walls, steal some things, and sell them at the local market. It didn’t have to be something like a crown, just linens and oils. Yet here the princess was, staring right at him. Just as she opened her mouth to scream, he leapt forward to cover her mouth.

“Shhh, shhh, shhh, don’t do that!” He warned. The petite princess frowned, trying to shake him off. As she did, her lounge robe started to open. The thief noticed, his face heating up. “I said stop! I don’t want to hurt you.”

Mei Mei slowed her struggling, cocking her head. Just who was this man? He ran a hand down her shoulder in an awkward attempt at calming her.

“Look, I don’t want to hurt you. I’m only here to get some stuff to support my family. We haven’t fully eaten in weeks, and my friend suggested I come here.”

Mei Mei slowly nodded.

“Good. If you give me a dress and some perfume, I’ll slip out quietly and you’ll never see me again.”

The naive princess nodded. How thrilling, doing “business” with a stranger, and an oddly attractive stranger at that. She led him through secret tunnels, holding back giggles at the thief’s wonder of the expensive palace. When they got to her bed chamber, she quickly locked the door.

“Here, you can have these two gowns. I don’t like them anyways. And this, this is a jar of jasmine. I don’t ever use it.”

“Princess, this is so generous of you! I know I can’t repay you with money, but I know something else that might suffice.”

“Such as…?”

The intruder dropped the gifts and strode over to Mei Mei. The young girl panicked, noticing how the mood drastically changed to something different…something intimate? With a gentle smile, the young man pressed a chaste kiss to her soft lips as he ran his hand through her long, straight black hair.

“Oh my!” She remarked as he pulled away. “That was…”

“Was?”

“...I-I liked it - do it again.”

They kissed again, this time more passionately. Mei Mei could feel an unfamiliar stir in her most private of places.

“Princess, lay down on the bed,” he whispered low into her ear, his curly dark hair teasing his face.

“W-why?”

“For my debt. I want to please you, my princess.”

“Please me how?” She asked, blushing as his long, toned body climbed on top of her. He kissed her forehead, letting a hand slip inside of her soft robe.

“Just relax and enjoy the feel of my skin upon yours, Your Highness.”

His fingers found her swollen pink nipple, prompting a gasp out of the young girl. The peasant teased the tender skin, watching as it became hard and raised. Mei Mei whimpered, her intimate spot now tingling, aching to be touched by this commoner. She needed...something. Another lingering kiss was pressed to her mouth, distracting her from how the hand was hiking up her robe.

“Ah, no! Th-that’s a dirty place.”

“No - it isn’t, Your Majesty, not on you.”

She bit her lip, too shy to look at him. The thief chuckled, letting his nails trails over her hip. He could feel her skin prickle with goose bumps underneath his touch.

“Oh, Princess, it’s going to feel amazing. Here let me--there we go.”

His middle finger dragged up and down her puffy slit. A low moan escaped her lips as she lifted up her hips. She had never felt like this before. To think that this man could make her feel so was …astounding.

The intruder let his thumb circle her clit as his ring finger teased her entrance.

“O-oh! N-not there, I don’t think it’s supposed to, ahh!”

He fingered her deeply, drawing out long moans from her full lips. The thumb still circled her clit, adding to her building arousal.

“Princess. Just a little longer and you’ll be there.”

“H-huh?”

Mei Mei felt as though there was something leading up to...something, in her body…leading up to …something. Another finger slipped inside of her, stretching at her walls. It hurt a little, but in a painfully delicious way.

“You’re so very wet, princess! You might be closer than I thought.”

His middle finger brushed against something in her and she cried out. That was the best part yet. The thief noticed, running his fingers over the spot again. Her clit was being rubbed faster now.

“Oh…God… I feel as if I-I, I’m going crazy.”

“Good. Let it go, Princess.”

She could feel herself tighten against his fingers, furthering her sensations of pleasure. The clitoral stimulation was enough to make her feel as though she was going to burst. After another minute of groaning and moaning, Mei Mei spasmed with her first orgasm. The intruder swore out loud, loving how tight the princess felt against him.

The princess huffed in an attempt to catch her breath. The thief kissed her again. She ran a hand down at his body, stopping at the noticeable bulge in his pants.

“...what’s this?”

“Huh? Oh! I-It’s nothing princess, I should be on my way--”

“No! I want to service you. Please, let me?”

“I don’t know, pri--oh my Goddd.”

He panted at the soft feel of Mei Mei palming his hard, veiny cock through the cloth. She pushed him back on the bed, and began peeling off his pants. Mei Mei removed her robe, and went down on him, taking his long member into her generous red lips. He gasped at the sensation of her wet, warm mouth running up and down the thick shaft. It was hot, it was wet, and the thief felt like he was in a dream. Who would ever think he’d be in a royal bed with a princess? No one would ever believe it. A member of the royal family was sucking him off, and he just laid back and enjoyed it.

She stopped just as he was about to blow, and climbed up on top of him. Her large, pendulous breasts bobbed gracefully as she positioned herself upon his lap.

“Take me now,” she whimpered, unable to control herself. Their toned bodies glistened with perspiration as the thief decided to do the bidding of his ruler. He grabbed tight to her hips and pulled her tight pussy down onto his swollen, throbbing penis. The princess let out a loud gasp as he impaled her, burying his missile deep inside of her tight little hole. He groaned as he bounced her up and down on his lap, taking her again and again and again. Her long dark hair swung to and fro as he banged her over and over. She screamed in a mixture of pain and ecstasy, and even she didn’t know the difference anymore.

Finally, they collapsed in a heap on the soft bed amidst a sea of opulent pillows.

Her Favorite Position

Valaria let her weight rest on her left hip, lips pursing as she judged her nude reflection in the mirror. She hated how her light freckles marred her body, from her cheeks down to her thighs. Princesses were pure, spotless even. Why did she have to be cursed with these damned spots?

She trailed her gaze down to her virgin pussy. It was covered by a thick brown bush that she regularly trimmed. One time, she had snuck an erotic book out of the library in hopes of learning more about the bedroom arts. She was 18 now, after all. She needed to learn about these kind of things sooner or later.

The foreign book, entitled the Kama Sutra, contained images of sensual positions designed to please the woman. Something had awoken in Valaria, compelling her to touch her own aching pussy. At night she’d grasp her sheets with one hand while the other enticed her swollen clit. If only she had someone who would hold her close, someone who could touch her that way.

A quick rapping of knuckles against her bedroom door broke her train of thought.

“Come in!”

“Princess, I have your--oh! Forgive me, your highness!”

That voice...Valaria whipped around to face her servant, Nathaniel. She was stunned, frozen in place. Should she cover her lady parts? No, why not let him see her?

“Are...are those my clothes for today?” Valaria mustered out. The very flushed Nathaniel meekly nodded, holding her dress above his face. Her large, rounded breasts were pale with pink little nipples, and they called out for him to notice them – but he dared not.

“Madame Cross sent this. It’s been washed and pressed for you, my lady.”

“Oh! Well, I suppose, um, you can lay it on my bed.”

He scurried past her with shame. Valaria stifled a laugh - she found his hurried actions amusing. It was then that she came up with a plan. She crept up behind her servant boy, feeling a rush of pleasure when his body stiffened at her touch.

“Nathaniel...would you mind staying with me.” It wasn’t really a question – she desired for him to stay. Her mind was racing. She had never given much thought to it before, but Nathaniel was her own slave, trained to obey her every command. If she wanted him to perform scandalous acts with her, he damn well better comply.

“Yes, Princess.”

Valaria spun him around to face her. Nathaniel had a difficult time keeping a straight face as he looked her her. She grinned, pleased at her position of power over him. Oh yes, he was perfect….and this would be…..perfect.

“Nathaniel, what do you know about pleasing a woman?”

“Your Highness?”

“You see, I want to try something I read in a book: Uchchushita.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” was his quiet reply.

“It’s a Hindi sex position, and I want to try it. You know that as my servant, you must listen to me, and fulfill my every desire.”

Nathaniel gulped. While he certainly found his little princess attractive, with her curly long chestnut hair and large green eyes, he was uneasy about doing something so lewd…with her.

“But Princess, you must remain a virgin until marriage! That I do know.”

Valaria rolled her wide eyes, pushing him back onto her bed. She tossed aside the freshly ironed dress, and it fell to the gray stone floor below.

“I know that. You won’t be putting your naughty parts anywhere near me, so you needn’t worry. See, the Uchchushita is about pleasuring a woman with your tongue. So, I want you to ravish my intimates with your mouth.”

Valaria placed her legs on either side of Nathaniel’s head. Her musky scent made him feel light- headed. Holy hell, it was absolutely intoxicating to him. He welcomed her pretty pussy onto his face, not minding how her neatly-trimmed hair tickled him. Valaria sharply inhaled as his nose brushed against her.

Nathaniel was awkward, for sure, but once he prodded her outer lips with his own, he instinctively knew how to proceed. His tongue cautiously flicked out against her opening.

“Oh!” the princess moaned.

Her hips jerked against him, and he knew what he was doing was right. Another lick, this one painfully slow, teased her aching pussy.

“Oh, yes, Nathaniel,” Valaria muttered. She wanted his tongue pressed deeply inside of her. The servant licked up and down her slit before plunging into her warmth with absolute abandon.

“Ahhh!”

Oh yes, this is what she wanted. Her hand dropped to her clit to add some more pleasure. Nathaniel boldly gripped her fleshy ass as he licked along her walls. His princess tasted syrupy sweet, like the finest nectar. The string of moans slipping from Valaria’s mouth prodded him on, and he worked her over fast…and hard. In return, she gyrated herself against his young face.

“Ahhh, yes, Nathaniel, good boy. Mmm, you’re driving me insane!”

His short nails dug into her ass cheeks, holding her tightly and prompting a heavy sigh. Valaria rubbed her clit faster, feeling that familiar tension build up in her abdomen.

Nathaniel pulled his tongue out to rapidly lick her clit. Surprised, his princess pulled her hand back.

“Oh my, what are you, ahhhhh!”

He was so fast! It was as if his tongue were vibrating against her body as his hands held her in place. Without warning, he dove back into her dripping pussy. It became a cycle: swirling against her folds then tonguing her clit. Valaria could feel her eyes rolling back in her head, and her small hands found the back of his head, playing with his brown curls.

This was only the beginning, she would make sure of that. There was so much more in that heaven sent book that she wanted to do with him.

“Oh, Nathaniel, I’m going to---oh I believe that I’ll…”

She couldn’t even piece together a coherent sentence. As he was occupied with tasting her sweet cunt, she let her hand go back to her clit.

“Yes, yes, yes, oh God, yesss!”

Her body spasmed as she let out a final cry. Valaria’s body rocked against Nathaniel as he felt her inner walls squeeze his tongue. She became even wetter at that moment.

“Mm, take it all.”

His face was pressed harder into her, if that was even possible. He could feel his cock straining against his pants. The whole thing was like a dream – who would ever have thought that he would have carnal knowledge of Her Royal Highness. His princess climbed off, still touching her pulsing clit. She smiled at her servant, pleased with his good work. As she looked over his body, she noticed the prominent bulge he was now sporting.

It looked like they would be trying the next position even sooner than she’d thought.

The Troll King

Selphia brushed out her long platinum hair. She needed to look her best today for her surprise meeting with the Troll King. The princess’ villagers had been complaining to her for the past month that the strange man was a nuisance; he was letting his pack of troll minions run amuck unsupervised, scaring children and stealing food. Well, that didn’t sit well with her at all. Selphia tied her hair up with a bright red ribbon, finally ready to formally meet the monster and put him in his place.

Her horse trotted along the street, to the outskirts of the village where the Troll King resided. She wrinkled her nose, disliking the smell of the nearby swamp. How fitting that an ugly creature would want to live in such filth.

“Woah, woah, girl! Calm down, I’ve got you!”

The beautiful princess hopped off of her scared horse. Intense yellow eyes peered out from behind the swamp trees. Her horse whined, refusing to take another step. The princess huffed, grabbing the reigns. Selphia opted to walk the rest of the way with her stallion next to her. She had to admit, though, that this unfamiliar area sent shivers up her spine. The mere hoot of an owl almost made her fall into the mud.

“Come on, we’re almost there, I think. Huh. Where is his home? Oh dear, we might be lost…”

“Are ye lookin’ for someone?”

The deep vibrato startled the young Selphia. It was both terrifying and, dare she say, erotic? She whipped around to address the man. The sexy voice belonged to an equally alluring man. He stood tall with a strong jaw and broad frame. His intense eyes bore into her while a sly smirk played on his lips. Selphia suddenly felt her face heat up.

“Oh, me? I, uh, oh my. Ahem, yes! I am looking for the Troll King.”

“Here I am - what do you want, Princess?”

Oh, just the way he said ‘princess’ made her feel faint, almost too weak to stand.

“I-I am here to discuss important matters with you, Mister Troll King...Sir. My we go to your house to talk, or perhaps my, um, place?” she managed to say.

“Kind of forward, Princess. You’re just expecting to have access to my private place?”

“Yes, well uh, I understand that you might not want to talk to me, but as princess of this village, I must order that you obey my wishes.” This was proving harder than she thought, although the man was definitely easier on the eyes than she could have ever imagined.

“Fine, my Lady, no need to order me into submission. Just follow me, and bring your horse too.”

The walk would have been quiet if Selphia had her way, but the Troll King would not stop prying information out of her. He was genuinely intrigued by the graceful young woman and wanted to know more about the Princess of the land he was trespassing upon. She, in turn, would turn her face into her long hair to hide herself, mumbling out answers as they walked. The Troll King threw his head back in a grand laugh, amused that the Princess could be so sensitive. It’d be easy to take advantage of her later down the line.

The Troll King’s lair was really but a modest cottage built into the side of a hill. He held Selphia’s hand as he guided her into the sitting room. The princess primly sat on a shabby corduroy couch, folding her hands in her lap. So far, everything seemed so...almost…normal. Not regal, but certainly common.

“So what, pray tell, would you have to discuss with me, my Princess?”

The Troll King took a seat next to her. Selphia swallowed hard, her hands trembling.

“Ah, well, my people have made many complaints against your, um, minions, as they are being called.”

“Oh, the trolls? What’s the problem?”

“They scare the village children, steal food, and just cause a complete ruckus throughout the kingdom.”

“Really? I hadn’t noticed.”

“Well, that’s just it!” Selphia exclaimed, startled at how the Troll King shifted closer to her. She tucked a loose strand of golden hair behind her ear before continuing. “They say that you are enabling them to act out by not being around to provide supervision. Is that true?”

“Perhaps,” he said slowly, giving a lazy shrug. “I don’t have the time to babysit them all day. I have my own personal, private matters to attend to.”

“And I don’t? It isn’t easy to run an entire kingdom. I may be a princess, but I still have to oversee very important matters in my village. I really don’t need a man like you starting problems for no reason at all,” she said with contempt, her blue eyes burning with a fury that he couldn’t help but notice.

“A man like me, huh?”

He was dangerously close now. She was certain her face was fiery, her hands shaking a little more now. The Troll King pressed his mouth to her ear.

“And what would a man like me be like, Princess?”

“I, um, I don’t, oh, uh well…”

“Tell me, Princess, are you betrothed yet?”

“Th-that isn’t any of your business!”

“Ah, but Princess, it is. I’d like to strike a deal with you.”

She sat up a bit straighter, finally able to look him in his big, deep brown eyes. She set out a firm gaze, asking,

“What kind of a deal?”

“So my little trolls may have been causing problems. Maybe they did bother some children, rob the fruit vendors, and chew some small holes in the villagers’ homes...perhaps they’ve even eaten a few livestock that went astray…properly prepared for dinner, of course.”

“Yes, perhaps that all is true,” she nodded in agreement.

“Ah ah ah, I said maybe, you don’t know if any of this is true. But I am willing to take matters into my own hands and investigate if you’d be such a dear and become the official troll toy.”

“Wh-what?”

Selphia stood up, completely bewildered. She took tentative steps back, hands going back. The Troll King stood up, unphased.

“I mean it, Princess. Be my toy, well, OUR toy and your precious villagers won’t have to deal with the trolls ever again.”

“But, but I--”

Her back was against the front door now, the intimidating man now above her. His arms caged her in. He leaned down to take her ear into his mouth.

“Come on, Princess. What will it be? Your petite little princess body will be servicing everyone, both my clan and the villagers. Just give me this precious princess pussy and some food, and you won’t have to deal with any terrorized villagers again.”

His hand was up her skirt now, toying with her panties. Selphia moaned, tossing her head to the side. It was true, she would be helping out so many, and it wasn’t like she was betrothed to anyone. Besides, the Troll King was incredibly handsome, so maybe the actual trolls weren’t so bad. Maybe those children had exaggerated when they described their atrociousness.

“I...I agree to your deal, Troll King,” she finally answered in a tentative voice, not knowing at all what she would be getting herself into.

“Please, Princess. Call me Master Goeb. Now, why don’t we don’t we go somewhere more fitting? Follow me.”

Selphia smoothed her skirt out before allowing Goeb to take her hand. It was unusual how sweet the gesture was compared to how serious his tone had been. He took her into a secret staircase hidden behind a kitchen cupboard. The long flight of stairs descended into an underground lair, complete with several tunnels that the trolls no doubt crawled through. In the middle of the main room was a stone bed covered by a thick blanket stuffed with feathers.

“Now, Princess, I can tell you are a virgin, so I will be the one to break you in. Trust me, it’s better this way since I’m the one with a gentle touch,” he said, emphasizing his last point by trailing a finger up her arm. She yelped, quickly climbing on the bed.

Goeb wasted no time stripping the princess out of her dress, pausing only to comment on how much he liked her fancy pink corset and garters. A simple flick of the wrist freed his erection from his pants. Selphia gaped at how well-endowed the Troll King was.

“Close your mouth, Princess, we aren’t using it. Yet, anyways.”

He palmed her small breasts, enjoying how her body responded to him. She twitched right up into his touch, her nipples hardening. Goeb took one into his mouth as he pulled her vagina up to rest on his leg. Selphia moaned at the contact. She unintentionally ground herself onto him.

“Oh? You’re enjoying this, Your Majesty? I haven’t even started yet.”

Suddenly his hand was on her folds. She cried out, bringing a finger to her mouth and biting down on it. Dammit, how could this feel so good? Goeb’s mouth moved up to press a kiss to her cheek. He really did find her attractive, and her shy manner was such a turn on for the King.

“Mmm, you’re getting so wet, Princess.”

She gasped at the intrusion of his fingers into her. Then, the Troll King sat back up to jerk himself off a bit. Selphia looked at him with a heavy gaze, her long eyelashes framing light blue eyes. She finally snapped out of her fog, and began to squirm in an attempt to get some kind of friction going on between them. He reached a hand out to rub her cheek.

“You’re so excited! Why do you think that is? Because I am the only man to touch you like this? Princess, this is only the beginning. You’ll only ever be a toy from now on, my toy that I’ll lend out if I feel like it. You belong to me now,” he said in steady, authoritative tone that seemed to soothe her very soul.

He started to drag the head of his enormous cock against smooth snatch, her pink clit. Selphia moaned aloud, wanting him to get it over with already. She felt so hot, so passionate. It was a different experience than being the proper, prudish princess she was brought up to be. So quickly in his hands, she had become a common whore eager to be used. But Goeb kept teasing her.

“Beg for me, my Princess. I know you want this thick cock in you, so beg for it. Tell me how desperate you are for me to plunge into you, making you a real woman.”

“Please, Master Goeb, I-I want you so very badly, I do want to be your little toy, just please do it now!”

“Now that’s a good girl.”

He started to ease himself in. Selphia felt a tear roll down her face as her nose scrunched up in pain. Holy hell, this actually hurt. Goeb grabbed her waist as he pushed in a bit more. He could feel a little blood spill onto him. Well, she wasn’t lying about being a virgin. When he felt that he had gone in as far as he could, the Troll King started to rock his hips, taking her again and again.

Selphia cupped her breasts, trying to take her mind off of the pain. After a while, the stabbing sensation felt kind of nice. It was a steady pace that had the head pull almost all the way out before slamming back into her. She started to visualize what it must have looked like up close.

“Ohhhhh, Princess, you’re soooooooo damn tight. I might not last so long after all.”

Goeb grunted, picking up speed. Her pussy was already heaven sent, but it was started to tighten up around him. Selphia allowed some moans to escape her full red lips as she pushed back along to his thrusts. He was becoming a piston, absolutely drilling into her.

The Troll King lifted her legs up to her chest so that he could flip her around while still in her. The move drove them both closer to an orgasm. Selphia was livid now, her eyes rolling back. Goeb gritted his teeth, and pounded into her from behind. He grabbed her cute little ass in his hands. The way it jiggled was just so nice to look at. Her whole body was such a sight right now, what with her pale pink tinted skin and gorgeous golden hair. Actually, the ribbon annoyed him. He yanked it off so her hair splayed every which way. Yeah, that was a much sexier view.

“M-master Goeb, I can’t take it anymore! I, I feel as if I’ll go mad. I think I, I think might actually love--ahhh!”

She came hard, her pussy choking the life out of him. Goeb snarled, his rock-hard cock shooting a hot load into her. Selphia sobbed softly as she felt his cum ooze out of her. There was so much!

As he was catching his breath, the Troll King leaned down.

“Finish that sentence you were saying” he commanded the princess.

“I...I think I might love you, Master Goeb,” she managed to say as she started to stand.

“Ah ah, what are you doing? Sit back down. You’re not finished.”

“Huh?”

Selphia looked around, genuinely confused. The yellow eyes were back, now with teeth stretching into menacing grins. The princess realized that her training had only just begun as the trolls started to advance on her. Goeb sighed as he walked away from the unfolding gang bang. He really just needed some tea and a nap.

Read on for your next BONUS story….

Spanked and Seduced by My Stepdad

Thank God; the little brats were finally asleep.

With a sigh, Carol Hood flopped down on the sofa in the family room, one ear still cocked to hear if either of her charges was trying to sneak out of bed. It had taken nearly an hour to get them down for the night, and if it weren’t considered child abuse, she’d have been tempted to tie the two wild ones to their beds.

Kirk and Kammie were twins, six years-old and stubborn as mules, and of course, afraid of the dark. She’d dug around in the hall closet and plugged it in for her step-siblings. Lucky Carol – her parents hadn’t been able to get a sitter for the night so she’d been coerced into taking a taxi from the college to save the day. She really needed the money, and she knew they’d pay her for babysitting.

“I’m gonna tell mom you were mean to us,” Kirk had threatened her, but Carol just rolled her eyes in response.

“Go right ahead. Good night.” She hadn’t quite slammed the door of his room, but she’d shut it pretty damned hard. Carol was tired. She was trying to work her way through college, working two part-time jobs. Meanwhile, her parents, thanks to her step-dad’s business, drove the newest luxury sedans and ate out four nights a week. Her mom, who hadn’t had a pot to piss in before meeting her stepfather, now had closets stuffed full of designer clothes and shoes. She left jewelry, expensive silk scarves, and other rich-bitch accessories strewn all over the house. Still, there never seemed to be any extra to offer Carol as she’d trudged off to her freshman year of college. It seemed to Carol that she’d always been made to stand on her own two feet, treated differently than the “whole children” she’d just put to bed.

Carol sat up on the couch, her generous mouth shaping into a smile, tossing her red-gold curls as she glanced at the clock; her parents  wouldn’t be home for a couple of hours yet. Time to go “shopping”. Carol got off the couch and went to grab her oversized purse. She’d need to look around and see what wouldn’t be missed—plenty, she was sure.

Just after one a.m., the Lexus finally pulled into the driveway. Carol, sitting on the couch and flipping through the 900 cable channels on the giant TV, heard the overhead garage doors open and knew they’d be in shortly. She sat up on the couch, slid her feet into her shoes and got up, stretching. Her t-shirt rode up slightly giving a glimpse of her firm, taut stomach. She heard the door open and quickly pulled down her shirt, which covered her belly but made the plunging vee-neck edge lower, allowing her plump, round breasts to swell up in the opening. She turned to face the doorway as the two came in, arguing as usual.

“I just don’t see why you had to have the porterhouse,” Sharon said. “Jesus, Tony, you ate like you hadn’t seen a square meal in a week. I was mortified. Angela Martins’ husband doesn’t eat like a goddamned caveman…”

“Oh, for Christ’s sake, would you give it a rest?” Anthony Wulf ran his hand through his thick, dark curls, touched with gray here and there. She wasn’t surprised, Carol thought with an inner grin; being married to her mom was enough to turn any guy gray.

“Hi Guys,” Carol said quietly, hiding a yawn as she spoke.

“Oh- you’re spending the night, right?” her mother asked.

“I can’t – I can call a cab – I have a softball game in the morning – I need to go back tonight”. Just as well, Carol thought, not really liking to hang out and play “family” very often. This, of course, pissed her mother off.

“I’m tired. Pay her and let’s get to bed.” She stomped off as Tony turned to Carol with an apologetic smile. He was nice enough looking for an old guy, Carol thought; he was 45. He was about six foot, with dark hair and eyes, sort of Italian-looking she guessed. He ran a contracting construction company, and he sort of had that look—big hands with grime always ground into the knuckles, and his formal clothes never fit very well; his stocky body probably looked better in jeans and a plaid shirt. He reached into his jacket and pulled out his wallet.

“Here you go,” he said, handing Carol three twenty-dollar bills. “Six hours at ten bucks an hour, how’s that?” Carol felt a bit weird about taking money for watching her half-sibs, but truthfully she needed the money.

“Thanks,” Carol replied, taking the money. Cheap ass prick. Had he ever considered giving his stepdaughter a little extra money to help her get by? But she didn’t say anything. She’d already gotten her tip—it was in the bottom of her purse right now. She picked up her bag and turned towards the door.

“Wait,” Anthony said. “I’ll drive you back to the college.”

“You don’t need to do that,” Carol said “I’ll call a cab.”

He shook his head. “No,” he replied firmly. “I’ll drop you back at your dorm. Bad things can happen at night to a pretty young lady like you.”

Oh, please. Screw you, you cheap, creepy bastard. She’d never really liked him, barely putting up with him, and sometimes outright fighting with him and her mother, since she was 12. Go fuck that ice box you call a wife if you want some. But Carol just smiled up at him, fluttering her thick, dark lashes.

“Thank you,” she said. Atleast I’ll get to ride in a Lexus.

“Okay,” Carol said about twenty minutes later as the huge sedan cruised smoothly along the route between the Wulf’s house and the University campus.

“Hey!” Carol said, indignantly. “You missed my corner.”

“I know,” he responded coolly. “But you and I need to…talk.” Anthony looked over at her, grinning at the sight of Carol’s wide eyes. He turned his attention back to the road and they drove in silence for a few minutes, quickly heading out of town and onto a two-lane highway.

What the fuck? Has Anthony finally gone off his rocker? Carol was trying to figure out if she should try to jump out of the car, get to her cell phone (which was in her purse in the back seat, great fucking planning there), or simply hang her head out the window and scream for help. It was now well after midnight, and there was little traffic on this road. But before she could make up her mind, the car turned again and slowed, bumping along slightly as it moved down a rutted-grassy lane. The car finally stopped, and just before her stepfather shut off the headlights, Carol caught a glimpse of what looked like an abandoned park or playground. He turned to her, his eyes appearing almost amber in the reflecting light from the dashboard controls.

“Well, well,” he said softly, “alone at last.”

Carol stiffened. “I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but if you try anything, I’ll tell my mom. She’ll turn you in to the cops,” she said. “She knows you took me home, and…” In reality, Carol wasn’t sure that her mother would side with her against Tony in any situation.

He held up a hand, the diamond signet ring on his finger catching the car’s interior lights with a flash of brilliance.

“Don’t bother,” he said quietly. “I know, you see. I know about your little five-finger discounts all over my house – and it’s been going on for years.”

Carol’s stomach dropped like she was on a roller coaster. He smiled slightly, teeth big and white even in the dim lighting.

“Yeah—gold earrings, a couple of Chanel scarves, that bottle of Shalimar perfume I bought for Sharon and she never opened, a few silk teddies that managed to disappear from Sharon’s lingerie, those little bottles of Glen-Fiddich I brought back from my last trip to Scotland, lots of little treasures. Sharon’s so fucking stupid she wouldn’t notice if you backed up a whole moving van and loaded it—but I did.”

“I never took a thing from you!” Carol snapped, trying to sound outraged. He just grinned—and reached a long arm over the back of the seat, snagging Carol’s purse, swinging it by the strap clutched in one massive hand.

“Shall I open it and see what tonight’s haul is?” he asked, teasingly.

Carol’s face burned as she remembered the gold-inlaid bangle bracelet and three pairs of cashmere socks she’d “liberated” that evening. Mutely, she shook her head and swallowed hard. “What…what are you going to do?”

“I think we can make a deal- you’re very beautiful, you know. I love your red hair,” Tony said in a seductive voice. He moved closer, running a finger down the vee-neck of her shirt, just barely brushing against her breast.

“Get undressed and do as you’re told, and we’ll forget everything – I might even be able to help you out with some of your financial issues” he said softly, yet firmly.

Carol’s jaw clenched, but it was too late to back out. She shrugged off her jacket and laid it in the back seat. Tony’s eyes were fixed on her tits, and he licked his lips.

“Come on,” he growled. “The shirt, too.”

Carol carefully removed it as well and then at a nod from her stepfather, wriggled out of her jeans, leaving her rounded, creamy-skinned body dressed only in the golden yellow scraps of lace and chiffon that were her bra and panties. Tony nodded towards the car door.

“Out,” he said shortly. Moving slowly, Carol got out of the car and stood for a moment, not sure what to do. Should she run? Not dressed like this, she thought, looking down at her nearly nude body. She really did need money – her credit cards were maxed and if he did help her, that would be a huge relief. She didn’t have any more time to think, because he’d gotten out of the car as well and was now at her side, big hand closing on her upper arm.

“Come on.” He all but dragged her across the park until they reached some kind of equipment shed or something. He took them around the back and pushed her down onto the thick, tall grass, lowering himself down to join her. He pulled the petite redhead into his arms, feeling her shiver, and he chuckled low.

“Cold? Don’t worry, baby; I’ll warm you up.” His fingers deftly unhooked her bra, and the big, luscious breasts were free, each crowned with a dark nipple. Tony slid his hands around her torso and cupped her breasts, big callused thumbs rubbing against those tender buds. After a minute, he slid his hand up one breast and pinched the nipple, hard, making Carol gasp as the sharp pain shot through her. She cried out and then moaned as he bent his head and blew a stream of cool air across the abused nipple. The pain faded quickly as the flesh swelled, and Carol moaned again.

“Mmmm, very nice.” Tony’s tongue flicked out and licked her, and then Carol gasped as his hot mouth covered one nipple, slurping it in and circling it with his tongue before setting up a steady, rhythmic sucking as his other hand kneaded the free breast.

Carol squirmed as her pussy began to ache, the lips pouting and the first trickle of moisture staining the new panties. She shouldn’t feel this way; she shouldn’t feel anything but disgust as this creepy bastard slobbered on her, violating her and….

“Ohhh!” The cry escaped Carol’s lips as he bit down gently on her nipple, shooting a bolt of hot pleasure right to her cunt. He let go of the nipple with a “pop!” and raised his head, grinning at her.

“Yeah, you like that,” he said. “I’ll bet you like it a bit rough-I know all about you redheads. Well, that’s okay, baby. We’ve got time. But right now…” He reached for one of her hands and forced it down onto the growing lump beneath his gray flannel pants. Carol moaned aloud as the heat from his cock almost burned her right through the fabric. She tried to jerk her hand away, but Tony held onto it, forcing her to rub her palm over the bulge.

“Yeah, that’s good,” he whispered. “Come here, sweet slut. See what you’re getting.” He moved her hand long enough to unzip his fly, and his cock, huge, monstrously big, burst free from confinement, the head ruby-red and dripping. Carol felt her pussy twinge almost painfully, even as she tried to draw back.

“I…I can’t…it’s too…Oh!” She cried out as Tony Wulf threaded his fingers into her red-golden curls and yanked her face down onto his lap. Carol closed her eyes, but she could feel his shaft rubbing against her cheek, smell the strong hot muskiness of his scent. She swore she could feel each vein in his cock as he slid it against the side of her face.

“Come on, Red,” he whispered. “Lick it. Give Daddy’s cock some grease before he slides it into you.” He tugged on her long curls, and Carol whimpered—but again, she had no choice. She was trapped here with him, and he was in control. She’d taken things that were his, and now she was paying him for it – all.

Carol raised her head, eyes still closed, and gave a timid swipe at the head of Mr. Wulf’s dick. He tasted sort of salty, earthy, but not unpleasant. She licked again, and heard him give a muffled moan. Bolder now, Carol opened her eyes and reached out to slide her hand into Mr. Tony’s open fly, lifting out his heavy balls, covered in thick, coarsely curled hair. She gently squeezed them, rolling them in her palm as she lowered her head once more, her soft red lips stretching over the head of his cock. She might as well enjoy this.

“Oh! Oh, fuck yeah!” he swore at her.

Carol took in a couple of inches, feeling her stepdad’s cock head hot and dripping in her mouth. She hollowed her cheeks just a bit and let another inch or so slide into her mouth. Still cradling and stroking his hairy balls, Carol began to suck, rocking her head back and forth, taking in just a bit more of Tony’s shaft with every pass, until fully eight inches of his iron-hard, throbbing rod was lodged in her throat. She whimpered as her jaw began to ache, but Tony was fucking her mouth now, uncaring. Then he slid a hand down her stomach and into her panties, ripping them away like they were tissue paper. She cried out around the man-meat in her mouth as his big, coarse fingers found her pussy, pushing inside, finger-fucking her in time with the thrusts of his cock in her throat. His thumb pressed hard on her clit as Carol’s pussy walls quivered around Mr. Wulf’s fingers. He pulled back, allowing his cock to pop free, and pulled his fingers out of Carol as well. On the very edge of orgasm, Carol whimpered, “No…no, please….don’t stop…”

“Oh, I’m not gonna stop,” Tony chuckled. “I’m just gonna snack for a bit.” His hands slid up her thighs forcing her legs open wider, the cool air making Carol shiver again, right before his big hands slid beneath her, cupping her ass cheeks and squeezing as he lifted her slightly and then….

“Ahhh!” Carol cried out, panting, as his face buried itself in her red crotch, a broad, hot tongue licking her pussy lips, tracing the slit up to the top, where hot lips fastened on her clit and sucked hard. Carol‘s body bucked in his grasp, but he only squeezed her ass cheeks harder, fingers digging in as his tongue and mouth tortured her pussy, sending hot and cold thrills of sexual pleasure slamming through her. Carol wailed aloud as his tongue plunged into her vagina, and she found herself frantically rubbing her aching, swollen nipples, thumbs flicking against the sensitive buds even as her hips began to rock. She cried out again as her stepfather pulled back long enough to shove two fingers into her wet, sopping cunt, fucking her with his hand as she writhed.

“I..I….I’m cumming!” She shook as he rammed a third finger deep into her ginger pussy, lowering his face once more and sucking in her clit, biting gently just as his finger stretched wide inside her and Carol came, bawling and jerking against his hand, flooding his fingers with her hot juices. She slumped back on the grass, exhausted, but her captor wasn’t done. He slapped her lightly on one thigh and then he got up, pulling off his pants and looming over her.

“Turn over,” he growled. “Get up on your hands and knees, Carol.”

Carol hurried to do so, crying out as his meaty hand descended on one white ass cheek. The blow burned against her skin, but she could feel her pussy twitching as Tony dropped to his knees behind her and spanked her again and again, first on one cheek and then the other until both were rosy red and burning with a dull ache. She felt his big hands pull her thighs apart and his cock just lodge inside the entrance to her pussy. Then…

Ahhhh!” Carol screamed as Mr. Wulf rammed himself into her with one long thrust. It felt like her pussy was splitting down the middle, and she scrambled on her hands and knees, trying to move away, trying to ease off the huge prong buried in her quim, but there was nowhere to go. Tears sprang to her eyes as he pulled most of the way out and then shoved in again. His arm came around her torso and he held her tightly as he began to fuck her, grinning to himself as she screamed and begged.

“Oh…oh, yeah, slutty little Red . Oh, you’re gonna like this!” clearly Tony had a twisted side.

“No!” Carol wept, still trying to get away. “No, it’s awful! Stop it!”

But slowly, as one thrust followed another, the pain diminished. He was balls-deep in her pink pussy now, thrusting in and out with long, smooth strokes, his rough-veined cock rubbing her clit with every pass. She stopped struggling and started pushing back against him, her sweet punished little ass cheeks grinding against his coarse pubic curls.

“Ohhh….ohhh, so good….so hot…oh, harder. Harder. Fuck me! Oh, fuck me now!” Carol was screaming, no longer caring what she said or who heard her as Tony fucked her through one climax after another, taking her higher and higher until her voice was gone. She hung like a rag doll in his grip when he thrust one last time and flooded her pussy with a load of creamy jism that overflowed and dripped from her body onto the ground below.

In the months to come, Carol Hood continued to babysit for her family. With her credit cards paid off, and Tony footing her bills, she was able to quit her two part-time jobs. And, each and every time, her stepdad saw to it that she reached home safely—and eventually.

Read on for your next twisted tale…

TRAINING BREE

It was Saturday night, and Bree was ready. She lied to Chris, saying she was going out with Angela. She wasn’t sure why she lied – there was certainly no crime in meeting her own stepfather for dinner. Dressed in a little black dress, black hosiery, and black heels, Bree entered the bar. Long silver earrings decorated her ears, and she held a red clutch purse in her hand. She wanted to look nice for him – it had been so long since she’d seen him.

Bree was actually a bit embarrassed, thinking back to the last time she’d seen her stepfather. She’d gone to visit her mother and Bryan at their ome in Vermont. Corinne, her mother, had had to work an overnight shift as a nurse at the last minute, so Bree and Bryan had been left alone. Nothing new about that, but they’d shared a couple of bottles of Cabernet Sauvignon and gotten more than a bit tipsy. 

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

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

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

“Hey, Daddy - imagine seeing you here,” she said, smiling brightly at him. Bree always called him Daddy, her own father having passed away many years before.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“This is your present, Bree. You’re going to make love to Marguerite while I watch. Don’t worry - she’s never done this before, either,” Daddy said, obviously very proud of himself.

Bree was shocked. What the hell? She’d come here for a nice dinner and drinks with her stepdad, hadn’t she? Her mind raced, and she was in turmoil - she wasn’t a lesbian. She had no idea what to do with a woman. Clearly, he’d remembered their drunken conversation. She may have said that she always wanted to be with a woman – but that was just a forbidden dream, something that had aroused her only because it was something that would never, ever happen. Was this her fantasy, or was it his? She looked back at him with contempt. How dare he put her in this situation…

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

As if propelled by the mere sound of his voice, Bree moved closer to Marguerite, who was just standing there. She tentatively touched Marguerite’s breast, and then made herself softly kiss her on the lips. Bree closed her eyes. The kiss was warm and wet, not really any different than kissing a man. Their tongues found each other, and darted around in a wicked dance. Bree could feel herself submitting to her physical urges, her desires. She was letting go. It was so forbidden, so very hot. She could feel her face become flushed…and she knew Daddy was watching. They stopped kissing for a moment.

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

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

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

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

“Do 69,” Daddy commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was only then that she realized that this was her mother’s husband…

Read on for your next free, BONUS twisted tale about Bree and her stepfather…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bree looked at both of them, and then complied, nervously unbuttoning her black silk blouse.

“Remove your hosiery and shoes.”

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

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

“Adam,” Daddy said.

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

Daddy watched as Adam removed her panties completely. Her knees were bent now as she laid on her back on the bed. Bree kept her knees together, deliberately. If he wanted this, he’d have to do it. Adam looked at Bree, and she looked back at him. He placed his palms on her knees, and slowly spread her legs open. The sweet smell of Bree rose up to him. He slowly lowered his head and put his nose in between her legs. He didn’t touch her. He just stayed close and smelled her. Adam was in absolute ecstasy, intoxicated by her womanly scent. She was so incredible.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Bree has asked me to perform anal sex on her tonight for the first time,” he said. Bree looked at Daddy. You could feel the tension in the room rapidly rising.

“I never said that…,” Bree complained.

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


“I think I better go,” said Adam, heading for the door. He wasn’t used to this sort of thing either, and it was making him nervous.

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

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

Bree said, “I want to do this,” looking right at Daddy. Bree wasn’t going anywhere. As stricken with terror as she was, she was still painfully curious about anal. It was the one thing she’d never done sexually. She wanted to experience it. She’d thought about it incessantly, since that first night with him. It would be done tonight, by Daddy, and there was even an audience. She might regret it later, but she was worked up and hotter than a pistol. Daddy motioned Bree to come to him.

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

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

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

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

Adam just watched in awe as the dance began.

Bree could feel his dick against her little bunny hole. He gave a little pressure, and she could feel her anus beginning to stretch open in response to his penis. Gently, Daddy pushed the head of his thick cock into Bree’s tight asshole. As just the head carefully penetrated her anus, it stung. Bree screamed out. The tight ring of her butt hole had accepted the head. Bree thrashed a bit, an animal reaction, an instinct to this violation. As she thrashed, Daddy knew to make his move and helped himself deeper into her ass. He was halfway there. Bree let out a shriek. As she did, he took advantage of her distraction. Daddy completed penetration by gently pushing all the way in her for the first time. Bree felt as if a burning iron rod had been stuck up her. The pain was incredible. She felt as though he ripped up inside of her, to her deepest, most private place. It was like nothing she could ever imagine. Bree squealed like a pig, her body going limp on the bed from just the initial violation. Daddy was inside of her. Adam watched in horror, but he was definitely still hot for Bree.

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

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

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

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

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

“The question is, will Bree do it?” Daddy whispered low to her again, a whisper only she could hear. Bree was tired, her butt was sore, and she laid her head down on the bed for a moment to rest.

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

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

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

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

As he humped her and humped her, it eventually did begin to feel good to Bree. She started getting into it. She enjoyed feeling Adam’s pubic hair bump up against her ass as he fucked her. This was way more manageable for Bree. They fucked and fucked. The combination of her clamped nipples and being screwed up the ass by Adam was simply incredible. Bree moaned and groaned in ecstasy. She looked over at Daddy, who was watching them intently. Now, this was hot.

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

The End

Taboo Erotica – How I Lost It To My…

When I married Kerry a couple years ago, I was well aware that I was inheriting a teenage daughter. Mia was 16 when they moved in with me. She was always very flirty – I thought by nature, and would often strut around my house in barely anything. Blonde with tan skin, a full, round ass and an impossibly flat stomach. But of course I paid no attention to this; she was my stepdaughter, you know.

After turning 18 and graduating high school, I fully expected Mia to go to college. But instead she chose to stay home and work. As you can imagine, this often became very distracting for me. I worked from an office in the house as a therapist. I did not see patients everyday, so most of the time it was just Mia and I in the house. She was told when I had a patient coming and would make herself scarce. It was a different story when we were alone. She was always around, teasing, flirting and testing her limits with me…and mine with her.  She worked nights, making it just the two of us during the day. I did my best to stay away from her. I was definitely old enough to know the whole ‘play with fire, get burned’ scenario.

Then, she brought me a basket full of her dirty laundry and asked me to wash it. She knew full well how to use the machine, but of course she was giving me dirty panties in the hope that I would be tempted to see what her pussy smelled like. Or at least that’s what I thought she was doing. I will admit that on one occasion, I succumbed to temptation. Her aroma was soft and musky. It was incredibly intoxicating. After I did it, I ended up with the huge boner and found myself masturbating into those very same panties before I put them in the wash.

She never suggested anything directly or tried to make a move on me when we were there alone in the house. As a trained observer of human behavior, I knew she wanted to. Perhaps she was just working up the nerve.

It happened one night when I was up late working on a paper. Her mother was asleep in our bedroom upstairs. I was sitting back on the sofa working away on the Effects Of Game-Based Relaxation Training On Attention Problems In Anxious Children. Very boring stuff. The TV droned on in the background, with some program that I can't remember because I wasn't actually watching it.

Mia came into the living room wearing just a tiny skirt and a halter top. This wasn’t at all strange because it was July and quite warm outside. In Mia's case, I knew she was just trying to be slutty in front of me. Again, nothing new there. She was 18 now, actually, halfway to 19….am I rationalizing? Her round, milky breasts were nearly popping out of the small black halter top. 36D…Why did I know her breast size? From washing her lingerie of course. She wore a size 6 panties too, and seemed to prefer the more sheer lacy type. Mia had a lot of thongs, too.

“Hi Daddy” she said. She always called me Alex except for when she was flirting with me. She never played this game when her mother was home, so now it seemed more than a little odd to me.

“Good night Mia” I replied dryly, trying to remain nonchalant and doing my best not to stare at her heaving chest. The curt comment was meant to tell her to go to bed…and to leave me alone.

“It looks like you're working hard” she purred. The way she said it was more like ‘it looks like you're working…. Hard’.

“Yeah, I really have to finish this paper, I am supposed to give a lecture at the University

next week.

“You work too much” she continued, “take a break and I’ll get you something to drink.”

Before I even had a chance to respond she strutted off into the kitchen to get something for us to drink. She came back into the room a moment later carrying a bottle of chardonnay, 2 glasses, and a corkscrew. Even though Kerry didn’t like her drinking, I saw no harm in her drinking when she was at home. Every college kid in the world was drinking, for Christ’s sake. She set the bottle down on the table and then proceeded to stick the corkscrew in and begin to turn. In a move that looked like it had been practised, she poured herself a glass, promptly spilled it on her top and then dropped the glass onto the carpet below. She ran in the kitchen to get a towel.

When she reemerged, Mia bent over to clean up the mess. Her round bottom was facing me directly and I could clearly see that she had no panties on. Her legs were slightly spread apart when she bent over. I could see her soft mound of shaven pussy, lips gently parted. In the soft light of the room, it seemed to be glistening….or was that just me? She stayed in that position for much longer than she needed to. Just watching her carefully crafted scene made me stir in my slacks. I could vividly recall her aroma and right before me was her beautiful tight little pussy. I wanted to taste it.

“I’m wet” she said suddenly, making me jump. She was standing up and turning around now. Her halter top was soaked in wine. I wasn't sure that was the kind of wet she was referring to.

“Sorry” she continued, “that was clumsy of me – wasn’t it?”

“It’s okay Mia, no harm done.”

“Better get this off” she said, in mock urgency. With one swift motion, she unhooked her top at the neck, and let it fall down.

For some time, I had imagined what those breasts looked like. Now there they were right in front of me, almost staring at me. I could have reached out and touched them. They were perfect – full and round like only a young woman has, with silver dollar-sized red nipples that were hard from either anticipation or wet wine. In a completely contrived gesture of modesty, Mia reached up with both hands and covered her breasts. In doing so, she made her cleavage look even bigger. So much for the Attention Problems in Anxious Children. Any thoughts I had of finishing the paper I was working on evaporated. Now I just wanted to slip my rock-hard cock into her forbidden slit. I wanted to make her moan while I racked hard against her.

I knew Kerry was asleep upstairs, and that if she were to wake and stumble upon us, then we would both be crucified. Nothing had happened… yet… but my resolve was wearing thin.

“You better put something on Mia, what if your mom comes down?” I told her sternly, my best authoritarian father voice chastising her.

“She took a Tylenol PM, we won’t to see her ‘til morning” was the reply I received.

Mia came over and sat down next to me on the couch. She’d removed her small hands from her luscious melons, but her little skirt still barely covered her pussy. She expertly poured the other glass of wine, took several long gulps, and then pressed it up against my lips. Looking into her large green eyes, I took the stem of the glass from her hand and finished the glass myself.

“What are you working on?” she asked softly, leaning over to look at my computer. Her supple breasts gently brushed against my arm, electrifying me. As if she cared what I was working on…

My dick was throbbing hard now, stiff as a piece of steel and aching. I cleared my throat and put my laptop on the table in front of me, trying to move away from her. Despite her forwardness, I really had no intention of fucking my stepdaughter. I could still keep things from getting out of control.

“What’s that?” she coyly inquired, pointing at my obvious hard-on. I looked down and the outline of my bulge was clearly visible.

“Umm, Mia -you really should put something on” I said, nervously adjusting myself as best I could.             

“Why?” she asked innocently, “it's really warm out. Don't you like me like this?”

“Ahh, well… of course I like them, Mia. You’re beautiful – everyone knows that,” I replied practically stuttering at this point.

“You know I've never done it? I’ve never even seen one.”

“Done what?” I said, knowing full well what she meant. Was she playing a game…or was I?

“Can I just see it?” she asked, trying to reach out to me. It was in that moment I realised what she was saying was true. For as sexy and adorable as Mia was, her innocence was crystal clear to me. She was young, despite her Playboy body. A textbook case of an inexperienced girl, who is clearly built, pretending to be sexually promiscuous and flirtatious in order to cover up her own insecurities. Yes, at that moment, I knew she was telling the truth. Mia had never had cock.

“I don't think that's a good idea Mia, after all…” I sounded like I was addressing one of my patients.

“After all what?” she said, cutting me off before I could finish the sentence.

Time seemed to be moving faster than normal, and so many thoughts were rushing through my tired brain. My mind said no but my body was just begging me for it. My animal lust was running rampant, and I knew it. Here was the woman of my dreams, more than ready for sex. Would this mean the end of my marriage, the end of perhaps even my reputation and career? Would I be giving up everything? Did I even care anymore? I knew it was wrong, but that did not change the fact that I so wanted to push my veiny missile inside of her wet box.

“Mia, don't you wanna try it with someone your age? I mean, I am twice that,” was I really trying to convince her…or myself? I could still talk myself out of the inevitable.

“That just means you have experience. Besides, yours looks big” she purred in my ear.

It occurred to me that she would probably have no way of knowing what was big and what was small. When I was fully hard, I was almost 8 inches and quite wide. I won’t tell you how I know that. Anyway, I doubted if she could even fit her small hand all the way around it. My dick twitched again in my tighty whities.

“C’mon Alex” she said, a pleading in her voice that was irresistible.

I knew the consequences. I knew what I was getting myself into. If we got caught, it would bring about a shit storm the size of Montana. But for now, it was just two of us sitting in my living room, her already half naked and me wanting more despite myself.

“You just want to see it, right?” I said, knowing full well that it could be so much more than that.

“and maybe touch it, too” she said softly as she inched her skirt up so that I can clearly see her pink pussy. “I'm tired of just touching myself.”

That was it…that was all it took. Her admitting to me that she masturbated. I could clearly see her laying back on her bed, alone, one hand between her legs, sticky fingering herself until her hips began to buck and she came with soft little mewing noises. My rational mind shut down and I simply reached down, unzipped my pants, and pulled my cock out. The big mushroom head was already wet with pre cum.

“Oh god- that is big” she said, reaching out with an eager hand and grasping it at the base. As I had predicted, she could barely fit her hand around it.

“Yes, well, I suppose that it's bigger than most guys.” After all, what does a man say when his stepdaughter has his cock in her hands?

“Can I taste it?” she half asked, half moaned. She looked at me with heavy lids and long eyelashes.

“Can I taste you?” I asked her question back to her. Her free hand was already between her legs, just rubbing. I wanted to spread her open so badly.

Mia bent over using both hands to grab my cock, lick tentatively around the opening, and then slip the head into her mouth.

She was a little rough at first. With a little guidance, I had her sucking cock perfectly in just a few minutes. She was a natural. I instructed her to wet her hands and play with my hairy balls and the shaft of my cock as she sucked on it like a lollipop. I could feel pre cum oozing out of me and into her luscious, wet mouth.

“It’s so good,” she murmured,  “it makes me want you so bad.” That was my cue to give her some pleasure. A thought of Kerry sleeping upstairs passed briefly through me, making me shutter momentarily. Still, I was too far gone.

“Get that skirt off,” I said, directing her to sit back on the couch and spread her legs wide for me. She did not hesitate for a second, lying back and draping one leg over the back of the couch and letting the other hang towards the floor.

She had big pink pussy lips that hung open as she spread herself wide for me. She was so wet. I knew full well that I had passed the point of no return. I tried not to think of her as my stepdaughter any more, but that was impossible. Somehow the thought of it made me want to fuck her even more. And why now? We had every day alone, but she wanted me to bang away at her while her mother was upstairs?

I knelt down on the floor and slipped my arms under her legs pulling forward gently so that her ass was right and the end of the sofa. From that view, I had a clear view of her perfect little pussy and her pretty pink asshole. I was going to devour it.

As soon as my lips made contact with her swollen red clit, she let out a small sound that was something between whimper and a moan. I alternated between licking her clit, making it even wetter, and sucking on her pussy lips. I was driving my tongue deep into her neatly shaven box, sometimes tongue fucking her ass. She moaned and squirmed, bucking towards my tongue, wanting it so badly. She grabbed my head with both hands and forced it deeper between her legs.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god” she squealed, the last ‘oh my god’ high pitched and a bit too loud for my liking. I stopped to listen upstairs, to see if Kerry had heard her cries of passion.

Her cum was on my face, and her legs were quivering like jelly. I pulled away slightly and could see both her pussy and asshole contracting.

“Oh my god… that was amazing,” she sighed.

I knew she had nothing to compare it to, so anything probably would've seemed good. But I do have a special talent for eating pussy…because I loved it so much.

“It's your turn now,” Mia flashed me a devilish smile.

I stood up in front of her, pre cum dripping from the head of my cock. She sat forward, stuck out her tongue and proceeded to suck it dry. She pulled her mouth away from me.

“Do you wanna fuck me?” it wasn't so much a question as a statement of what she wanted. She was completely naked, but I still had my shirt on. I took it off, so we both had absolutely nothing on.

I instructed my Mia to get on her hands and knees so that she was looking off the backside of the sofa. She reached back with both hands, grabbing onto her ass cheeks in order to spread herself open for me.

“Please fuck me, daddy” she said, “I have wanted you to do this for so long”.

I was carefully pushing my thick cock inside of her before she even finished the sentence. She was so tight and so wet that I did not know how long I could hold out. She gasped as I pushed my dick all the way inside her. She wasn’t prepared for something that big, and she moaned and groaned, almost whined, with every thrust. My hairy balls slapped her clit, making sloshing noises and she continued to let out sensual moans. I squeezed her ass hard as I banged her in almost a fury. It was soooo good.

I was keenly aware of the aroma of sex in the room. I did not want to cum yet, but it was taking a lot of concentration to not just fill her with my seed. When I saw her little hands grasping onto the pillows as she climaxed once again, I had to pull out.

“Why are you stopping?” she said “more, please give me more.”

Let me tell you, when your stepdaughter wants more cock, you give it to her. I flipped her over so that she was back in the same position as when I was licking her. Very slowly, I slipped my cock inside of her. I wanted to see those big lips dragging across my shaft as I went in and out of her. Her big tits bounced back and forth as I fucked her. She was now making very loud sounds of pleasure, which if my wife were awake she would have been able to hear. Mia’s breathing began to increase and I knew that she was going to cum for a third time. I reached down and began to play with her clit as I rammed her even harder. My other hand covered her mouth – this was really getting way too loud. I listened again for Kerry upstairs. Nothing…

“Holy shit, oh god” she whispered, chanting in my ear, “fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard”.

It’s one thing to hear your wife say that as she is reaching orgasm, but it is entirely different when it is your stepdaughter. I couldn’t hold out any longer. I fucked her with complete abandon. Stupidly, I could not pull out of her….could not pull away from her. I came with a vengeance, spewing shoot after shoot of creamy white goo up inside of her. She gasped, coming at the same time. She could barely catch her breath. I collapsed on top of her, both of us completely spent. We lay there silent for a time.

“Mia, you need to go get cleaned up and dressed,” I finally whispered in her ear. I was already starting to feel guilty for fucking my stepdaughter.

“Why?” she asked, clearly tired and not wanting to move from beneath me.

“It's dangerous doing this while your mother is home… it's wrong” I said, not sounding very convincing. While I knew it was wrong, I was already thinking about doing it again.

“Don't worry, no one’s gonna find out” she said, smiling.

“No, you can never tell anyone” I said, the ramifications of what we had just done starting to sink in.

“It’s our secret, daddy” she said, “if you promise that we can do it again.” 

The End

Read on for your next Violated by the Man of the House tale…Bad Cop

Huddling under the bus shelter at the Greyhound station, Vanessa waited for her ride. She tried her best to shield herself from the cold November rain. She was visiting her hometown of Pella, Iowa for the first time in a long and lonesome year. She was homesick and while she missed her friends and her hometown, it was her mother Mary that she missed most of all. 

Two years prior, Vanessa had been accepted into the Fashion Institute of Technology in New York City. She left her small rural home, and set out for the big city in hopes of becoming the next big fashion designer. Her dream was to land a coveted spot amongst the icons at New York’s Fashion Week.  Vanessa was an extremely hard working; the motivated young woman, by the end of her freshman year, had landed a job in the Fashion District as a designer’s assistant. She’d stayed in the city that summer to work. Vanessa hadn't been home or seen her mother since spring break of her freshman year. Her one return home had been brief. They spent it gossiping and catching up on every detail of each other’s lives. Vanessa’s mother had given birth to her at a very young age, and they shared an incredible bond because of it.

The duo spoke on the phone as often as they could, but with Vanessa’s tiresome and hectic schedule, the conversations never made it passed,“ I love you, everything’s good and I miss you”. About five months earlier, Vanessa’s mother had dropped a bombshell during one of their nightly conversations. She had met someone, a male someone. Vanessa’s father had taken off shortly after her birth, and neither woman had maintained a relationship with the man all these years. He was simply gone. As a young, single mother Mary had spent her life dedicated to working and taking care of her daughter. Vanessa had never seen her mother take a day off, go on a date, or have any social life for that matter while Vanessa was growing up. Although it was certainly shocking news, the woman truly deserved to be happy.

Mary was extremely attractive at age thirty-nine. In fact, Vanessa had inherited her mother’s good looks, including her large breasts, flowing dark hair and curvaceous figure. Mary had been given a second chance at love, and during their short but sweet phone conversations, Vanessa gathered that the relationship was going very well. He was a deputy at the local sheriff's office, rode a Harley and was ten years Mary’s junior. Mary described him as ruggedly handsome, but while he maintained a tough exterior, was a true gentleman with a heart of gold. Vanessa, while skeptical at first of the difference in age, was eager to meet the man who had stolen her mother’s heart. The more she listened to her mother speak of him, the more she warmed up to the idea.

At a quarter past eight, her mother’s car pulled up to the bus shelter. Mary ran out of the driver’s side door into the rain, embracing her daughter in a huge hug. The two were crying and hugging, not even noticing they were getting drenched in the rain. A bus attempting to pull up behind them beeped its horn, and the women threw Vanessa’s bags into the car and quickly pulled away to make room for the bus. Turning up the heat in the car, Mary was sniffling and sneaking glances at her daughter through their conversation. She was in awe over how much Vanessa had matured in her time away. She looked absolutely stunning and womanly, dressed to the nines. Mary wore tennis sneakers, jeans and a hoodie, more appropriate attire for autumn in Iowa, but far less fashionable to say the least.

As they pulled up to the house, Vanessa went to exit the car but Mary placed a gentle hand on her leg, signaling her to wait. “I have something to tell you” Mary said to Vanessa. Vanessa  removed her hand from the door handle and gave her mother a questioning look.

“Can’t it wait until we’re inside?” she asked, “my clothes are soaked and my mascara is running.”

After a brief pause, Mary blurted out “Liam and I are getting married!”, Vanessa’s jaw dropped, and she stuttered to reply. Back in New York, Vanessa was dating a man by the name of Michael who was seven years older than her. She had struggled with the thought of her mother dating a man only two years older than her own boyfriend, but the idea of them getting married had strangely never crossed her mind. Now, she would have to accept that a man only nine years older than her would become her stepfather? After so many years of it just being her and her mother, Vanessa never thought her mom would remarry. Part of the reason she dreamed so big as a fashion designer is that she hoped to one day repay her mother’s dedication and spoil the woman who’d worked so hard for her all of these years.

“Wow,” Vanessa said, trying to conceal her shock and misgivings. Now she really had to meet this Liam fellow.

Vanessa passed the Harley Davidson in the driveway and entered her childhood home. The front door was unlocked, as it has always been. Vanessa grew up in a small college town in rural Iowa…a small home her mother had purchased after separating from Vanessa’s father. Though modest, it was always tidy and kept with care.

As soon as Vanessa opened the front door, her golden retriever Minnie was waiting to greet her, though she didn't jump on Vanessa as she had done during her previous visit. Vanessa bent down so the dog could lick her face, giving her gently pats on the head as she did.

“Her hips are getting bad,” Mary remarked from the doorway, shaking the rain from her hoodie as she hung it up and removed her boots. Vanessa turned to see a figure standing in the doorway of the kitchen. Leaning on the molding, arms and legs crossed, stood a shockingly handsome man. Her eyes traced up his tall legs, to a muscular and lean body. The man was massive in comparison to herself, standing at least six feet, four inches tall. Mary thought he had the body of a farm hand. He was insanely good-looking, with a short, rugged looking red beard and messy hair. He looked more like a biker than a cop, and had that bad boy vibe that is sometimes hard to put your finger on. Still, it was definitely there.

“Take those boots of before you come in this house, young lady” he said with a sarcastic smirk. Vanessa stood staring with her lips slightly parted, and then she fumbled to remove her boots. Liam introduced himself and Vanessa would have never had snapped out of her daze had her mother not bumped her on the way by. Mary placed a huge kiss on Liam's lips, greeting her fiance.

“I made coffee” Liam said with a wicked smile, as he shooed the two women into the warmth of the house and towards the kitchen

Vanessa kept her eyes focused on the counter and sipped her hot coffee. The three of them sat at the hand-crafted kitchen island with custom crafted stools. It was new. Apparently Liam was also a handy carpenter, and had been improving the house considerably. Vanessa caught herself feeling flustered when he spoke to her and tried to ignore the thoughts, or the warm feeling she felt in her flushed cheeks.

“So your mother tells me you're a fashion major.” Liam remarked. Vanessa stuttered and struggled to answer as she realized what she must look like. All plans to freshen up had gone clear out of her mind when she had seen her mother’s love interest. She probably looked like a drowned rat.

“Oh, yea fashion” she muttered, suddenly feeling self-conscious. Excusing herself to go change, Vanessa walked up the stairs to her old bedroom. She stopped dead in the doorway when she had seen what was inside. Vanessa had expected her mother to clean up her room while she was gone, and probably rustle through her belongings, but she dropped her bags to her sides when she saw what’d been done with her room. Across the far wall sat a massive custom made desk, complete with lights, shelves, a giant sketch pad and an antique looking dress form stood in the corner. The window had been made larger, letting in natural sunlight on the workspace that had been created for her. She was so amazed that she hardly noticed her mother and Liam had come up the stairs and were standing behind her.

“Do you like it?” Liam asked nervously. He had a deep and seductive voice that caused Vanessa to shiver when she heard it. “Your mother told me designing is really your thing, and I wanted to make something special,” he added. Vanessa approached her new work station and was busy opening draws and examining the craftsmanship, Liam was an extremely talented man indeed. She ran back to the door where Mary and Liam still stood, throwing her arms around her mother’s neck and giving her a kiss on the cheek. She did the same to Liam, caught up in her excitement. Vanessa released the man from the hug, blushing slightly.

“It’s amazing, thank you so much!” she said.

Liam and Mary left Vanessa to settle into her room and change. Vanessa’s room had its own bathroom with a stand up shower in it. She turned on the faucet, letting the hot water steam the bathroom as she stripped down to her bra and panties. She removed these articles of clothing more slowly, not surprised to find herself wet. It was the reason she had blushed so much after hugging Liam. Somehow, just being near him turned her on…really turned her on. Stepping into the shower, Vanessa let the warm water cascade down her back. Her hand brushed her dark brown hair over her shoulder and then continued to trace down her body, pausing at her breasts. Vanessa bit her lip as her fingers brushed against her hard nipple. She moved her hand across her belly, tracing her belly button before she reached her hand down between her legs. The hot water ran down her arm and hit her clit causing her to moan softly as she began to slowly rub herself. Vanessa knelt on the shower floor, one hand rubbing her clit, while she used two fingers from her other hand and pushed them inside of her. Vanessa sat back on her heels while she fingered herself, her fingers slick with cum. She spread her legs open wider, rapidly rubbing her clit and feeling the pressure begin to build within her. Throwing her head back, Vanessa came fiercely, twitching with each final flick of her clit. She shuttered, still being pierced by the shower water.

Cleaning herself off, Vanessa suddenly felt a sense of guilt for what she had done. It was Liam’s face she was picturing while she came, her mother’s fiance. Her mother was like her best friend, and Vanessa felt as if she was betraying her and her own boyfriend Michael. How hard she had come, picturing Liam’s tongue flicking around on her clit as she played with herself. Pushing the guilt out of her mind and riding the euphoric feel of the orgasm, Vanessa dried herself and selected an outfit to wear for the remainder of the day. She emerged from her room wearing black leather leggings, a sheer black button down top, and black studded high heel booties. The outfit was complete with a black lace thong and matching bra.

Vanessa felt like a million bucks again as she re-entered the kitchen to find her mother scurrying around and packing her purse. “I have to work tonight sweetheart, I’m so sorry.” Mary said to her daughter. Mary was a nurse at the local hospital. In fact, it was where she met Liam. A prisoner had been injured upon arrest, and needed medical care. Mary was frightened to treat the patient, but was reassured when she had seen how the deputy had remained so calm yet firm with the unruly inmate. Liam’s gentle authoritativeness is what had attracted Mary to him. The pair had spent the night flirting and had exchanged numbers, and the rest was history.

“I’ll be back in the morning…we’ll go for breakfast and then shopping. Oh, we have so much to do and to catch up on,” her mother added excitedly. The second part of her mother’s sudden wedding announcement was that the wedding was happening in less than two weeks. Mary refused to get married without her daughter there. She arranged to have a City Hall ceremony with a small reception at the local catering hall afterwards while her daughter was visiting from college. Mary placed a kiss on her daughter's cheek, grabbed her car keys and before Vanessa could even react, ran out the door, late for her night shift at the hospital. 

Vanessa turned on her heels, trying her best to sneak back in her room before Liam appeared, but as she turned he was standing behind her. She spun right into his arms, awkwardly apologizing and taking a step back. In that brief moment, she had felt just how muscular his body was under his clothing, but that’s not all she felt. She also felt herself grow wet again, saturating her thin lace thong when she imagined how well-endowed Liam must be.

“So, what would you like to eat?” Liam asked in his deep, sexy voice. Vanessa was expecting the man to want to order take out but was surprised when he stepped into the kitchen and began to pull out pots and pans. “I make a mean pepper steak” Liam said before turning his back to Vanessa and facing the stove. Vanessa’s eyes traced his muscular shoulder blades as he moved about the kitchen. He moved with such grace for such a large man. She went towards the island and tried to sit on a stool but it tipped, crashing to the floor and Vanessa went to fall with it. Liam moved with lightning speed and caught her, grabbing her in a tango like grasp, as if they were dancing and he had dipped her. One of his hands was on the small of her back, but the other was on her ass. As he lifted her into an upright position, Liam’s hand lingered on her backside. Liam looked Vanessa directly in the eyes before releasing her and saying “careful there, little lady”, his southern accent sending a chill down her spine.

She’d been up north so long, she had almost forgotten how alluring that drawl could be. Smoothing down her shirt, Vanessa moved to turn away, but before she could Liam was already setting the table for two. It amazed her… the speed and agility in which he moved. Liam pulled out a stool for Vanessa to sit on and leaned into her back as he easily lifted and pushed it towards the counter. After only a few minutes, he was plating her food. The pair ate in silence as he glanced up at her from his plate with steely blue eyes. He was as good of a cook as he was a carpenter; the meal was delicious. Vanessa moved to clear the plates, thanking Liam for the food and bringing the dirty dishes to the sink.

Liam stepped up silently behind her, leaning closely to her side as he placed the two dirty glasses into the sink as well. She was about to start washing the dishes when he stopped her, spinning her around and pressing his lips to hers. Liam kissed Vanessa deeply and passionately, pulling her closer to him by the small of her back. He was so strong and yet his touch was soft and sensual. He began to kiss her more roughly before cupping Vanessa’s ass with both his hands and lifting her into the air. Liam carried her into the living room and sat her on the back of the couch, her legs now wrapped around his hips.

Ripping open Vanessa’s flimsy black shirt, his hands frantically sought her nipples through her lacy bra. She had large C cup breasts, and slipping her bra up over her head, Liam took her nipple into his mouth. His warm tongue traced it rapidly as he caressed her other breast with his hand. Her nipples grew hard from his touch and Vaness moaned. She felt an ache between her legs as she kicked off her heels, and Liam made quick work of her pants. Grabbing the lace of her thong and wrapping it around his hand, Liam pulled it away from her, tearing it also. By the time he was finished with her, her clothes would be in shreds. Vanessa used her arms to balance on the back of the couch and draped her legs over Liam’s shoulders as he went down on her. His tongue found her clit, giving it a few quick, teasing licks before he let out a low growl and buried his face between her legs. Lifting her in the air, he continued to suck on her, carrying her around the couch and laying her in a more comfortable position. Liam stood over the side of the couch, placing Vanessa on her back, upside down with her legs in the air. His hands desperately clutched her inner thighs, spreading her further apart as he nibbled on her pussy lips, moving his tongue back to her clit before placing two fingers deep inside of her. Vanessa gasped as she undid Liam’s belt buckle. Freeing him from his jeans and boxers, she took his shaft in her hands and begun to stroke it.

They were in a sixty-nine position, with Liam standing but leaning over the side of the couch, the arm rest giving her perfect leverage to take his penis deep into her mouth. She licked the tip and down both sides as she slowly stroked it. She placed the tip of his cock back into her mouth, swirling her tongue around before grasping his outer thighs and taking him deep into her throat. Her experiences at college had brought to her attention that she had no gag reflex, and although Liam was massive in size, she was able to take all of him into her mouth.

This impressed and excited him more, causing him to press harder into Vanessa with his own mouth and hands. Slipping a third finger into her tight pussy and lubricating it with her cum, Liam removed the finger and played with her ass. She squirmed beneath him but a sharp slap to her buttocks stilled her again. Vanessa gyrated her hips, greedily feeling herself close to the edge but each time she was about to come he held back a bit. He let her relax before bringing her back to the edge again. He slipped the third finger into her ass and she moaned with her mouth still around his cock. Vanessa had never experienced anal of any sort, and the sensation was overwhelming. Liam fingered her slowly at first, chin resting on her pelvis as he stopped licking her to watch the show. Her fingernails dug into his legs as he fingered her faster and harder.

“Do you squirt?” he asked her in the same deep growl.

“I never have” Vanessa replied nervously.

“You do now” Liam answered in an authoritative and almost commanding tone of voice. The second he finished the sentence he reached out with the tip of his tongue, catching her clit once more but still watching his own hand work its magic He pounded his fingers into her pussy and her ass, curving them upwards and hitting a spot she never even knew existed before. She came screaming and squirted for him, he removed his hand, lifting her ass into the air and drank her. Moving from over Vanessa, he placed a kiss on her lips.

“Taste yourself” Liam instructed, “you taste so good”.

Vanessa by her hips and bent her over the back of the couch, ass up. Licking his palm Liam spanked her once, and she cried out as he did it again and again, slightly harder each time. She braced herself for another blow but as it came he slammed his massive pole deep inside of her. Vanessa screamed, coming immediately, but he didn't slow his pace. Using his hands to spread her ass apart, Liam pounded into her, drawing out slowly and slamming back into her, reaching the end of her each time and causing her to cry out in pleasured pain.

He fucked her with  the same consistent pace as he felt her cum around him again and again and grow weak from the effort. He could feel her dripping. When he determined she had had enough, Liam rapidly fucked her until he came, pulling out of her and spreading her open, rubbing the head of his penis on her ass as he finished.

“You better rest up” Liam said in a foreboding voice. He was helping a sore Vanessa stand upright again. Her mind suddenly raced as she realized what she’d done. Did she really just betray her mother like that? Liam had initiated, sure, but he was the reason behind her skimpy outfit in the first place. She admitted to herself that she lusted after him the second she saw him with little consideration for her mother. What did he mean by rest up? Surely they had both just been caught up in the moment , Liam would be marrying her mother in less than two weeks. Was her mother marrying a serial cheater? She pondered on how she would even begin to tell Mary, or to explain why she had to call the wedding off.

The guilt was beginning to overwhelm her and she stood there nude, a tear falling down her cheek, shoulders slumped. Liam, who had at some point during their makeout session in the kitchen removed his shirt, approached her from behind. His years as a police officer had given him plenty of experience in human behavior and he had noticed her sob, however slight it had been. Liam stood behind Vanessa this time, approaching her tenderly, hugging her and placing a soft kiss on the nape of her neck. She stiffened as she felt his body press up against her backside. ‘No, not again’ she thought to herself, but she softened slightly feeling the warmth of him. He smelled like sex and Adidas aftershave. His embrace was comforting as he drew her closer to him.

“I know what you're thinking,” Liam spoke softly, “I love your mother, I truly do, but I can't marry her. This only proves it, the second I saw you I knew.” Vanessa let out another sob, trying her best to conceal it and to not let this strange man see her cry…this strange man who had just spun her world and her upside down, both literally and figuratively. Yet for some reason, she felt familiar and safe in his strong arms, as if she belonged there all along.

“Let me make this easier for you” Liam said with a more cunning tone of voice, which startled Vanessa slightly. This kind-hearted country boy had a sinister side, and it turned her on incredibly. Feeling something cold and metal on her wrist, Vanessa looked down to find a pair of handcuffs linked to one wrist, and Liam was holding her much tighter than he had been before. “What if you didn't give in to me so easily? What if I was a bad cop and I just came and took it?” Liam asked, his voice lowered back down to a growl.

“Took what?” Vanessa began, but before she could finish her sentence, Liam was roughly pushing her towards her bedroom. He pushed her on the bed somewhat violently, yet careful not to hurt her. Flipping her on her back, Liam cuffed Vanessa to the headboard. Vanessa looked at him with a sense of bewilderment and fear. She struggled against him as he flung her thighs apart. “What if I took this?” he smiled wickedly, thrusting two fingers inside of her, reaching his thumb out to rub her clit.

Vanessa squirmed to get away but the sensation distracted her slightly from her struggle. “That’s a good girl” Liam assured her, “let me take it.” He cupped her, pressing his fingers deeply inside her again and again until she came for him, her legs finally relaxing and falling apart. Liam lifted her hips off the bed angling her lower half straight into the air for deep penetration. Vanessa whimpered, not sure she could handle another pounding and she struggled against the handcuff, but neither the steel of the cuff nor the mahogany bed frame were going to move anywhere.

“Relax baby” he coaxed, rubbing the tip of his penis over her clit. Switching out for his hand again, this time he rubbed his penis across her ass. Vanessa bucked beneath him, realizing what he was about to do. As an orgasm ripped through her, Liam gently pushed himself inside Vanessa’s ass. Having never tried anal, it terrified her. It hurt just as much as she expected, but the pain was cut with pleasure from Liam playing with her clit and fingering her, prolonging her orgasms. The pain gave way to pure ecstasy as Liam pushed, gently but forcibly inside her, hitting that spot simultaneously with his penis and fingers. Vanessa screamed as she came again and again. Liam reached out and placed a hand over her mouth as he rammed his penis as deep as he could into her ass.

“No more Mr. Nice Guy,” Liam said removing his hand from her clit and pinning her free hand to the bed. He fucked her roughly, and finally removed the handcuff from the bedpost. He turned Vanessa over onto her stomach and cuffed her hands together over her head. Liam reached his hand around to Vanessa clit once more, propping her low but on her knees, he moved her legs apart with his own, so that she was spread open with her face on the mattress.

“Bite the blanket” Liam instructed her, and Vanessa did as she was told. “Come for me, baby” he whispered to her, rubbing her clit furiously as he fucked her with all his strength. Vanessa screamed with the blanket between her teeth, muffling her cries. The orgasm built inside of her until she felt she might burst. “Leaning over her and hugging her tight to him, Liam whispered into Vanessa’s ear “Let it go Vanessa, come for me.” He felt her pussy clench and release his penis causing him to cum with her. He could feel her quickened heart rate as he cupped her breasts into his hands, pulling her back into him as he filled her with his stream of warm cum.

Unable to hold herself on shaky legs any longer, Vanessa collapsed to the mattress, her heart feeling like it might explode. She was struggling to catch her breath. Liam gently pulled out of her and rolled to her side, laying with his arm draped over the small of her back. Vanessa tried to get up to clean herself off but found herself to be too sore, and barely could lift herself off the mattress.

“Rest” Liam instructed “you’ll clean up later”. Gingerly rolling her over on her side, Liam lay with Vanessa curled in his arms. Pulling the blanket over them they drifted off to sleep. She awoke an hour later to Liam sucking on her nipple and placing kisses along her necks and breasts, nibbling here and there.

“I can't,” Vanessa pleaded, but Liam just smiled with wicked dimples before saying “don’t worry, I’ll be gentle this time.” Pulling Vanessa off of the bed, Liam turned on the shower and stepped inside bringing her with him. Lathering up a loofah with soap, Liam gently washed Vanessa’s back and around to her front. He lingered on her breasts a moment before washing across her flat stomach. Nudging her legs open with her hand, he washed between her legs and spun Vanessa around. With a strong hand on the back of her neck he bent her and washed her there too. She jumped slightly from the pain. She wouldn't be able to sit for a week, Vanessa thought to herself. Liam washed himself next, and they took turns rinsing each other in the warm water. Pressing Vanessa gently face first against the shower wall, Liam moved her legs apart with his feet, only parting them slightly. He wanted her to grip him tight. She was already wet when Liam slid himself inside of her, careful not to hurt her. Leaning into her he remained deep as he fucked her. She moaned softly as they made love in the steamy bathroom. Turning her head to return his kisses, Liam sucked on Vanessa;s neck. She struggled to turn her body too as he held her still against the wall.

Vanessa broke free spinning herself around and pushing him out of the shower, shutting the water off with one hand as she exited after him. Water dripped off from both of them as they made out and wrapped themselves in towels. Leading Liam by the hand, Vanessa motioned for him to lay on the bed on his back. Mounting him, Vanessa slowly lowered herself onto his still hard cock, spreading her legs wider and taking him deeper as she did. Taking her hands in his, Liam extended his arms so she could use them as leverage. She rode him deep and slow at first but as she felt an orgasm come near, she increased her speed, hungrily chasing it. She came hard, collapsing onto his chest. He could feel her oozing as he thrust his hips upwards and hugged her tightly. Vanessa lifted her ass up and down, kissing his neck. “Oh Vanessa” Liam cried out before he came inside of her, holding her tightly. He thrust into her one final time, releasing his load. They lay breathless with him still inside of her.

The bed had made a ridiculous amount of noise and with each orgasm Vanessa moaned and screamed at the top of her lungs. Neither of them had heard the car pull into the driveway, or heard Mary call out for the pair as she walked around the family home. She had gotten let off early by her supervisor after Mary told him that her daughter was visiting from school. She had heard the banging on the floorboards upstairs and went to investigate. Her hand hovered over the door knob, but she had heard enough that she didn't need to open the door and see it for herself. Mary heard Liam cry out Vanessa’s name as she heard her daughter moan. Leaving a note on the kitchen counter, Mary got back into her car and drove off to stay at a motel. When the scandalous pair finally made their way back into the kitchen, they found the post-it on the counter that simply read “weddings off”. It had been signed by Mary.

Vanessa tried calling her mother’s cell phone at least twenty times that night, and never received an answer or a call back. She was absolutely heart-broken. Her mother was her best friend, and Vanessa was ashamed of herself beyond what words could describe. She had let lust destroy her family. She had repaid her mother’s never-ending sacrifices with the ultimate betrayal. Vanessa packed and left for the bus station without saying a word to the sleeping Liam. She left her mother a note on the fridge in all hopes she could get through to her, get her mother to at least talk to her again. Vanessa cried the entire taxi ride to the Greyhound station, and the entire bus ride back to New York. She didn't care who saw her this time. When Mary finally did return home two days later, Liam was gone. A note left on the fridge caught her attention. It was a post-it from her daughter, and it simply read “I’m sorry”. It was signed by Vanessa.

The End

Read on for your next sordid tale…Behind the Mask…
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Behind the Mask

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

“Am I interrupting?” 

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

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

She nodded, “You can say that again.”  He stepped into the office and sat down on the chair in front of me.  “Plans tonight?”  She asked.

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

“You have plans tonight?”

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

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

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

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

“I know where to find you.” 

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

***

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

She went into her room and rummaged through her closets and drawers.  She pulled out a sexy short skirt and a white peasant top.  She then dug through a chest that held Halloween costumes from past years.  She removed a gold mask and placed it over her face.  She smiled.  It would be perfect.  She was suddenly excited about what the evening could hold – especially if she didn’t have to be herself for a night.  Georgia hurriedly got dressed and stood in front of the mirror.  Her blond hair flowed down over her shoulders, accented by the low cut of her white peasant blouse. Georgia stepped into high, patent leather heels. Her goal was for her client not to recognize her, and she was sure that it would do the trick.

The petite blonde then grabbed her invitation and purse and headed out of the house.  The drive was only about fifteen minutes, and soon she was pulling into a parking lot of a fancy building.  She parked the car.  When Georgia got out, she started to have second thoughts.  She felt like she was dressed sluttier than she would ever picture herself dressing.  She didn’t know anybody – and even if she did, she wouldn’t know who was who. Still, it was too late to turn back now.  There were hundreds of cars in the parking lot.  She headed up to the door, where she was greeted by two guards.  She smiled and handed them her invite, while they held the door open for her.  There was something exciting about the anonymity she felt as she walked into the ballroom.  Music was loudly playing as she surveyed the large room.  Couples were dancing and enjoying the company of their companions.  She felt a heaviness in her heart, knowing that she didn’t have that type of a connection with someone.

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

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

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

“Thank you!  Yours is nice, too.” 

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

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

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

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

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

“Excuse me?” He laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ever.” She replied, finishing his statement.

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, me too – what a coincidence.”

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

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

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

“I don’t want to go either,” she answered back.  Their eyes locked with one another’s and then he pulled away and went to the door.  He shut the door behind him.  She couldn’t believe she was considering having sex with a stranger, and a masked one at that.  Actually, she was past considering it.  It was definitely about to happen.  He wrapped his hand around her neck, pulling her head toward his.   They kissed, only this time it was filled with a heated passion and a longing hunger for each other.  His tongue danced with hers, as they enthusiastically tasted each other.  Her hand touched his elbow, being drawn into the kiss.  For a split second, her head spun. She saw fireworks, feeling like she was in the middle of a romance novel.

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

“I want to taste you, too,”  she agreed. 

They looked around the room, but there wasn’t really a great place to lay.  So, they each lowered themselves to the hard linoleum.  He laid down and she climbed on top of him.  Her pussy hovered above his masked face and his delicious cock was in front of hers.  She lowered her lips, covering the full head of his cock and began to soothingly suck.  His mouth covered her pussy, then his tongue slid over her hard clit.  He gently massaged her nub, between his mouth.  She groaned, going further down and feeling his cock touching the back of her throat. Georgia tried hard not to gag on his lengthy member.

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

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

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

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

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

She just nodded her understanding.  “That’s okay.  I’m on the pill.”

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

He began to seductively ride on top of her.  She wrapped her arm around him, pressing him into her breasts.  “Ah…ah…ah…” he whimpered, as his slow and tedious moves turned into a strong, animalistic punishment.  “Yes…yes…oh God yes…” he moaned, latching onto her lips and sucking them, while his cock remained pounding inside her.

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

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

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

***

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Georgia smiled to herself.  She felt good hearing him say that.  “What’s her name?” She asked.

“I don’t know,” he replied.  

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

“What did she look like?” Georgia continued, wondering what kind of woman had finally snared her brother.

“Not exactly sure!”

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

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

Her jaw dropped to the floor.  It couldn’t be.

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

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

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

She couldn’t bring herself to say anything.  Georgia just shook her head.

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

“Thanks, Mike.  Now, if you’ll excuse me…I need to get back to my work.”  He nodded, “Goodbye,” she called, while he walked into the door.

She fell down into her chair, unable to breathe as the realization hit her.  She fucked Mike…and she liked it.

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She slowly nodded.  “I didn’t know what to say.  I didn’t know it was you, but I felt the same things that you did.”

“It felt so right to be together,” he whispered softly, almost disappointed at what he’d discovered. 

“And it is so wrong,”  Georgia said, her mind settled on that fact, but her body wanting to disagree.

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

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

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

He silently reaching for her top and lifting it above her head.  His warm mouth went down to her cleavage and he massaged her breasts with his tongue.  Georgia, as if in a trance, lifted her hands to unclasp her bra for her stepbrother. His teeth nibbled on her nipples, circling his tongue around the swollen peaks.

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

She pulled her hands away, just long enough to lower her own pants and pink panties.  He broke his attention from ravishing her breasts, to stare at her pussy.  She grabbed his hand and pulled him down the hallway towards her bedroom.  As they moved to the room, she lifted his shirt over his head.  When she got to the bed, she pushed him down, then straddled his cock.  She lowered herself on top of him.

Their lips met, as she bucked her hips against him.  “Ugh...ugh...ugh…” she groaned.  Her hips bounced hard against him as his groans intensified.  “Oh God...yes...yes...ugh…” an orgasm ripped through her body, when her cum gushed out of her.  “Yes…” she threw back her head in the heat of the moment.  

“Oh, God - Georgia…” he moaned, through the gyration of their hips.  His cock pounded inside her again and again. He finally released his seed into her.

She lowered her lips to his and bit tenderly along the edges of his lips.  She couldn’t believe they had waited this long to make this unbelievable physical connection. If it wasn’t for the masquerade ball…

She slumped against him and she cuddled into the crook of his shoulder.  She wanted to say something, but nothing seemed appropriate. Perhaps this was one of those times when saying nothing was better.

Read on for your next twisted tale of Household Secrets…Enticed by My Stepsister…

Buck or ‘Bucky’, as he was affectionately referred to by his family, was not at all in the mood to pick up Jane. No sir, not in the slightest. His twenty year old step sister had been a pain in his ass since the day their parents got married and she showed no signs of slowing down now she was in college.

It had been 2.30 AM when he’d gotten a call from the police station saying that Jane had been picked up for being drunk and disorderly. Their parents were out of town and so Buck got tasked with the oh-so-enjoyable evening of coming to collect her.

Bleary eyed and over tired he had been force to leave his incredibly pissed off girlfriend back at the apartment. Daisy wasn’t exactly a fan of his little sister; she thought that at twenty-four Buck still did way too much running around for his family. She didn’t get it, family wasn’t important to her, but for ‘Bucky’ it was everything.

“Good evening officer,” Buck yawned as he entered the station. “I believe you have someone for me.”

“You Bucky?” a gruff officer behind the desk grunted at him, putting down a cup of coffee.

“Buck.” Buck corrected him.

“Yeah whatever. She’s been asking for you.” The officer informed him, pulling out his keys and gesturing for Buck to follow him into the back, where the cells were.

“Bucky!” Jane squealed when she saw him enter. She ran to the bars and reached out to touch him, desperately trying to grab his clothes and pull him into an awkward hug.

Buck patted her on the head, uncomfortable.

“Hey sis.” He responded, conscious that the officer was eyeballing them judgementally. Why did Jane have to be so goddamn touchy feely all the time?

It reminded him of when they were kids, the way Jane would always want to snuggle up to him when they were sitting on the couch, or the way she insisted on sitting on his lap when they surfed the Internet or even how she’d often crawled into his bed in the middle of the night.

She had claimed she was frightened but Buck had never seen that girl afraid of a damn thing. She just liked being close to him. When they were younger it hadn’t been so bad, it was pretty cute really. But then Becky had started… developing and suddenly Buck didn’t think he ought to be so close to her anymore. 

Avoiding her touch had been hard, much harder than it should have been. Buck couldn’t help but notice the way Jane blossomed from an awkward young girl into a sexy young woman, with eyes that could stare down a tiger and a mouth that was just made for sin. Jane became Buck’s own private hell.

She’d started going out with boys when she was sixteen and Buck had always found a reason to hate anyone that she brought home with her. Though, to be fair, Jane had always been utterly rude to his girlfriends in return.

Once Buck had been forced to drag one of Jane’s boyfriend out of the house by the scruff of his neck when he caught the guy grinding on her out by the pool. He’d gotten furious at Jane back then, asked her what the hell she was doing, told her off for acting so damn easy, really shook her up.

It hadn’t done much good, he reflected. Otherwise incidents like tonight wouldn’t be so commonplace.

“Let’s get you home huh?” he ruffled her hair lightly through the bars and she pouted at him. Those lips.

“Thanks for coming to get me Bucky Wucky,” Jane emphasized the last two words, dragging them out just to irritate him.

“No problem.” Buck replied tersely. His little sister stank of alcohol and cigarettes, her lipstick was smeared and her dress was hiked up way too high for his liking.

“You obviously had a good night.” It was a statement and it was accusatory.

“I had the beeeeest night! Oh my God, you wouldn’t believe it. Hannah met this dumb science kid at the bar and had him buying us drinks all night, but then she, get this: She went home with him! Isn’t that just the weirdest?” Jane was in hysterical fits of laughter, evidently amused at her friend’s poor taste in men for the evening.

“And I suppose you did better for yourself did you?” Buck asked, sounding tense.

Jane turned slightly in the passenger seat to face him, placed her hand on his leg and smiled, though there was something other than mirth in her eyes.

“Bucky, I always do better.”

“Glad to hear it.” Buck told her, before shutting up for the next four miles. They were a long way out but they drove in silence for a while before Jane started shivering.

“I’ve got the heat turned all the way up. There’s a jacket of mine in the back if you want it.” Buck told her, keeping his eyes on the road in front of him and not glancing at his sister’s very visible black lace panties. He had a feeling she wanted him to see.

“Aww! Bucky! Thank you!” Jane grabbed the jacket and pulled it around herself.

“Does it suit me?” she giggled, pulling a ridiculous face as she did so and then pouting, blowing a kiss in his direction.

The jacket was so oversized that it made Jane look as though she might be naked underneath it. Buck swallowed uncomfortably.

“Sure.”

He wasn’t going to lie to her.

Jane studied Buck for a minute, in her drunken haze she seemed to be weighing up the options of something in her mind.

“Buck,” she began, quite seriously, “Do you think I’m sexy?”

Buck balked.

“What?” He demanded.

“I said, do you think I’m sexy?” Jane repeated, her green eyes staring at him intensely.

“Jane, I’m your brother! I can’t answer that. What is wrong with you?” he asked her, sounding both anxious and irritated.

“Oh okay, sure. I’m the one who’s broken.” Jane seemed less sprightly now also, but she continued.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me.” She accused him.

Buck’s face flushed in the dimly lit cabin of his truck.

“I don’t look at you like anything.” He told her.

Jane laughed softly to herself.

“Okay, deny it if you like, but we both know you think about me like that. Ever since I first started growing tits, you’ve noticed me.” She whispered this like she was stating a simple fact, but with just a hint of something else… her allure.

Buck was growing quite nervous and was left searching for the words to deny it.

“I… uh…” he stammered.

Jane interrupted him.

“Just stop lying, because you know what? It’s okay. I think about you too.” She leant over to whisper this in his ear and despite his best intentions, Buck felt his dick twinge slightly.

“Every time I’m lying in bed with some drunken idiot pumping in to me, I imagine that he’s you. Every dick I’ve ever sucked has been yours. I lost my virginity in your bed, while you were away at camp. It’s all been you… the dresses I wore hoping you would notice, the underwear that ‘accidentally’ got caught up in your laundry, the nights I slept in your bed even though I was far too old to be having nightmares… You never did anything!” Jane whined the last bit as though it both devastated and agonised her to think of all the time and effort she had put into seducing someone who never even noticed.

Buck was dumbstruck.

All of it, every little thing that had made him so damn jealous, had been for him all along? It was insane! His little sister had practically been tricking him into having those thoughts about her, the entire time.

“Jane. You’re drunk as all hell. You don’t mean what you’re saying and you should probably stop talking.” He told her firmly. He needed her to shut up; he couldn’t listen to any of this. It didn’t matter whether she shared his feelings or not, because they were related and that was that.

“I’ve had time to sober up,” she reminded him, “But I just thought you should know… I cum thinking about you.”

Buck pulled over to the side of the road sharply and slammed the brakes.

“STOP! Stop talking like this. What the hell is wrong with you? You’re my little sister.” He shouted at her, taking the keys out of the ignition and opening the car door.

“Only by marriage.” She replied, locking eyes with him, as if she were daring him to argue further.

“You need some air.” Buck decided, getting out of the car and going around to the passenger side to let Jane out.

Begrudgingly, Jane dragged herself from the car and leaned against the hood. Buck stood next to her, trying to collect his thoughts. This was beyond crazy and the last thing he had expected for his trouble in coming out here.

Jane stood next to him, lost in her own thoughts. After a minute or two he noticed that Jane was stroking the inside of her thigh, her head tilted back and eyes closed. Buck didn’t say anything, only watched her quietly as her fingers crept further and further up her leg and under her dress.

He really ought to look away, but her long fingernails seemed to beckon his eyes towards them and her smooth, tanned skin looked as though it was shining in the moonlight. How could he resist?

Jane moaned softly, stroking her pussy through her panties and glancing over to make sure Buck was watching. She smiled to herself when she realised that he was left awestruck by her little performance.

“Don’t you want to watch?” she purred.

Buck couldn’t deny it, at least not to himself, but he could to her.

“No. Stop that and get back in the car.” He told her.

“Not until I’m finished.” Jane responded defiantly, pulling herself onto the bonnet and spreading her legs a little wider, exposing her underwear completely. It was virtually see through and Buck could see that his little sister had taken excellent care of her intimate area, it was smooth and hairless and oh, so appealing.

His dick was hard, but Buck turned away, closing his eyes tightly.

Jane wasn’t deterred.

“Fine. I’ll just give you a running commentary… I’m stroking my pussy Buck. I’m imagining that it’s your tongue running all over the outside and giving me little shivers of pleasure. Now I’m fondling my breasts, I’m pinching one of the nipples wishing it was your teeth I feel on it instead. I’m heading back to my pussy now Bucky. I want you inside me, but all I have are this itty, bitty little fingers. Do you think three will be enough? No, your cock is larger than that, isn’t it big brother?  I’d better use four.”

She started moaning loudly until Buck couldn’t take it anymore and swung around wildly to face her. She was propped up on his hood, bare cunt to the world, with four fingers pumping slowly in and out of her wet hole.

That was when he lost it.

Buck strode forward and grabbed her violently; she wrapped her legs around him and stated kissing his face. He felt disgusting, but he gave in and started kissing her back. She tasted like apple vodka and sugar. His little sister’s tongue felt like the kiss of angels or demons, he couldn’t decide which. His dick was rock hard and her hand searched for it desperately underneath his jeans, her blonde hair falling in her face and getting between their mouths.

Sweet Jesus, fuck.

Jane wrapped her eager little hand around Buck’s dick and started stroking, though there was no need as he was already full erect.

“Oh wow!” she gasped, “You’re bigger than I thought. I mean, seeing it flaccid really doesn’t give you a proper taste does it?”

“I’ll show you a proper taste,” Buck growled, moving his head to between her thighs. He dove into her pussy hungrily, licking up all her sweet juices and letting them saturate his face. He flicked his tongue all over her engorged clit, amused by her moans and the bucking of her hips, then he inserted three of his fingers into her cunt and started pumping.

Jane shivered, but pushed him away.

“No. I’ve waited too long. I want to come while you’re inside me.”

Buck pulled her from the bonnet and turned her around so that her hands were flat on the car and he had a prime view of her peach of an ass.

“Lean forward,” he instructed his little sister.

She bent over, allowing Buck full access to her cunt. He rammed it in, grunting loudly with the first couple of thrusts and then moaning more gently once he found a comfortable rhythm. Jane’s cunt was so tight that it felt like she was trying to pull Buck’s dick off. She started groaning loudly herself and begging him.

“Fuck yes! Just like that. Ride me like that brother. I want you to make me cum. I want you to cum for me, cum inside me. Make me yours Bucky.”

Buck started thrusting harder and faster and Jane screamed in ecstasy as his powerful orgasm came in time with her own quaking climax. He held her close by the waist, heaving with adrenaline and fatigue.

“That’s never happened before, at the same time I mean.” Jane told him. “This was meant to be.”

Buck went home shaken but vibrantly alive and fully awake. It was 5am now, almost time to get ready for work, so instead of crawling guiltily back into bed with his sleeping girlfriend he climbed into the shower.

The steam felt good for his addled brain, like it was wafting in through his ears and scouring it clean. What had he just done? It was completely irresponsible and even sick by any conventional standard! He wasn’t going to be able to concentrate at work today that was for sure.

Buck sat in his cubicle playing idly with his ballpoint pen, tapping it on the notepad in front of him and staring at his computer without really seeing it. What he was really seeing were the flashbacks from earlier that morning, Jane’s cherry of a mouth, her heaving breasts, her soft, hairless pussy. If he didn’t stop he was going to get hard again, so he tried opening a few documents on his computer and reading them over.

He was distracted moments later by an urgent text from his father telling him to stop by the house immediately after work. His father and Jane’s mother hadn’t been due back for two more days. Something big must have happened… Shit! What if Jane had said something?

No, no. Buck calmed himself down. Jane might be crazy, but not that kind of crazy surely. She couldn’t possibly be planning on bragging about this, could she? Besides, hopefully Jane had actually gotten up and taken her classes this morning. Between those and the inevitable hangover she wouldn’t have found time to check in with their parents.

Buck tried to go about his day as normal.

By the time he pulled up at his father’s house he had almost composed himself. Jane wasn’t going to say anything, Buck was going to talk to her and make sure of that. This conversation his father seemed to be desperate to have must be about something else.

He saw that Tim’s car was already in the driveway, Jane’s older brother and his step sibling, who was twenty-eight and even more protective of Jane than Buck had been. In fact, Tim had seemed to make a point of protecting Jane even from Buck and had always been weary of what he perceived as Buck’s intrusion into their sibling dynamics. Buck realised now that maybe Tim had pretty good reasons for not trusting him.

“Good to see you man!” he smiled at Tim, going in for a hug and receiving an awkward handshake instead. Fair enough maybe, but given that Tim was the last person who could possibly know about last night, it was kind of a dick move.  Buck pretended not to be phased and took a seat beside Tim on the couch.

“Any idea what this is about?” Buck asked him.

“Not a clue, Mum said to meet her here. Jane is in the kitchen helping get dinner ready.” Tim replied coolly, he wasn’t big on conversation, at least not with Buck.

Just then Buck’s father walked in from the patio.

“Bucky!” he cried warmly, embracing his son in a tight hug.

“Hey Dad,” Buck smiled, “It’s good to see you.”

“It’s good to see you too my boy! How have you been? What have you been up to?”

Just fucking my little sister Dad.

“Not much. Work is solid. They’re pretty happy with my performance. I think they’re going to promote me next month.” Buck tried to keep his father’s eye contact but he couldn’t shake the feeling that his expression was some kind of a give-away.

“That’s great news Buck! And how is Melissa?” his father had always been fond of Buck’s girlfriend. Melissa was attractive and bright and dedicated, Buck felt like a total asshole just thinking about her.

“Yeah, she’s fine Dad” Buck replied. “Hey, so why did you guys come home early?”

Before he could answer, Tim and Jane’s mother emerged from the kitchen. Buck’s step-mother was a very attractive older woman; Jane was the spitting image of her in all but eye colour. Where Jane’s eyes were green her mother had penetratingly dark eyes of brown. Buck had never been able to shake the idea that she knew everything when they were growing up, any little secret the kids ever tried to hide. He hoped she didn’t still have that ability now.

“Dinner is being served. Take a seat in the dining room please.” She instructed the three men.

They followed her into the dining room and took a seat at the antique table. Buck’s father sat at one end, Tim and Jane’s mother at the other, with Tim to her left and Jane to her right. Buck took a seat next to Tim to avoid Jane’s touch and Tim’s eyes.

Dinner was roast beef and red wine, Buck couldn’t deny that his step mother was a wonderful cook and he found himself wondering whether Jane had inherited her skill. He didn’t remember her ever cooking as they grew up, but that didn’t mean she hadn’t learned since he’d moved out.

“So, what’s the occasion guys?” Buck queried but found no answer.

“We’ll talk after dinner. Let’s just enjoy the meal first.” His father said, with a note of sadness in his voice.

“How has everyone been doing?” his stepmother asked, somewhat more brightly.

“Good,” replied Tim with an air of confidence, or maybe just bragging. “Work has been fantastic, I’ve brought in some major clients lately and the firm is impressed. They think I’ll make partner in no time, maybe the youngest in fifteen years.”

“Very good Tim!” his mother exclaimed, beaming at her son. Buck thought she looked almost teary eyed, which was strange since Tim had been impressing them all with his legal prowess and corresponding arrogance for years now.

“And what about you Jane?” Buck’s father asked her directly, trying to drag her out of her residual hangover to join the conversation.

“I met someone.” Jane blurted out boldly.

Buck looked over at her, shocked, “Who?” he demanded.

Jane smiled her seductress’ smile and Buck suddenly felt even more uncomfortable than he already had. He didn’t think he liked where this was going.

“He’s really great. He’s tall and dark and handsome. Works in accounting just like you Buck. He’s a little bit older than me, which is just fantastic because we have so much to talk about. It’s like we’ve known each other for years. I just feel, safe around him you know? His name is Chuck.”

Buck glared at his little sister, fully aware that she had just described him in uncanny detail.

“Is that so?” he asked icily. “I can’t wait to meet him.”

“I can’t wait to show him off to everybody.” Jane replied, locking eyes with Buck.

While Buck might have caught Jane’s meaning the rest of the family completely missed it, even Tim, thank God. They continued eating and making small talk all through dessert, until his father cleared away all their dishes and moved his chair to sit next to his wife. He was holding her hand and the two of them were suddenly very serious and seemed quiet.

“So we wanted you boys here so that we could talk to you all at once.” their father began.

“Yes,” their mother agreed, “You see there’s a reason we came home a few days early from our

trip.” She sighed audibly and paused, searching for the right way to put it. Her husband put a hand on her shoulder encouragingly and she continued.

“On Monday night I had a seizure while we were staying in the hotel. I collapsed and I was taken to hospital. They did some scans…” both of their parents’ eyes were welling up now, “I have a brain tumour. They aren’t sure whether or not it’s treatable.”

The children were stunned into silence for a moment, watching their father embrace their mother as they sobbed silently together. After a moment they both composed themselves and their father wiped away their mother’s tears gently, kissing her on the forehead.

“What are you saying?” Tim spoke first.

“Mum, what do you mean?” Buck seconded him.

“I mean, they need to run some more tests.” She replied solemnly.

“That’s why we came home right away,” their father explained. “We’re going to get her the best possible care from the best specialists in the best hospitals. We are going to beat this thing!” He was trying to sound confident but his adult children picked up on the grim tone in his voice.

Jane was painfully quiet, apparently stunned and overwhelmed by this information.

Buck couldn’t blame her. This news was huge and his parents didn’t sound very hopeful, he couldn’t help but wonder whether his step-mother really had a fighting chance or not. He couldn’t imagine what they would do to Jane, what she must be feeling right now. Buck did love his step-mother, Rose had always treated him exactly like a son, much to Tim’s irritation, but that was nothing compared to the bond that she shared with Jane.

Jane and her mother were best friends, always shopping together and hanging out, grabbing lunch and going to movies. They were even closer than Buck was to his dad and Buck’s dad was his hero. This news was bound to be tearing Jane apart, so despite his reluctance, Buck put one arm around her. This seemed to wake Jane up all of a sudden.

“I need to go to my room. I just need a minute.” she informed her family, walking away as if she were in some kind of a trance.

“I’ll go talk to her.” Buck offered without thinking. His instinct was to be close to Jane, whether that was a good idea or not. He felt as though he needed to comfort her.

Tim’s eyes narrowed at Buck for a moment but at the same time his mother burst out in tears and he hurried to embrace her. 
 

“It’s going to be okay Mum. Everything is going to be fine okay? I have connections, I’ll help you find the best doctor in the city and I’ll get time off to take you to appointments if Dad can’t make it. How does that sound?” he reassured her, his own eyes glistening now too.

Tim could be a prick, but he loved his mother and sister.

Buck knocked on Jane’s bedroom door `tentatively and opened it just a crack.

“Can I come in?” he asked her.

“Of course you can Bucky.” Jane sniffled slightly, sitting up on her bed hugging a huge teddy bear he had bought for her eighteenth birthday.

“Are you okay?” Buck asked, taking a seat next to her on the bed and playing with the teddy bear’s enormous fluffy foot.

“I don’t know. I don’t know how to feel… Was it rude of me to walk out like that?” she seemed more lost than Buck had ever seen her, so he pulled her into a tight hug and sighed.

“Everyone handles this kind of thing in their own way Janey. You did what you had to, I’m sure Mum understands.” He tried to reassure her.

Holding Jane after last night was such a confliction. He knew that he needed to comfort her, in fact, he needed the comfort too, but it raised a whole bunch of confusing feelings and sensations that he just didn’t have the capacity to deal with right now. He just wanted to feel close to his sister.

So he didn’t pull away when she kissed him.

He kissed her back, more gently than last time, the smooth surface of his tongue tangling with hers, creating a sensual rhythm. Jane whimpered and started trying to shed her clothes, wanting to speed things up. Buck paused.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked.

Jane nodded.

“Then I want to slow it down.” Buck kissed her on the mouth and started lifting her shirt slowly, kissing her glorious tummy and tits as her gently pulled her shirt over her head.

“You are so beautiful.” He told her. “That’s why I just can’t help myself.”

Jane blushed, more shy now that she was sober and vulnerable.

“I love you Buck.” She whispered, half in tears. “I’m so confused but I love you.”

“I love you too.” He replied truthfully.

He peeled down the edge of her panties slowly, kissing her pubic mound, breathing on her sweet, pink pussy. As he made contact, the taboo didn’t matter anymore. Jane’s pussy was heaven and for her, the velvet strokes of her older brother’s tongue allowed her to get away, just for a moment.

The time he was going to make her cum on his mouth.

He kissed her clitoris passionately, taking thrill at her soft, angel like moans. He traced tiny circles around it, caressing her inner thigh with his hand as he did so. Her warm wetness covered his face and he tasted her, so fresh and delicious. Eating Melissa had never been like this for him, never such an inflammation of his desire. He just felt so at home, with his face buried in Jane’s beautiful cunt.

Her orgasm was quiet, but intense, rocking her whole body into Buck’s face so that he was saturated in her juices. She lay breathless, her eyes closed as he kissed her, allowing her to taste herself all over his tongue.

“Don’t you taste amazing?” he asked her.

“I want to know how you taste.” She replied, eyes sad but desperate for something.

She rolled over so that she was straddling the top of him and took off his pants and underwear. Her eyes took in his erect cock hungrily, burning with desire. Her gorgeous little mouth kissed his uncut head gently and then she took his length in her mouth and sucked on it as if it were the most glorious lollypop.

Buck couldn’t believe his little sister was so good at giving head, if he hadn’t been so blown away by her skills, he might have had time to be jealous wondering where she had learned them.

“Oh, Janey. That’s it baby, that’s how I want you to suck me little girl. You’re so fucking beautiful, so fucking sexy with my dick in your mouth like that.” He groaned, trying to keep the noise down, still conscious of where they were exactly.

Buck was getting too close to cumming, so he lifted Jane’s head gently and told her to lay down. Sprawled out on the bed the way she was, Jane could have been a goddess. Buck was one lucky son of a bitch.

He grabbed the teddy and propped it up under Jane’s buttocks, positioning her hips on a more comfortable angle as he slid his length inside her. Jane gasped and grabbed his shoulder’s hard.

“Oh Bucky,” she half sobbed, “Oh God, yes! I need you to make love to me. I need my big brother to make love to me. I need you right now.”

Buck kissed her neck and chest as he thrust, gently but deeply into her dripping cunt. Again, he was shocked at Jane’s tightness and control, which was almost tantric in nature. With Jane beneath him, naked and moaning in pleasure, the rest of the world didn’t exist. He had fought his desire, even denied it outright, for so long that this experience felt like the most significant moment of his entire life. God Bless the day his father had decided to marry Jane’s mother.

Buck gave a few more deep thrusts, before he came inside Jane and stopped to rest, his dick still inside of her as they kissed and held one another. They didn’t want to leave, but they didn’t have a lot of time before they would be expected to make an appearance downstairs.

As the two of them cleaned up and got dressed, Jane smiled at Buck.

“Are you glad you came to pick me up last night?” she asked him.

Buck kissed her on the forehead. “Yes. I am.”

Jane smiled again and closed her eyes, but when she opened them she was serious.

“What are we going to do now?”

Buck didn’t know what they should do now. It didn’t matter how right this felt to the two of them, it didn’t change the fact that they were step siblings and that most people would never understand their relationship. They might even lose their family if they came out about it. No, they couldn’t tell anyone, especially not now when Rose was sick.

He took Jane’s hand.

“We can’t tell anyone.” He said sadly.

Jane looked disappointed, but it was the answer she had expected.

“I know.” She whispered.

“Right now, we need to go downstairs and talk to Mum and Dad about her diagnosis. Let me handle everything for a little while okay?” Buck reassured her, trying to take control of a somewhat uncontrollable situation.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door.

“What’s going on in here?” Tim asked, opening the door before the two of them could answer.

Jane burst into tears before Tim could notice the unmade bed or her messy hair and makeup. Tim moved to comfort his sister, holding her tightly while Buck exited the room. He could hear Tim telling her that everything was going to be fine, and he breathed a sigh of relief that Tim hadn’t come up a moment earlier.

His father was seated in the lounge room now, his wife sitting on his lap.

“Is Jane alright?” her mother asked worriedly.

“She’s okay now. She was doing better by the time I was done with her and Tim’s in there now.” Buck told her.

“You’ve been such a good brother to her Bucky.” Rose said tearfully, smiling at him. “I know I can rely on you and Tim to take care of her if… if things don’t turn out the way they want.”

Buck was torn between feeling proud and guilty at Rose’s comment.

He arrived home at the apartment exhausted to find Melissa waiting for him.

“How were your parents?” she asked him as he walked through the door. “What did they need to discuss with all of you?”

“Rose has a brain tumor.” He told her flatly.

“Oh my God! Buck, that’s awful. Are you okay?” Melissa rushed over to hug him, concerned, but he stepped away.

“Look Melissa, I need some time to think okay.” He told her, sitting down in an armchair.

Melissa looked hurt and confused, but she nodded.

“Okay, sure, I understand. You need to process this. It’s a huge deal. I’ll go fix you a drink.”

“No, Melissa, you don’t understand. I can’t do this right now okay? I think you need to leave for a while. I don’t know when I’ll be ready to make things work but I’m not going to have time any time soon. I need to be there for my family.” Buck snapped at Melissa.

He knew it wasn’t fair, but he also knew it was the right thing to do, at least insofar as it was possible for him to do this right thing in this situation. Melissa had been a good girlfriend and he did love her, but not even close to the way he loved Jane. He needed to break up with Melissa if this thing with Jane was going to continue, which it was and there wasn’t an easy way to do that. He couldn’t just come out and say, ‘Sorry, I’m in love with my little sister and I just don’t think you can compete with that.’

No, this was the only way. 

Melissa was in tears, “But Buck, I want to help you.” she trembled.

“Right now, you can help me by giving me some space.” Buck told her.

He helped her pack her things silently, Melissa hadn’t officially lived with him but she spent almost no time at home and had kept a lot of her things in his apartment. The girl was clearly devastated but Buck steeled himself and thought about Janey. If this is what it took to be with her then so be it.      He might not be able to go public with his little sister, but he could at least stop seeing other people, it wasn’t fair to anybody. He knew that Jane would do the same for him.

He called Jane after Melissa left, as he was lying in bed in his underwear, she sounded sleepy.

“What’s up Bucky,” she yawned over the phone.

“I just broke up with Melissa.” He informed her.

Jane sat up, her voice suddenly urgent.

“Why?” she demanded.

“Because I’m in love with you silly.” He teased her gently.

“You shouldn’t have done that Buck.” Jane said gravely.

“It’s okay. She’s not going to find out about us. She thinks I broke up with her to spend more time with the family because of Rose’s cancer. I mean, it’s not totally a lie is it?” Buck was confused by Jane’s reaction. She should have been happy!

“Buck. I have a boyfriend.” Jane’s response floored him.

“What?” He demanded.

“I said I have a boyfriend.” She repeated.

“But the other night, I thought you picked up.” Buck was growing more agitated by the second.

“Yeah… and then I slept with you. I never said I was faithful to him.” Jane’s reply was callous at best.

“You told me that you love me.” Buck cried over the phone.

“Yeah Buck, like a brother. I always have. You know that.” Jane sounded as though she was explaining something very simple to someone very stupid. Buck didn’t like it one bit.

“But you had sex with me! Twice!” he shouted.

“Yeah, well I never said you were my actual brother, obviously. Just that I love you that way. I mean, we have great chemistry obviously but we couldn’t ever have a future together.” She stated bluntly.

“Then what was I? Just some fantasy to cross off your to do list?” Buck demanded.

“More or less,” she admitted. “Don’t get pissy. We can still fuck some other time, maybe, when Mum starts feeling better. I’m going to say goodnight to her now. Goodnight Bucky.”

She hung up the phone, leaving Buck speechless on the other end.
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“You may now kiss the bride.” Mia watched as her mother and stepfather kissed one another. She was less than pleased when she found out that her mother was getting remarried. She liked having the house to just the two of them. At twelve, what else would she have wanted?

When she turned around, her mother’s smile was proof of her happiness. Mia didn’t know why that couldn’t be enough for her. She followed them down the aisle. When she reached the end, Mia felt her feet fly out from underneath her and she went flying to the ground. She turned around and looked up into the face of her now stepbrother, James. She glared at him. That was exactly why she couldn’t be happy for her mom. “Sorry, sis.” James, just two years older than herself but considerably more immature,  was pleased with himself that he had gotten a rise out of her and all of the guests. Snickers and giggling were all around the church.

It wasn’t the first time he humiliated her and she knew it wouldn’t be the last. She stood up and straightened her coral colored dress. She glanced back to him and saw that he was standing with a group of friends, dutifully ignoring her. She shook her head; she would never be older than him, but she couldn’t wait for the day that she could stand up for herself.

Mia opened her eyes, groaning.  She had hoped nightmares about her stepbrother would finally be behind her when she picked up and moved herself to a different city. She will never forget that wedding day when their parents tied the knot.  He never really acted like the big brother. He always teased her and sought out new ways to embarrass her. That was ten years ago when they were forced together. Two families joining into one dinky house. When he went off to college, she was thankful, not disappointed. Then one day he came home and said that he was getting married. She always wondered what kind of crazy woman would choose to marry him.

She rolled onto her side and stared at the alarm clock, 6:45. She sighed. It was time to get up and go to work in the New York City department store, working as a window dresser. She enjoyed the job, but not when she had to get up so early. She rolled out of bed and got ready for the day, picking out her clothes, jumping into a shower, and getting dressed.

She then quickly grabbed herself a protein bar and headed out of the apartment. She could take the shortcut and be to her job in only ten minutes. She hummed along to the song that was playing on the radio, absentmindedly pulled into the parking lot, and got out of the car. As she went through the back way of the store, she nodded to fellow employees, said her casual hellos, and walked around the back to where she would put down her belongings.

A fellow employee, Kate, was still in the room. “Hey!” she cheerfully spoke.

“Hey,” Mia replied, putting her purse in the small locker.

“Did you hear?” Kate asked.

“Hear what?” Mia replied back, not fully making eye contact.

“Driscoll’s Department Store is getting a new financial advisor. I hear he’s absolutely gorgeous.” Her eyes were bright.

“Who cares if they are getting a new financial advisor? What doesn’t that mean for us?” Mia asked, unimpressed.

“Well, it could mean they have to cut our pay.” Kate spoke matter-of-factly.

That got Mia’s attention. She couldn’t get by on less pay than what she already was. She slammed the locker door. “Then, I guess I’ll be looking for another job.”

Kate frowned, “Maybe it won’t come to that.” Her voice went back to being hopeful.

Mia shook her head, “I hope not. I’m gonna go out. See ya around!” She left the room and headed back out to the sales floor.

“Good morning, Mia!” George Driscoll spoke. She loved how it was a family owned business, but if they were going to douse everyone’s pay then what did it really matter? There were other jobs…

“Good morning,” she mumbled.

“Staff meeting at 9:00.” Her boss replied, then left her to go do some daily jobs.

She looked at her watch. She had forty-five minutes until she needed to be back in for the meeting. She went into the storage room and looked around for her supplies. She grabbed some of the new fashions and then headed through the side door, leading into the window. She glanced outside.  She sometimes found it peaceful, just to be in her own little world, putting together mannequins and drowning out what was going on inside.

Another thing that could happen in that window is one could lose track of time. As she was undressing the mannequin and putting various other clothes on her, she just relaxed, blocking out the world and what was happening outside. She glanced at her watch and saw she had five minutes until she had the meeting. She quickly grabbed the stuff and started to head back to the room. When Mia looked outside, her eyes landed on him. He was staring back at her. “Am I seeing this?” she asked herself.

Then, after several minutes of standing there, staring towards the outside, he was gone. She shook her head, knowing that it had to be a dream. Her stepbrother was over one thousand miles from New York City.

***

Mia hurried into the boardroom and took a seat, just as George Driscoll came into the room.

“Hello, everyone. The reason I called this meeting is, I wanted to let everyone know that the rumors are true. We did hire a new financial advisor to take over our assets.”

She looked around the room as questions started to fly. “Will we lose money? What does this mean for us? Why did you do that?” among other questions were the ones most asked.

“Right now, I don’t foresee pay getting decreased.” She breathed a soft sigh of relief. “Yet, changes will probably happen. It doesn’t have to be a bad thing. Change can be good!”

“Yeah right!” People started saying.

“The point is…we’re going to make sure that not everything changes. We’re still the owners, my brother and myself. I promise you that there will be detailed meetings at all times, so that you all can stay connected.” He paused, looking around the room. With that being said, I would like to introduce you to the man that will be taking over. He comes from Louisiana and works at a top notch accounting firm.” She perked up when he mentioned Louisiana. She wondered where in Louisiana, given as that was her hometown. “James Farlow.”

Her jaw dropped when she saw her stepbrother walk through the office door. She couldn’t believe this was happening. He looked around the room and when he saw her, he gave a sheepish grin. “Good morning, everyone.” His eyes remained locked on hers.

“Good morning,” the office replied in unison. All but Mia…she was still in shock over the revelation. She had hoped it was only a mirage when she saw him standing outside the window. She just couldn’t believe it.

“Mr. Farlow…if you would please let everyone in on your vision,” George spoke.

He just smiled, finally tearing his eyes away from Mia. “Please, call me James.”

He then looked back out at the waiting stares and cleared his throat. He pulled out some pictures from his briefcase and began talking. Mia barely understood what he was saying. He explained some graphs, discussed profits and margins, and finished with a brief summary. “The point is, I’m not here to change what’s working. I’m here to make things better. If you have any questions, my office door will always be open. Thank you!”

A few people applauded while the rest just sat there. “You all may be dismissed,” her boss was saying. Mia was the first one out of the door.

She’d felt a sense of disgust when she saw him. She thought she was home free, however, when she reached the window she felt a hand touch her arm. She glanced behind her and glared at him. “What are you doing here?” she snapped.

“Come here!” he whispered, pulling her into the storage closet and shutting the door. She thought about making a run for it, but just remained standing there. “I promise you, I didn’t know you were working here.”

“Right!” she huffed, crossing her arms in front of her.

“It’s true, Mia. You haven’t talked to me in years and I’m still trying to figure out why you came to my wedding.”

She didn’t want to point out that her mom forced her. “If that’s true, then leave and don’t look back. We don’t need your help here.”

He laughed, “If George Driscoll felt that way, then he would have kicked me out.”

“This won’t work!” she spoke through her clenched teeth.

He threw up his hands. “Tell me why. We’re both adults here and if we can’t work in the same building, then there’s something really wrong.”

“You don’t even live here!” she argued. “How are you going to see Tiffany?”

He cocked his head and just snickered. “Duh…she came with me. You don’t own the monopoly to New York City. This IS a free country.”

There was nothing free about it, if she had to work with James. “You better stay out of my hair!” she warned, holding up her finger and pointing it at him.

He shook his head, “When are you going to just let it go? We are family and I want us to finally have a brother/sister relationship.”

“That’s never going to happen,” she laughed sarcastically.

“Fine! I’ll stay clear of you here, but go out to eat with me tonight.”

She stared at him. She knew he wasn’t that dumb. Obviously she wanted nothing to do with him. “Why?”

He shrugged, “I just would like to have dinner with my sister. Is that a crime?” She could have screamed. He wasn’t getting it. “Please!”

He was being so out of character. For starters, he never begged for anything, especially to her. “Fine…you get one meal…don’t ask me why...”

He looked pleased with himself. “Pick you up at 7:00?”

She wanted to say she would just meet him there, but she shrugged it off. “Whatever! Now, can I get back to work?”

He nodded, “Gladly!”

He left the stockroom. Mia grabbed the supplies and went back into the window. It was going to be the longest meal of her life. She just knew it.

***

He was right on time to pick her up. She didn’t muddle through on simple pleasantries. She wanted the evening to be over. She followed him to his car and he opened the door for her. Clearly he must’ve picked up some manners over the years. It was about time, she thought. Mia slid in and waited for him to get in the driver’s side. The ride to the restaurant was awkward. She didn’t even bother asking where they were going. She didn’t care. When they pulled into the parking lot of Rizzo’s, her favorite Italian restaurant, she turned to him. He met her gaze, “What?” he asked.

She shook her head, “Nothing.” It was like he had been stalking her, but that was silly. He had no reason to do that, she kept telling herself. She got out of the car, before he had the chance to open her door for her. She hung back, trying to comprehend why she even agreed to be there. They went into the restaurant and she saw that they were busy. At least she’d get a good meal out of this.

“Just two?” The hostess asked, as they reached the podium.

James nodded, “Please!”

As they walked to the booth, she wanted to point out that he never was nice enough to use his manners. However, she managed to bite her tongue and hold that inside.

“The waitress will be with you in just a moment.”

She sat down and finally took a long look at him. Married life did agree with him. He was smiling, something she rarely saw him do. He also appeared more toned than she recalled. “How have you been?” he asked, breaking the silence.

“Fine!” Mia simply replied, not asking him the same.

Her stepbrother laughed, answering the question she never asked. “Well, Married life has been everything I’ve ever hoped for. At least the past two years have been,” he ended with a chuckle. She nodded, then looked to the right of her. She wasn’t used to holding an easy conversation with him, and she wasn’t going to start. The waitress had reached their table, before another word was spoken. She ordered her usual of the spaghetti and meatballs and he ordered the same. She rolled her eyes and handed the menus back to the waitress. As they remained quiet, she wondered what the point of the little get together was. She casually glanced at him and he was staring at her. “You’re looking good, Sis.”

When he paid the compliment to her, things even got more bizarre. Her heart skipped a beat. He was handsome – no doubt about that. And he was being nice to her – certainly much nicer than she was being in return.  “Don’t call me that!” she snapped, not wanting admit to herself that she might be attracted to him. It had been a really long time since Mia had been out to dinner with a man, even her stepbrother, whom she had disliked for so many years. To be truthful, her dating life had never even taken off….Mia was still a virgin.

James looked like he had been slapped by her sharp reply, then he nodded his understanding. “Sorry!” She looked away from him, praying for the food to get there. It was nearly twenty minutes later  when she was able to breathe a sigh of relief. They thanked the waitress and began to eat. She couldn’t eat fast enough to get away from that situation. At one point, he reached across and touched her hand. She dropped her fork. “You might want to slow down or you’ll choke.”

“Like you care!” she rudely replied.

His eyes narrowed and he placed his fork down on the table. “Will you just stop it? I’m trying to make amends with you. I know that you think that I ruined your life, but…”

“You tortured me!” she spoke, staring into his eyes.

He nodded, “I know. If I could take it back, I would.”

“Well, you can’t,” she mumbled, turning back to her food and taking a bite.

“I can’t take it back, but I can do everything in my power to change the way things are. I know you haven’t seen me in a long time – I’ve changed over the past several years. I’ve grown up….a lot. Now that we’re working together…” he began.

“Why did you come here? You say that you didn’t know I worked there…fine, but you DID know that I moved to New York City. Why are you even here?”

His eyes fell to the table and she found herself anxious to hear the real reason. He finally shrugged, “Maybe I wanted to find a way back into your life. Would that be so bad?” He turned to her.

She took a drink of her water, trying to break the clog that was in her throat. “Do you think it’s possible?”

He slowly nodded, “I hope so.”

She didn’t know what to believe. After all the time that they didn’t get along, she couldn’t just willingly let him in. She needed some kind of sign that he had changed. “Let’s finish eating. Maybe someday I will find it in my heart to forgive you, but…I can’t do that right now. I’m not ready.”

“I understand,” he smiled, apparently satisfied with that. They finished eating their food and he paid for the meal. They walked out to the car and made the drive back to her place. As they drove, he began talking again. “I do want to tell you a few things…call it coming clean, or whatever you want to call it. I just feel that if we’re going to work on a sibling relationship, I need to have everything out there.”

She closed her eyes. She knew that she would discover something strange – there was definitely more to this whole situation. She just hadn’t anticipated hearing it at the moment. “Go on!” she spoke, glancing to her left. The moonlight was shining through his window and she could see his side profile.

“I did come to New York , because I wanted to see if we could repair the rift that I left in our brother/sister relationship, but there’s more.”

She nodded, “Not surprised. How did you find me at the department store?”

“That was some bizarre coincidence….perhaps fate,” he replied. She looked at him to see if she believed him. She surprised herself, when she did. “I saw you on the employee roster, after I had already accepted the job.”

“Oh…” she turned and looked out the window.

“The thing is…I think that I picked on you for a few reasons when we were growing up. The first one being that I was just a jerk of a big brother.” He laughed and she found herself smiling and nodding. However, there was more to it. The fact is, I was attracted to you, Mia.”

Mia turned and stared at him. He also turned his head slightly so that they were staring at one another. “You were what?”

“You know how they say that a boy picks on the girl he likes? Well, that was what I did.”

He pulled into a parking spot of the apartment complex, but she couldn’t move to get out. She was still processing the words. “What?” was the only thing she could manage.

“I guess it started when my dad proposed to your mom.”

“I was only twelve years old,” she replied.

“I know and I was fourteen, but my hormones were all over the place.” She was waiting for him to start laughing and telling her she was so naïve, but that never came. “I tried telling you several times, but it never seemed right.”

“I can see why you would think that. We were family!” she replied, reaching for the door handle.

He grabbed onto her hand and stopped her. “Not by blood.”

“I don’t know that that really matters,” she replied in a huff, opening the door and hurrying up the front of the apartment.

She heard him getting out of his car and she groaned softly. He was making things worse and she just wanted out of there. She ran up the stairs and stopped outside her door. “Talk to me.”

“What’s there to say?” she asked.

“A lot! What are your thoughts? How will this affect things? Will you ever forgive me for picking on you?”

She put up her hand. She glanced down the hallway and saw that there was a neighbor listening to the conversation. She opened her door and pointed for him to enter. She closed the door and turned to him. “I’m not sure what my thoughts on this are. You kind of caught me off guard. You want me to forgive you? For what? Tormenting my teenage years or for tracking me down and telling me this now?”

“Both!” he replied softly.

“It’s a lot to take in, James. I don’t know what I’m feeling. It’s confusing. Will I get over it? Possibly.” As she said the words, she sighed. It would feel good to put all the pain behind her. She’d wondered for many years how different her life may have been if her mother had never remarried.

He moved closer to her, “That’s all I am asking.”

“Where’s Tiffany?” she asked, remembering he was married. She really wanted to know if he ever told his wife any of this crap from their childhood.

“She is still in Louisiana. She’ll be moving here next week.” As if he was reading her mind, he slowly shook his head, “I haven’t told anyone but you.”

Mia was thankful for that. It was embarrassing learning the truth. “Anything else you want to share?” she asked with a smirk.

James’ eyes remained focused on hers, then he slowly nodded. “I came to New York City, because I keep having dreams.” Her eyes widened.

“Oh…due to me?’ When she asked the question, there was what could only be described as turmoil  in his eyes.

“Tell me about your dreams,” Mia continued. She had to hear this.

His face got red. “I don’t really know how to do that.” As he said that, she had an epiphany…she knew what he was getting at. For a split second she was thrilled, but then a dreaded feeling hit her.

“Due to me?” She asked quietly.

He nodded. “I have tried getting you off my mind, but the fact is that I was so sexually attracted to you that it kind of took over. You have no idea how many times I spent masturbating, with your face in my mind.”

“You need to stop!” she replied, louder than she expected. The tingling between her thighs told her that she was horny just thinking about it. “This is wrong. Even saying the words is wrong.”

“Yet…” he ran his hand along her cheek. “You don’t seem to be running.”

She slapped his hand away, “James, you’re married. Up until today I never thought I would see you again. Now, you’re telling me that you fantasize about me? This isn’t right!” she walked over to the door and opened it up. She stood there, unable to look him in the eye. He walked over to the door and shut it, leaving her in shock. His hand cupped her chin into his palm. They locked eyes, but then his lips covered hers.

“Stop!” she whispered against his lips. As the words came out of her mouth, she melted into his arms. She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him into the kiss. His tongue darted into her mouth, exploring her mouth. She moaned, then felt herself being lifted into his arms. He carried her through the apartment like he was well aware where her bedroom was. Mia didn’t want him to stop.

James lowered her onto the bed and their hands both went to each other’s clothing, removing piece by piece. All the doubts running through her mind, were washed over with the sensual pleasure she was feeling. As their clothes flew through the air, his lips left hers and went down to her pink nipples. She arched her back, moaning and writhing beneath him. His tongue circled around her taut nipples. She grabbed onto his head and pulled him closer to her. She felt a man’s erection for the first time. He was rock hard against her thigh.  As she was lost in his tantalizing kisses, exploring her breasts, she felt his long fingers tracing the lips of her vagina. He opened her up, and she felt his cock shift up and move into her virgin pussy. She groaned from the sudden impact…and pain.

He entered her again and again, flicking his tongue against her nipples. She was tight, but well-lubricated. His cock moved deeper into her, James gyrating his hips against her. She bit down a scream. His lips left her nipples and went back up to her mouth. Their tongues danced together, exploring the warm territory. She felt his cock burning within her, causing her to wrap her arms around him tighter. It seemed to go on and on. Such pain…such pleasure Their bodies finally shook together, while their cum mixed with one another. “Ugh…ugh…ahhhh…fuck…” she moaned, as a shattering orgasm took over her body.

“Baby...fuck…that was amazing,” he moaned, against her lips. She felt his cock retracting from her. She crashed back to her bed and allowed his gentle kisses to cover her face and neck. She never would’ve dreamed that she was going to lose her virginity to her stepbrother. She fell into the deep oblivion of darkness.

***

Mia woke up to find James sitting in a chair across from her bed. She had thought maybe it was just a dream. She glanced back up at him. He was still fully naked. “What are you thinking about?” she asked, inching herself up in the bed.

“Worried about what you’re thinking.” She thought about it. She knew that she should have regrets. After all, less than twenty hours earlier James was the bully she’d tried to forget about for so long. Still, she couldn’t deny that it felt so good fucking him. She just smiled at him.

James smiled, standing up and walking over to the bed. He leaned over the bed and brushed a soft kiss on her lips. “Now that we’ve crossed all lines and have never been as close as we are now, I would like to let you in on a secret.”

She perked up, “What secret?”

He nodded, a smile was still plastered on his face. “See, I have been fantasizing about you.” Her face flushed and she looked away. She didn’t know if she would ever get past that, but when he ran his hand over hers she turned back to look at him. “This was great. It was, but sometimes I tend to lean toward a more sinister form of sex.”

“Sinister?” she asked, pulling herself up so that she was sitting on the bed.

“Bondage, domination, the dirtier the better.”

Her jaw dropped. “You mean the whole tie em’ up and fuck em’ routine?”

He slowly smiled, then chuckled. “Don’t look so shocked, Mia. Although, I like to think that I’m a little more subtle than tie em’ up and fuck em’.”

“What about Tiffany?” She asked.

He nodded, “She’s into it. Why do you think I married her?” Because you’re in love…is what Mia wanted to say. “So, I guess what I was wondering was…would you want to give it a try?”

She couldn’t even believe he was mentioning this, let alone thinking that she would want to go along with it. “No!” she quickly answered. He looked upset, but she crawled out of the bed and stared at him. “We shouldn’t have let it go so far, and now you want me to let you tie me up and dominate me?”

“You could at least hear me out,” he began. She crossed her arms and waited, not expecting him to win her over. She didn’t think that could ever happen. “If you give me one chance to prove to you that you’ll like it, I promise the minute you tell me to stop I will.  Nothing to lose.”

Doubt my dignity will be intact, she thought. “This is nuts!”

“Nuts, but you’re not saying no.”

I should be, she thought. “What would Tiffany say if she found out that you came to New York City and ended up fucking your sister?”

He confidently shrugged, “You aren’t going to tell her”.

Mia huffed, knowing that she should, but he was right…she wouldn’t.

“I swear, if you don’t stop then I will kill you.”

He laughed, “You have every right to.” He replied. “So, you want to start now?”

She cringed, then finally nodded. To be truthful, she wanted to see what he was going to do. She sat back down on the bed and she saw him picking up his pants. He pulled the belt from his pants and he looked at her. She braced herself, because she didn’t know what she was getting into.

***

He walked over to the bed; his smile had turned into an evil grin. It was like he had entered into a different persona. “Hands behind your back!” he ordered.

Mia stared at him, still surprised she agreed to it. She then put her hands behind her back and he wrapped the belt around her wrists. He wrapped it tighter than she expected. She tried to remove her wrists, to no avail. “Scoot up so that your head’s on the pillow,” she did as he asked. His voice was so forceful. “Don’t scream…don’t moan…groan…talk…or say anything that will make me angry. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her eyes watering. She didn’t know if it was nerves for what he was going to do to her, or the anxiety of having it happen. He placed his hands on her knees and pulled them apart. Her pussy came into view. His eyes glanced at her pussy and then he smiled, lowering his head to nestle between her aching crotch. He started by kissing her outer shell lightly, then his mouth began trailing circles around her vaginal area, but still not going deep inside. She bit back hard, trying not to make any noise. His hands were still pressing down her knees, forcing her. His tongue then started slowly licking her cunt entrance. James brushed the tip of it against her clit and she felt her knees beginning to shake. He held onto them with a firmer hand, holding them down so she couldn’t move them. She felt an incredible urge to scream, but she couldn’t due to his rules. She bit her tongue, hoping that her urgency would subside. It didn’t.

Her stepbrother’s tongue dove deeper inside her, caressing along her vaginal walls. She winced, as her body started to writhe under his tongue. Oh God! Oh God! Fuck! She could only think the words that she so desperately wanted to scream. Cum gushed out of her cunt, leaking into his mouth. The sucking sounds as he continued to lick her up were enough to send her over the edge. “Ugh…” she cried. She fell back against the bed, the moment the word was out. She sighed heavily. Her eyes met with his and she saw that he wasn’t playing around. “I had to,” she whispered.

He stood up. He walked over to her and without saying a word, flipped her over so that her ass was up in the air. Seconds later, his hand was flat against her skin. She shrieked, holding onto the bed. He then hit her one more time, this time a tad harder than before. “Oh God!” she cried.

She waited for another blow, but it never came. However, she did feel his hand on her ass, parting her cheeks, then running his tongue up her anus. She jerked, thinking it felt strange to have his tongue there. However, she then relaxed against him and sighed. He was doing it in a loving but masterful way. Mia was enjoying it, and she didn’t want him to stop.

***

The next couple of days went by and she found that she was happier than she had been in a long time. She was even whistling as she put together the window displays. On day 3 when she got to work, she noted the piece of paper attached to her timecard. She looked around the break room and saw that no one was around. She opened it and read the words:

Dearest Mia:

I have regretted the fact that I haven’t been able to see you. Duty calls, but I would like to change that. Come to the hotel that I am staying in at 8:00 tonight.

Your admirer

She smiled to herself. She was about to put the paper away, when she spotted a co-worker, Dinah, heading her way. “What do you have there?” She snapped the paper from her and read it. Mia was freaking out, until she remembered that it wasn’t signed.

“Who is he?” she asked, with a gleam in her eye.

Mia took the paper from her and put it in her pocket. “That’s confidential,” she replied, walking away, but hearing the upset groans from her that she wouldn’t share. Mia smiled and headed out of the break room. As she was going back to the front to work on some more displays, she spotted James. He was looking at her and she casually waved as she passed him. She needed to keep up the appearances. She was excited about getting to his hotel room.

***

She knocked on his hotel room door at 8:00 sharp. “Come in!” He yelled. She opened the door and cautiously proceeded inside.

She saw that he was sitting on the couch, completely naked. “Want to get a head start?” she teased.

He stood up and moved to her. She started to unbutton her shirt, but he stopped her with his hand. “Let me do that.” She stood there as he slowly removed her clothes. Then he stepped back and surveyed her. Her rosy nipples were tight and her pussy was already dripping with the anticipation of being back with him. “Beautiful…” he mumbled. He then went closer to her and pulled her into a kiss. She dipped her tongue inside his mouth and patiently connected with his. He grabbed onto her hand and pulled her to the bed. He lowered her down to the bed, but as she was about to lay down she felt like she was laying on something. She sat up, disconnecting the kiss. Mia felt behind her and her hand connected with something that she didn’t see coming. She pulled the bra off the bed and stared at him.

“Want to tell me something?” Mia asked him.

“Uh…” he grabbed the bra from her and threw it to the chair. She waited for an answer, but then he began laughing. “I can’t do it. Tiff, you can come out.”

Mia stared at him and then turned and saw Tiffany coming from around the corner. She was standing before them, wearing no clothes. “What the hell’s going on here?” Mia asked, completely shocked.

“Mia- hear us out,” Tiffany spoke.

Mia couldn’t believe it. Everything was pointing to the fact that she was being used. She glanced at James, and he showed no signs of being apologetic. He was the next to speak. “Tiffany and I have a great marriage, but there’s one thing she is lacking and something I can’t give her. She wants to feel what it’s like to be with a woman. Have you ever been with a woman, Mia?”

Mia wanted to shake him. She’d never even been with a man up until three days ago.

“Of course not,” Mia informed them coldly.

Tiffany moved closer to her. “We could experience this together, Mia. I know you barely know me, but I want to change that.” Her lips moved closer to Mia’s. Mia stepped back; her head was spinning.

“This seems too much.” She replied, allowing her eyes to roam over Tiffany’s toned, tanned body. The aching in her pussy made her question if she meant it.

“Remember what I said, Mia? If you ever want to stop, then say the word.”

Mia did remember that. She didn’t want to stop when she was with him, but this was way beyond anything she would ever do. Tiffany walked over to her and ran her hand lazily across her arm. “What do you have to lose?” Mia hated that question. She closed her eyes as Tiffany pressed her lips to hers. In a fleeting moment she began to pull away. However, Tiffany wrapped her arms around her and pressed the kiss in deeper. She heard the soft moan and couldn’t tell if it came from her or Tiffany. Tiffany pulled her back to the bed and pushed her down to the soft comforter. From the corner of her eye, she saw that James had taken a seat. He was watching them.

Tiffany broke from the kiss, her small hands groping Mia’s aching breasts. She squeezed Mia’s ass, hard. Her seduction was a dance. Eventually, Mia felt Tiffany lowering her mouth to Mia’s glistening pussy. Tiff’s mouth sunk into the wetness. A moan broke into the room and Mia knew that it came from her. Tiffany’s tongue dipped inside of her, licking slow and heavy strides throughout her pussy, down one slide and up the other. Another deep groan exited Mia’s lips, then her hips started bucking against Tiffany’s face. Tiffany sighed against her pussy, sucking up every inch of Mia’s juices. “Yes…oh God yes…” Mia moaned, lost in a delirious stupor. “Harder…faster…oh fuck…” she groaned, as Tiffany dug deep within Mia. Mia screamed out, when Tiffany’s teeth latched onto her clit. She collided against the bed, shaking it in the hotel room. She was worn out, but she was ready to taste Tiffany.

“My turn…” she breathlessly replied, pulling from Tiffany’s mouth.

Tiffany looked anxious. Mia glanced at James and saw that he was intent. The minute she turned back to Tiffany’s pussy, Mia’s hands began to shake. She knelt down and inched her way into her bare hole. Her tongue tentatively massaged the opening, doing like she remembered Tiffany and James had done. She smelled the muskiness that was Tiffany. She then flicked her tongue against Tiffany and felt her body relax. The hard nub of her clit looked tender. She circled her tongue around it. Tiffany sighed with pleasure. She moved her tongue into her vagina, with a takeover attitude. Her tongue dove deeper, until she couldn’t get it any farther. Tiffany grabbed onto her hair and massaged her head, then pushed her further inside her cunt. “Ahhhh…” Tiffany cried. Her body shook and her legs tensed up. Mia grabbed her knees and held her down hard, remembering the way that James had dealt with her.

“Fuck…” Tiffany moaned, then she felt her body seizing against her mouth and cum squirted out in full force, soaking Mia’s tongue. Mia sighed against her pussy, tasting her delicious cum. She happily sucked on her pussy, relieving any wetness. Tiffany sighed.

Mia felt the same way. She pulled out of Tiffany’s wonderful scent and moved up to her lips. They kissed passionately for a moment, until Mia was sure she was going to crash with exhaustion. She fell down on the bed and closed her eyes, nearly forgetting James was still in the room. She felt his body slide up next to hers and her hand wandered down to his cock. She massaged him gently, as she fell asleep. It was another experience she was not going to forget.

***

Mia woke up not wanting to go to work, but she saw that James had already left. She glanced over at Tiffany, who was sleeping soundly. She hurriedly got up and into the shower. Mia changed into the clothes she had worn the previous day, and hurried out of the hotel room.

She frantically searched for a reason as to why she had the same clothes on, but nothing came. She hurried into the store, got clocked in, and headed up to her storage room. She was thankful she hadn’t gotten caught. As she was grabbing another mannequin and heading to a window, she noticed James. He looked up from the computer he was working at, but didn’t actually acknowledge her. That was strange. She got into the window and started working on the project.

About thirty minutes into the work day, she saw James walk into the window. “Hello,” he replied casually. “So, this is what you do all day?”

She smiled, “Give or take.”

He moved closer to her. She smelled his masculine cologne. He was inches from her ear, looking around the small area. “Last night was amazing!” he spoke softly. She wanted to laugh, because she wasn’t even with him.

“It was pretty amazing”.

“You know what would be even more amazing?” he asked, running his hands up and down her shoulders. She looked out to make sure they weren’t being noticed. “I want to fuck you right now.”

“Uh…” she glanced back out to the outside. She wanted to do the same. “Come here!” she whispered. She pulled him out of the window and peeked out into the showroom.

Mia’s eyes fell on the nearby fitting room. She pulled him into the fitting room and pushed him into a stall. They wouldn’t have much time. There were a lot of people around – anyone could walk by at any moment. Mia ripped his clothes off of him, as he fumbled with hers. The minute her panties were pushed to the ground and his cock was in view, she grabbed ahold of him and pushed it hard into her aching pussy.

“Oh God…” she moaned. She hit her head back against the wall as he pounded hard into her. She opened her mouth, but no words came out as he continued to force his way into her cunt. “Ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…” she moaned, softly.

As his cock was penetrating her further, she saw the door beginning to open. “Oh…I’m sorry.” Mia heard the shocked voice, but caught only a glimpse of the customer as she stared at them, then quickly moved on.

Mia frantically messed with the lock and finally latched it. “Yes…yes…ahhh…” she whimpered as her cunt was continually punished by his hard meat . His groans and deep moans of ecstasy enticed her even further. Mia breathed heavy, as he planted a kiss on her lips. “Oh God…” she whined, feeling his slippery cock pulling from her. They remained kissing, briefly, until she pulled away from him. She quickly got dressed, and only glanced once at him before leaving the stall.

Perhaps stepbrothers weren’t so bad after all. 

The End

Read on for your next torrid tale…

Knocked Up By My Wild Stepbrother

Ansley shouldn’t have liked him. She shouldn’t have felt any kind of attraction to the young man standing across the road, leaning against the side of the tattoo parlor, a cigarette dangling from his mouth and a cocky grin on his face, as if he knew her feelings. Maybe he did. Maybe that was why he took a last long drag of the half-smoked cig and crushed it under his foot before he walked across the road toward her.

A knot filled Ansley’s throat and she swallowed hard. Her knees quaked. Her mouth went dry. She wet her lips with a quick flick of her tongue, praying he didn’t see, but she knew he had when his eyes lit up like Fourth of July fireworks.

A low groan escaped her throat, and she closed her eyes. She could hear him stalking closer now. He wasn’t in a hurry. That would have been uncharacteristic of him. She debated turning and walking away. She knew how much her mother hated him. Hell, how much her stepfather hated him.

It hadn’t always been that way. Before he’d turned eighteen and moved out of their house, they hadn’t felt as strongly against him as they did now. They hadn’t hated him and wished he’d burn in Hell.

Back then, he’d been a completely different person though. Back then, he’d been an A-B student who behaved in school and at home.

Now, he was a tattoo artist with more ink on his skin than she could imagine having, long dark hair that continuously fell into his eyes, more women in his bed than she cared to know about, and a habit of running from the law thanks to small, petty thefts. He was the last person on earth she should have been attracted to, and it wasn’t even because of his bad boy nature.

“Hello, Ansley. How you doin’, baby?” His voice was like smooth silk in her ear, and she shivered. He’d always been one who could smooth-talk his way out of trouble, and it was thanks to his voice. It didn’t matter what he said. He could make the word “garbage dump” sound erotic.

“I’m not your baby, Stephan. I’m your stepsister.”

His cocky grin returned and he lifted his hand, caressing her jawline and brushing her dark hair behind her ear. “Yeah? I had forgotten about that.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “How could you forget that your father married my mother?” She didn’t believe him, but oh, how the sound of his voice made her want to forget. He took a step closer, pinning her against the brick wall and leaned in close enough that she could smell his cologne. Damn, he smelled wonderful. Spicy. Erotic. Desirable. Everything she wanted but could not have.

A whimper left her mouth and she flattened her hands against the wall behind her in an attempt not to reach out and touch him. She knew if she did, she’d be a goner. But oh, how she longed to let her hands slide over the hard muscles of his chest. How she wanted to wrap her legs around his waist and feel his cock pump into her pussy. A throbbing ache began between her legs at the thought.

Stephan Harrison had always made her giddy, even before he became her stepbrother, but after the marriage, she’d always told herself that he was off limits, so why had he called her now? Why was he looking at her like he wanted to devour her right then and there on the street corner? In a way, it was unnerving, but at the same time, it was hot.

“Ansley, baby, you know they don’t love me. They turned me out, which is why I called you.” He leaned closer to her, nuzzling at her neck. She held her breath and closed her eyes, unsure of what she should do. She knew what she wanted to do, but that was not allowed. He was off limits. “Do you know how long I’ve wanted you? Do you know how much I’ve wanted to taste your sweet body? Do you know how much I want to bend you over right here, right now, and shove my cock deep into you?”

She shook her head. It was a small movement, but he noticed it. “No?” he asked. “Maybe I should show you then.” Before she could protest, his mouth captured hers and his tongue dove into her mouth. He gripped her jaw tight, so she couldn’t turn away. She didn’t want to move though. She’d wanted to know for months what his kiss would taste like, and now she had the pleasure of finding out. It was harsh but delightful, and she was more turned on than ever before as she moaned and returned his kiss with similar ardor.

His other hand came up and wrapped around her neck, fisting her hair as he drew out the kiss between them. He pressed himself against her, and a shudder ran through her as she felt his erection hard against her hip. A moan rippled from her mouth, sending shivers down his spine as he pulled away, breathing hard.

A cocky grin returned to his face. “Admit it,” he said. “You want me just as much.”

“Yes,” she replied, sounding almost defeated, at a loss for anything else to say.

“Come on then.” He led her across the street, not even caring to look for traffic. A car blew its horn at them, but Stephan flipped the driver off and continued along his path. Breathless and shaking from head-to-toe with need, Ansley had no choice but to follow.

She was twenty-four years old. Stephan shouldn’t have had this effect on her. She should have been able to resist him. She should have been able to…

Her thoughts were cut off as Stephan entered an apartment and then turned around, crushing her against the door as he took her mouth again. This time, his hands didn’t cup her face. He tugged at her shirt, drawing it up over her head and tossing it to the floor beside them. He reached around her and locked the door.

“No one will bother us here,” he told her before he kissed her again.

She was helpless to his onslaught, driven by her own desire to touch and taste him. Their parents would kill her if they knew.

“They don’t have to know,” he told her with a chuckle. She realized then that she’d spoken her thoughts out loud. “What business is it of theirs?”

His mouth was hot on hers, but it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t nearly enough. She wanted more. She wanted to feel him inside her. She gripped at his shirt, whimpers escaping her throat even as her pussy pulsed with lust. God, she wanted him.

His hands roamed over her face, her arms, her stomach. She reached around and scratched her nails down his back, smiling with pleasure as he threw his head back with a groan. “God, Ansley. You are enough to make a man drown.”

She laughed nervously at his words, but was cut off as his hands unclipped her bra, pulled it off her with a deftness she’d never seen, and pulled one breast into his mouth, sucking on it hard. Pain and pleasure rippled through her body and she tangled her hands in his dark hair, drawing him closer to her. A moment later, he released her breast and gave the other the same kind of attention. She sucked in a loud gasp of air.

Still pinned against the door, she arched her back and struggled to catch her breath. “Stephan!” she cried, needing him now. She needed him inside her, needed him to feed her lust.

“Yes, baby?” That silver-tongued voice of his was going to be the death of her.

“I want you—now,” she replied, each word coming out between gasps as she clutched at his biceps.

“Good,” was his reply as he picked her up, his hands on her ass and lifting her up into the air. She wrapped her legs about his waist, rubbing herself against the erection she felt through his jeans. He groaned, his nails digging into her ass. “Ansley, don’t stop.”

She couldn’t have if she wanted to, not until he filled her every need. She continued to rub against him as he carried her through the apartment to the bed in the corner. It was a one-room apartment, the only separation of rooms coming in the form of the single bathroom with its stand-up shower, but Ansley couldn’t have cared if they were behind a dumpster at the moment.

He set her down and unbuttoned his jeans, slipping them and his boxers off in one smooth motion while she watched from the bed, panting. Was this really happening? His cock bobbed, pre-cum evident at the head, and she whimpered again, her eyes glued to the sight.

“You want this, baby?” She nodded, her throat dry once more. “How about a taste?” He took his cock in his hand and bent it towards her. A growl rippled through her throat as she latched her mouth around him and sucked hard. His groans echoed the mewling sounds she made. His taste was salty, but she didn’t care. She shucked her pants while he curled his fingers in her hair, drawing her towards him so that his cock slipped deeper and deeper down her throat. She took in all of him without effort, and he moaned in pleasure. “That’s it, baby. Not too much, or I won’t be able to enjoy you.”

They could both tell it wouldn’t be long before he came. She could feel his balls growing tighter as she reached her hand forward and fondled them. “Baby, don’t.”

He pulled away, much to her dismay, but then he shoved her back against the bed and crawled on top of her.

“Stephan, now,” she cried out, and then he was inside her, piercing her core with a single, hard thrust. She screamed in pleasure, the sound echoing in the small room and he smiled.

“I always thought you were a screamer,” he growled. He didn’t pause to wait for her to adjust to his size, but started moving immediately. His hips ground against hers as he rammed himself inside of her again and again. He was not gentle, but she’d never suspected he would be. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her to meet his every thrust.

Ansley’s nails scratched at his back, yanking the shirt over his head so that she could run her hands over his well-sculpted chest. He’d always worked out during high school after football practice. What had happened to that teenager she used to know? It didn’t matter. Now he was way hotter than he’d been back then.

“God, Ansley, you’re so wet. You’d think you wanted me too.” He grinned at her.

“Shut up, Stephan and fuck me,” she growled between clenched teeth.

“With pleasure.” His thrusts became harder and faster until they drove her over the edge and she came, her tight pussy clenching around his cock. She threw her head back and screamed his name, arching her back as he continued to drive into her. He lifted her hips to meet his every thrust, clenching his teeth. “So soon, baby?”

There was teasing in his voice, but as she lay beneath him, panting, she felt herself grow excited again. He was not done yet. Every man she’d been with in the past had come before she had. It was a new experience to come before the man pumping himself in and out of her like a jackhammer.

“Sit up, baby,” he commanded. “Wrap those pretty little legs around me.”

She did as she was told, wrapping her arms around his neck and felt him sink in deeper. He nipped at her throat, growling low in his throat. Ansley worked his cock, rocking her hips even as he thrust upward to meet her, but it still wasn’t enough to make him come.

“Ansley.” His voice was raw. “Ansley.”

Someone banged on the door and yelled at them to keep the noise down, but they ignored it.

Stephan grabbed a fistful of Ansley’s hair and pulled her head back, forcing her to arch her body against him. She screamed in pain, but it soon became a moan as he dipped his head down and took her breast in his mouth. Upon hearing her, he came hard, giving her one last thrust, his balls slapping her ass. His tongue circled her nipple as he filled her with his cum and he nipped it as he finished.

Both of them panted as they relaxed and found their breath. “That was better than anything I ever expected from you, stepsister.”

Ansley’s breath caught in her throat as she realized what they’d just done. “Shit!” She pushed herself away from Stephan and rolled off the bed, gathering her clothes from the floor. Her face burned with a mixture of embarrassment and anger.

He laughed at her. “What’s wrong, baby?”

“This,” she hissed as she narrowed her eyes at him. “This is wrong, Stephan. You’re my stepbrother.” Her eyes widened as she hiccupped. Then she stalked toward the bathroom and closed the door behind her. She heard Stephan laughing at her from the other room.

She turned the shower on, more to drown out his laughter than to clean up, but she climbed into it anyway, determined to calm the fury that raged through her. “Stupid, stupid, stupid,” she muttered to herself. She scrubbed herself from head-to-toe, as if that might drive away the feeling of disgust she felt for herself.

Still, as she climbed out of the shower and dressed again, she couldn’t help but think back to the way Stephan had felt inside her body. “Damn if I don’t want to do it again,” she muttered to her reflection in the mirror. She ran his brush through her hair and took one last look in the mirror before she left the room.

A naked Stephan leaned against the doorway, waiting for her to move out of the way so he could step through. There was a knowing grin on his face and his hair shadowed his eyes, but the confidence in his stance and attitude told her everything she needed to know. He was proud of himself, proud of what they’d done.

In a sick and twisted way, she was as well. A shiver ran through her as Stephan stood straight and brushed his hand against her cheek. Then his mouth was on hers, branding her with his kiss, his tongue a hot spear in her mouth to remind her of the way he’d made her feel moments before. When he pulled away, the cocky grin returned to his face and he slipped past her into the bathroom, closing the door behind him. She leaned against it for a moment, trying to catch her breath before she shook her head in confusion.

Behind her, she heard the shower turn on and Stephan start singing as he bathed himself. She’d waited long enough. Shaking her head once more and promising herself it would never happen again, Ansley opened the door and walked out of Stephan’s life.

There was no mistaking the results. Ansley could feel the prick of tears in her eyes as she held her hand over her mouth, trying her best to stifle the sobs. She hiccupped instead.

“Ansley, sweetie, is everything alright?” her mother asked from the kitchen.

Ansley swore under her breath and wiped the tears from her face. “Everything’s fine, Mom.”

It had been three months. At first, Ansley had been so busy she hadn’t noticed that she’d missed her cycle. She had gotten the promotion at work and had been working sixty plus hours it seemed. There was no way she could be…

“Just checking. For a moment, it sounded like you were crying.”

Oh, how accurate that statement was, but it didn’t matter. The truth was right there before her eyes on the narrow white stick Ansley held in her hands. She knew she couldn’t tell her mother or her stepfather. They’d demand to know who the father was. There was no way she could tell them the truth. She didn’t even want to believe it herself.

“This can’t be happening,” she muttered to herself. She stared at her reflection in the mirror. There was nothing she could do though. A week ago, when she’d thrown up at work upon smelling a hot dog, it occurred to her that she hadn’t cycled in a while. The suspicion of the results before her now had popped into her mind then, but she had ignored it, thinking there was no way it could be true.

She glanced down at the stick in her hand, at the two bright lines upon it. There was no mistaking that sign. Even if she didn’t want it to be true, it was, and there was nothing she could do about it.

She tossed the cap upon the stick and shoved it into her purse. Why she’d even decided to take the test at her parents’ place, she didn’t know. She’d had it in her purse for the past week, but it was only after having lunch with them that she remembered it was there, waiting for her.

Ansley flushed the toilet and washed her hands and face, taking a moment to freshen up her makeup. Satisfied no one would notice how upset she was, she exited the bathroom and returned to the kitchen.

An hour later, Ansley knocked on the door to Stephan’s apartment. She waited, hoping he still lived there and hadn’t moved out yet. Knowing Stephan that was always a possibility. Ever since graduating high school, he’d done a lot of moving around. The best she could hope for was that he stayed at the apartment because it was close to work.

The door opened a few moments later, and Stephan’s cocky grin met her. “Hey there, baby. Long time no see.”

Ansley took a deep breath, preparing herself for the words she knew she needed to say, the words he needed to hear. Already, she could feel tears swimming in her eyes and waiting to fall.

The smirk fell from his face with her next words.

“Stephan,” she said, relieved her voice was clear. “I’m pregnant.” 

The End

Taboo: Daddy’s Girl – I Lost It to My Stepfather

Jay walked in the door and threw his jacket on the arm chair, before plopping down on it. He was exhausted from a hard day’s work, and did not even have the energy to go straight to the shower like he usually did after work. He closed his eyes, and was planning on taking a quick nap, until a sound caught him by surprise. He opened his eyes quickly, to find his step daughter walking out of the bathroom. She apparently had no idea he was home, as she had just gotten out of the shower, and walked to her room naked.

Carly was 18, and her body had filled out nicely. Jay tried not to notice, but it was impossible to not notice how perfectly built and toned she was when she walked out of the bathroom. He was grateful she hadn’t noticed him watching her. He felt the familiar twinge in his pants, and was mortified to see he had gotten an erection! He instantly thought of his mother, in order an attempt to make it go down.

It was getting harder to ignore the fact that Jay was incredibly turned on by Carly. He first noticed this taboo attraction when she had come home from a soccer game. The shorts she wore showed off her long, lean legs. Jay knew in his heart that this secret attraction was forbidden, however, it seemed as though that knowledge only turned him on even more.

Most days, Jay was able to keep it under control. But, with seeing Carly naked, Jay found that he could not get rid of his stiffy, even when forcing himself to visualize his mother. Jay walked into the bathroom to relieve himself of his plight. He worked over his cock fast and hard, and when his load sprayed into the toilet, Jay had to suppress the desire to call Carly's name out. Without some form of resolution, things were only likely to get worse.

Jay's wife, Sienna was sick with her sinus problems again, and was tossing and turning as usual. Jay had taken to sleeping in the living room when she was suffering with one of her infections. Otherwise, he would not be able to sleep all night, and would be no good at work the next day. They usually lasted a week or more. As Jay lay there in a twilight state, his thoughts found their way around to Carly once again. Carly, and her naked body. He dreamed about having sex with her, only this time, when it was time to cum, he inadvertently blurted out her name, right out loud.

Carly happened to be in the living room when he did so, and she noticed the big bulge in the crotch of his pajama pants. Jay had no idea she was in the room, as he never even woke up during his wet dream. Carly walked into her room with a smile on her face. She had been secretly attracted to Jay for some time now. At first, she though it was just a crush, but recently, she had noticed her pussy getting wet whenever he was around. Now she knew he felt the same way about her, and devised a plan to finally do something about it.

It was Friday and Carly would be allowed to stay up late. When she showed up at the dinner table, she wore a short, low cut dress. She wanted to tantalize Jay before moving in for the kill. Jay seemed to notice, though Carly doubted her mother knew that the look on his face meant he was hiding another hard on. Mom was sick again, which meant Jay would be on the couch tonight. This would make it a lot easier to seduce him. And that little slot in the front of Jay's pajama bottoms would make it even easier for her.

Carly laughed to herself as she watched Jay scarf his food down. He squirmed as he tried to figure out a way to remove himself from the table without betraying his massive hard-on. He asked Sienna to get him a second glass of milk. While she had her back to him as she reached into the fridge, Jay made a quick escape into the bathroom. There, he relieved his creamy load into the toilet once again. Now that Carly knew his predicament, she was going to have fun with it. Let's face it, Carly was a horny teenager, and needed some relief too.

After dinner, Carly sat in her room plotting. She hung out in front of the computer to kill some time. All she needed was for both her mother and stepfather to fall asleep. It wasn't until well after 10:00 that Jay laid down on the couch to settle in for the evening. Carly gave him a little while to fall asleep - all part of the plan. Once Carly could hear a light snore coming from the living room, she knew it was time to put it into action.

Jay thought he was having another one of his wet dreams. This time, he dreamed Carly was sucking his cock. It was so realistic, that Jay actually started pumping his cock, as though he really were getting a blow job. It was so realistic, in fact, that Jay woke up from his pumping action. To his surprise, when he opened his eyes, Carly really was sucking his cock. She was looking straight into his eyes, in order to ensure she would know the moment her sucking action woke him out of his sleep.

Embarrassed at first, Jay pulled his cock out of her mouth. Carly pouted and said, “I thought you liked it.” Jay had to look at his dick to make sure he really did have a hard on. Pulling his cock out of her mouth only turned him on more, and he wanted her to start sucking on it again. He said quietly, “I do like it. I was just surprised.” No sooner did the words come out of his mouth, Carly slowly started sliding her tongue up and down his shaft again. Jay let out a moan as he thrust his cock deep inside of her warm, wet mouth.

Carly started sucking with renewed vigor, as Jay grabbed her by the back of her head, and pushed her face even closer. Jay liked fucking her face, but wanted this experience to last, so he pulled out once again, and stood up to make room for Carly on the couch. He sat her down, and spread her knees to find a wet pussy waiting under her short skirt. Carly had apparently meant business, as she had no panties on, making her pussy easily accessible to him, to his mouth.

He slid his tongue into her freshly-shaven cunt, and began eating her out. This was the first time anyone had eaten her pussy. She liked it - a lot. At some point, Carly had unbuttoned her blouse, and allowed her big, plump breasts to hang out. Jay noticed her nipples standing at attention – and he hadn’t even touched them yet. No doubt about it, Carly was just as turned on by Jay as he was by her. A nice fresh pussy in his mouth made Jay a very satisfied man. He loved the musky smell of her, and he was intoxicated by it. He briefly considered Sienna so close to them in the other room, but to be honest, at the moment he just couldn’t care.

“Suck my titties.” Carly said, as she pushed her tits together as close as she could get them. They were big, and bouncy, topped with lovely red rosebuds. She liked both titties being sucked at the same time, and thankfully, she was well endowed enough to accommodate that. Jay gripped her breasts as he began sucking them., They were so round and firm, he thought he might explode before his long, veiny cock tapped into her cunt.

Carly was breathing heavily now, and her pussy was soaking wet with musky juices. “Your cock is huge - how about tittie-fucking me?” Carly squeezed her tits together again, as Jay positioned himself to slide his cock up and down in between them. It was because she was so firm that Jay's cock felt as though it were in a nice, tight little tunnel. Carly then took her right breast into her hands, and started caressing the soft tip of his cock with her erect nipple. Jay had never had anyone do that to his cock before, and with Carly's nipple being wet, it felt as though there were a tongue licking the head of his cock.

It turned Jay on so much that he was afraid he might cum before he got to fuck her, his cock inside of her pussy. And he wanted his cock inside of her so badly, he had to pull away once again. He went down on her once more, sliding his tongue in and out, taking time to suck on her pussy lips as though they were a tittie.  He worked over her pink clit, making it very hard – as hard as he was. Jay noticed Carly moving her hips up and down, and knew she wanted it just as badly as he did. She was primed to be fucked…and fucked deep…and hard…and long.

Not knowing how much longer he could hang on, Jay told Carly to swing herself around so he could fuck her proper.  Carly had never actually been fucked before, and she certainly had never been on top. Still, she wanted to try it. She was scared as she positioned herself over his big member, and her legs trembled. She mounted his cock, and squealed loudly as he slid inside of her with a strong thrust. Not only was his cock thick, it was long too. As soon as he did so, Jay popped her cherry, and realized from her incredible tightness that Carly had been a virgin. Carly thought her eyes might roll back into her head as his cock reached far into her. Jay held tight to her hips as he bounced her up and down on top of him, while Carly moaned and whined from the painful new sensation of his manhood inside of tight little pussy. Not once during the sex did either of them think about Sienna, who was sleeping soundly in the master bedroom.

Jay changed positions, and got on top of Carly. He fucked her like an animal that night on the couch. They grunted and groaned together in ecstasy as Jay pumped hard against her perfect pussy. He could not believe his good fortune, that not only did he get to fuck a tight, virgin pussy, but it came crawling to him! “I love your cock!” screamed Carly as she came for the first time in her life. Jay's head was so full of ego, he decided to see if he could get her to cum a second time.

He slowed down on the pumping, knowing it would cause Carly to be properly teased. Jay moved so slow, in fact, that Carly grabbed on to his ass, and forced him to hump her faster. Carly came a second time, just as Jay's cock exploded with cum inside of her. It was only now that he worried about protection. There was no way he could get his own step daughter pregnant!

Jay did not worry for long about this, as Carly interrupted his thoughts by whispering in his ear, “Wait until tomorrow night, I want to try taking it up the ass.” Jay let out a sigh of relief, not just because his secret was safe, but also because Jay loved anal sex, but had yet to see any cooperation out of his wife. Jay was grateful Sienna was still sick. It was doing wonders for his sex life! He certainly had no intention of stopping now.

At breakfast the next morning, Jay read his paper as usual while Sienna whipped up some pancakes and bacon for him and Carly. Jay felt a foot sliding up is leg as he took a sip of orange juice. He almost choked on his juice in shock. He couldn’t believe Carly was playing footsie right there at the breakfast table with Sienna in the room!

The day seemed to drag on forever with Jay anticipating his next encounter with Carly. He knew she would be a tight fit, with Carly being an ass virgin, as well. But to make matters even more extreme, Carly was fit and tone. Jay was going to have to use some lubricant. He busied himself throughout the day with mundane tasks, like mowing the lawn, and washing the car. He checked in on Sienna, who seemed to be in even worse shape than she was yesterday. This was a good sign she would still need him to sleep on the couch!

Finally! 10:00 rolled around, and with Sienna sleeping soundly due to sinus medication, Jay waited on the couch for Carly to come home. She pulled in just moments after he began to wonder if this was really going to happen. Just as she walked in the door, Jay started removing his belt. He then dropped his pants, which fell around his ankles. Carly walked to her mother’s room, looked in to make sure she was sleeping soundly, and then walked back over to the couch with a small paper bag in her hand. Inside, Jay found a tube of petroleum jelly to use.

Carly immediately got down on her knees, and started sucking on Jay's cock to get him nice and hard. It took no time at all for his dick to grow to its maximum 9 inches. Once hard, Jay lubed up, getting himself ready for some ass action. He was going where no man had ever been before - again. Carly undressed slowly, this time teasing him, and finally bent over the couch to allow access to her tone, round ass. Jay separated her ass cheeks, and slowly slid into her super-tight asshole. It was so super-tight, he almost thought it wouldn’t work. But, the lubricant allowed him to finally wedge his cock into her tiny ass.

Carly sucked in her breathe at the initial shock, but once Jay got into a rhythm, Carly eventually became more relaxed. She pulled Jay's hand around to the front, and she led his fingers to trace over her pussy. Jay was so aroused by ass fucking that he came almost instantly – too soon for his liking. Carly was relieved, as she was only able to take it up the ass for a short period this first time. Her ass was sore!

Jay was red in the face, embarrassed by the fact that he could not hold out longer. So, Carly said, “You can still take care of me.” She sat down on the couch, separating her legs for him once more. He leaned in and began enthusiastically licking her pussy. Eventually, Carly wrapped her legs around his head, and squeezed as she came in his mouth. Jay was enjoying her juices as they both heard the sound of the bathroom door closing. They never even heard Sienna open the bedroom door!

They assumed they were busted, and began thinking of some sort of excuse to offer when she came out of the bathroom. Neither Carly or Jay had ever gotten dressed so fast in their lives. To their amazement though, Sienna never came out into the living room. Instead, she went straight back into the bedroom, after having taken some more sinus medicine. That was a close one….too incredibly close…

Jay and Carly let out a sigh of relief, knowing they had come so close to getting caught. Jay, in particular, was not interested in getting a divorce. Instead, he decided to stay with her, and just allow his cock to stray when the opportunity arose. It was the perfect arrangement in Jay's eyes. It was also ideal for Carly, as her stepfather had been the object of her fantasies since she’d gone into puberty.

It was at breakfast the next morning that Sienna finally admitted to feeling much better. She would like for Jay to sleep in bed with her. She threw a quick glance at Carly as she spoke. Carly and Jay looked at each other, wondering if Sienna had seen something after all. Instead of asking, they decided to allow Sienna to lead the conversation. Sienna never made any further mention of it, and never sent any daggers Jay's way, so they assumed their secret was safe….for now.

Jay's dance card seemed to be full now that he had two different pussies to fuck. It was Carly who was left to suffer alone all week, without his cock inside of her. They’d made an arrangement to meet in Carly’s room in the middle of the night on Saturday.  Jay would slip out of bed with his wife and meet his young mistress in her room. While she waited for Saturday to roll around, Carly went through her closet to look for her old Catholic School uniform. She wanted to wear it the next time they hooked up.

When Saturday night finally did roll around, Jay was met with the surprise of his life. She was standing before him in pig tails and a Catholic School outfit! He thought his cock might explode before he even got his pants off. It was time for Carly to be disciplined!

The next book in the Daddy’s Girl series is Daddy’s Girl 2: Disciplining Carly. Read on for your Free copy of Daddy’s Girl 2: Disciplining Carly…
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Jay could not believe his eyes! Standing right before him was his stepdaughter Carly. She was taking advantage of the fact that Sienna was out of town for the entire week. Carly was wearing her old Catholic school uniform. She looked much younger than she was, until Jay looked at her breasts, which were busting at the seams.  Carly was sucking –hard -on a lollipop, and Jay got the point.

She stood there with pig tails in her hair, and mascara to accentuate how large and round her eyes were. She had doe –eyes, big and innocent. She looked like a virgin, but Jay knew better. He’d already taken care of that. Carly stood so close, that her plump breasts were directly in front of Jay's eyes. 

“I've been a very bad girl,” she said as she handed him what looked to be a hand written hall pass. “Mrs. Benson thinks I behave like a slut, and she sent me here for some discipline.”

Jay smiled very coyly, as he thought of ways to “discipline” his charge. He held his hand up to his chin, with fingers pointed upward, as he contemplated what to do. “Well, I suppose there is no alternative but for me to give you a spanking. Over my knee.” Jay ordered. Carly pulled down her frilly panties, and bent over his knee. Her ultra short plaid skirt rode up far enough to expose her round, bare ass.

With Carly's pussy laying directly on Jay's cock, and her round, tight ass staring up at him, Jay already felt his cock rising in his pants. His right hand at first caressed Carly's ass cheek, and then WHACK! One good slap on the ass was enough to get her attention. “Ooooooohhh.” Carly said as she squirmed.

“Do it again, I have been a very bad girl. I need to learn my lesson.” With each swat, Carly squirmed a little more. There were times when Jay was sure she was purposely moving her pussy around in such a way that stimulated his cock. “Your belt buckle is hurting me. Can you take it off?” asked Carly with a coy smile on her face.

Jay slid the belt off, and motioned for Carly to stand up. Carly unbuttoned Jay's pants, and helped them “fall off”. “Ok, I am ready for the rest of my spanking.” But, instead of bending over his lap, Carly dropped to all fours to Jay's right, and stuck her ass up in the air as she slid Jay's cock in her mouth. It's not like he needed the additional stimulation, Jay was plenty hard already.

But, Jay was never one to turn down a blow job. Carly took his cock fully into her mouth, as Jay spanked her ass red. “Mrs. Benson was right. You do behave like a little slut. Maybe I should fuck that right out of you.” Carly smirked as she stood up, swung her left leg over his lap, and sat directly on his cock, facing outward. Once again, Jay’s penis was inside his stepdaughter’s tight, hot box. She began riding him as though he were a horse.

Jay reached up and grabbed each of Carly's titties, and squeezed them as she slid up and down his cock. “I'm cumming all over your cock, baby! Oh, look at me. I am still behaving like a slut. I don't think the spanking worked very well. Maybe if you spank my ass from the inside it will work.” Just then, Carly pulled Jay's cock out of her pussy, and sat her ass directly on top of it. With all the pussy juices all over it, Jay's cock slid right in. Carly let out a loud moan as she was fucked up the ass for the first time.

“Oh, oh, God, that hurts,” she complained as she continued to impale her ass on Jay’s cock.

Carly kept sliding up and down, moaning and whining as she eventually took his cock all the way up her ass. Jay continued to feel up Carly's titties as he slapped the inside of her ass with his stiffy. “My cock is exploding with cum!” Jay yelled out as he thrust one final time up her tight tunnel. After he finished unloading his cum inside her, Jay and Carly collapsed on the rug. Eventually, after recovering, Jay went to take a shower. The phone rang as he stepped out, and he just had a funny feeling it would be Sienna.

It was as though she always knew when something had just happened between him and her daughter. “I'll be home tomorrow afternoon. I'll see you then,” added Sienna before she hung up the phone. That left time in the morning for another encounter with Carly. Jay did not know it yet, but Carly had another little surprise in store for him in the morning.

Jay never even heard the alarm ring in Carly's room the next morning. She had gotten up and showered early, and made sure to be quiet so as not to wake her “patient.” When the curtains in his room flew open to expose the sunlight, Jay could not help but notice her. There Carly stood, in the shortest, tightest nurse’s uniform Jay had ever seen.

Carly wore white thigh high stockings with red garter belts, and white high heel shoes. “Don't move a muscle. The doctor wants you to rest. He has also prescribed a blow job and pussy pounding for you. I'll be your nurse today.” She unbuttoned her blouse as she walked over, exposing her round, bare tits, with hard nipples. “My titties need a little attention first though.” She said as she stuck one of her tits into Jay’s mouth. After a good night’s sleep, he was raring to go again.

Jay started sucking vigorously. He took the second tit into his mouth, mainly because he liked two at a time. Carly's little moans and groans egged Jay on further, as he sucked harder on her sore nipples. Carly rubbed Jay's big cock while he sucked her. He was already naked, making it easy for Carly to service him. Carly suddenly went straight into the 69 position and started sucking his veiny cock like she was dying of thirst for him.

The two rocked back and forth so violently, that the head board was slamming into the wall. Carly's pussy was so wet, she came right there in his mouth. Jay could tell she was a squirter. He licked up every drop, and finally emptied his load into her mouth.  “Hey - I never got to pound that pussy.” Jay protested.

“Well, I suppose I will have to come back and visit you a little later tonight. Meet me in my bedroom at midnight, after mom falls asleep,” Carly directed him.

Carly left the room just like nothing ever happened. Jay was fidgety as he drove to the airport to pick his wife up. He almost felt – what was it? – guilty? Still, he couldn’t wait until she fell asleep tonight, so he could pound Carly's tight pussy once again. He liked it nice and tight, and his cock was a perfect fit for such a young cunt. Unfortunately, Sienna seemed to want Jay to go out to a fancy dinner with her, which usually meant staying up late.

Sienna lingered over her wine after they finished their meal. It seemed as if she wanted to say something to him, but didn’t know how. Or, maybe it was just Jay’s guilty conscience? Jay was there in body, but certainly not in spirit. He was dying to get out of the restaurant. Sienna was so tipsy, she never even noticed that her husband was distracted. By the time they arrived home, it was already 10:30, and Sienna was yawning. She put on her nightgown right away, and went off to bed without Jay, as usual.

Jay decided to stay in the living room, and have some more wine while he waited for midnight to roll around. In fact, he had almost forgotten about the joint sitting in his desk drawer. A co-worker had given it to him a few weeks ago after a particularly hard day at work. Jay had not intended on smoking it, but he thought this was as good a time to celebrate as any. He was about to get laid by a hot young thing – again.

By the time midnight finally arrived, Jay was so stoned he would have missed the time had it not been for the grandfather clock chiming in the hallway. He stumbled into Carly's room to find her spread eagle, and naked on her bed. The first thing he noticed was her fresh, cleanly-shaven pussy. He leaned in and began eating her out.

Jay's tongue slid down from her pussy to her ass, and back to her pussy again. Jay kept repeating this pattern, as he noticed it really made Carly extra horny. She pumped her pussy up and down so fast, Jay was having trouble keeping up. On one of Jay's trips to her ass, Carly pushed her pussy into his nose while he had his tongue in her ass. Carly came with a jolt of electricity that moved her entire body.

Jay found he was really turned on by this, he liked her all over his face. “I need a cock slamming my cunt, baby. Give it to me deep and hard. I want it rough.” Carly begged. Jay had a rock hard cock by now, and stuffed it into Carly's young pussy so deep and hard, that she moaned loudly when he entered. Jay liked giving it to her fast and furious, and he pumped her so aggressively that he could hear Carly moan with each powerful thrust.

“Fuck me hard! I need your cock deep inside my cunt. I want my snatch filled up with your hard cock!” Carly was almost yelling now. It made Jay tingle with excitement that they may wake Sienna up and be found out. `Jay was almost turned on by the thought of getting caught fucking his wife's daughter. He let out a grunt as he blew his hot load inside of her once again. It took Jay a few minutes to start breathing normally again, to just recover from fucking her.

Before Jay even got up, Carly smiled, as she came up with her most outlandish idea yet. She stared at Jay with a gleam in her eyes. Jay did not know it yet, but Carly was about to push the envelope farther than his wildest dreams – or perhaps nightmares…

Carly fawned over her mother at breakfast. She wanted the two of them to go on a shopping spree. All day the mother and daughter hit up sale after sale. They had even stopped at the beauty salon to get their hair done. They were both exhausted by the time they arrived home at 5:00. Jay had been busy making a meatloaf dinner for them while they were gone – mashed potatoes and all. After dinner, Carly excused herself to get ready for her date. Jay found he was more than just a little jealous at the thought of her going out with another guy.

Carly and Jim got into his car and drove off. It was Jim who handed the joint over to Carly, who lit it up without hesitation. They parked on a street at the edge of town, where traffic was light. It was dark enough that they wouldn’t be noticed. Jim had noticed Carly became more relaxed when she smoked pot, so he always kept a supply on hand for her. Carly said, “Time for a driving lesson.” She hoisted up her skirt, unzipped Jim's pants and sat on him for a bouncy cock ride. Jim always came fast, which suited Carly just fine. She knew there would be more action at home later that night.

After smoking almost all of Jim's weed, Carly asked to go home. It was late enough that she felt her mother would be asleep. In fact, it was so late, both her mother and Jay were already in bed. Just as Carly was hoping for. After waiting for the customary sounds of Jay's snoring, Carly made her move. The pot had made her bold enough to follow through with her risky plan.

Carly opened the door slowly so it would not make any noise when she entered the room. She had to find her way to the opposite side of the bed in the dark, where she knew Jay slept. Mom was snoring away as well, which fit perfectly into Carly's plan. Luckily, Jay was laying on his back, naked.

As Carly slid her hand under the sheet, she felt her way over to his cock, and took it in her small hand. Slipping her head under the blanket, she took Jay's cock into her mouth and began sucking it softly. She wanted his cock to get hard slowly, while he slept. Although she was not hearing any verbal response out of Jay, Carly felt his cock growing in her mouth, ever so slowly.

It took almost 20 minutes to wake Jay and his cock up enough to where he realized he was getting a blow job. But in the dark, he assumed it was Sienna. He pumped his cock in deeper, as he allowed what he thought was his wife to continue to suck his ever growing dick. Jay began pumping faster and faster, as he pushed Carly's head in closer. He wanted his cock all the way down her throat.

Jay let out a loud moan as he shot his load down Carly's throat. Carly swallowed, as Jay relaxed. When he looked over at Sienna's side of the bed, he could see she was still sleeping beside him. In horror, he realized that Carly's head was pulling out from under the covers. She crawled out of the room, just as Sienna opened her eyes, and asked Jay, “What's going on? I thought I heard you moan.”

“Just had a nightmare. I'll go in the other room so I don't disturb you.” Jay responded. He put on his robe and walked out of the room, as Sienna turned over and went back to sleep. Jay did not know if he should be mad, or thankful for what happened tonight. It was certainly the very best blow job he had ever gotten, but he thought maybe he might have been more turned on if he had known in advance who it was.

Carly was out on the front porch, lighting up another joint. She handed it to Jay as he sat down on the step next to her. “What's this?” Jay asked, trying to pretend to be innocent. “I stole it from Jim.” said Carly. “What are you going to do? Tell my mother?” Carly asked as she snickered. It's not like Jay didn't have plenty to hide from her himself. “Well, that was  pretty risky. Not that I didn't like it.” Carly laughed as she inhaled another hit off the joint.

“I'm not wearing any panties – and I just showered.” As soon as the words came out of her mouth, Carly's legs separated to show a glistening wet pussy. It was dark out, and the streets were deserted. Why not, Jay thought to himself. He got on his knees in front of the first step, and leaned in to lick her pussy right there on the porch.

Carly laid back and enjoyed her pussy getting eaten. She clenched her legs around his head as she fucked his face right out in the open. “You’re so good at eating pussy, that I don't let Jim do it to me anymore. In fact, I will fuck your face all day every day if you let me.” Jim loved eating her fresh pussy just as much as she liked him doing it.

Jay's tongue found its way over to her ass again, since her remembered how much she liked getting her ass licked. Jay found his nose sliding up and down her pussy while he tossed her salad. “Mmmmm, I love a full face fuck, baby. I'm cumming!” Her legs squeezed so hard, Jay almost could not breathe. Carly came hard this time around, breathing heavily as her hands ran through Jay’s hair.  Apparently, she had a thing for public sex, and was already plotting their next encounter. Luckily for Jay, it would also be at night.

For now, though, Jay had to get to be careful to keep his women straight, so he did not betray himself and call his wife the wrong name during sex. He was starting to get paranoid over it. And for good reason.

No sooner had Jay fallen asleep that night, than he found his cock being sucked. But, instead of Carly's head being under the covers, she was right out in the open, with the covers pulled all the way off Jay. Carly put her finger to her lips, and then swung around and mounted Jay's face with her pussy. She did not give him a choice, she just started to do 69 with him. And what man refuses 69 when it is offered to him. They moved slowly, cautiously, but fully exploring each other’s bodies.

Poor Jay could not believe he was doing 69 with his own step daughter, right next to his sleeping wife. No moaning tonight. No rocking back and forth tonight. No ramming the headboard – this would take some self-control. And certainly no forceful pussy slamming tonight. Just sucking and tongue fucking. As nervous and scared as Jay was at the thought of his wife waking up to this, Jay could not help but notice that his cock was getting hard at record speed.

They continued to suck each other in almost silence, and finally came together – quietly. Carly slipped out of the room unnoticed by her mother, who was still sleeping soundly right next to where this latest encounter had occurred.

At breakfast in the morning, everyone was so rushed getting ready for the day, that Sienna never noticed the glances between her husband and daughter. For now, it seemed as though their secret was safe. What Jay didn’t know was how much longer they would be able to get away with such risks. Carly seemed to be getting riskier by the minute – did she want to get caught? Still, Jay knew he would never be able to turn down Carly – to turn her away from him. It was simply impossible…

He had decided that Carly's tight pussy and luscious ass would be well worth the risk. He had even begun to have a fantasy of a different kind. One in which Sienna gives her blessings and watches as Jay takes advantage of Carly.  Not likely….but until that day arrived, he was happy with the current arrangement.

The End

Taboo: Losing My Virtue to My…Stepfather

My heavy eyelids began to close down over my weary eyes. Another morning of classes had left me feeling drowsy and defeated. The bright lights in the blinding ceiling overhead became blurry white dots as my eyes closed. I was happy to find a place of peace, even if it was a small table in a back corner of the library. Tall rows of books created a private space where I hoped I wouldn’t be disturbed. I doubted that anyone ever came this far back into the library. The morning librarian was busily sorting books at her large oval reception desk.

“Wake up,” someone whispered softly into my ear. The air from their breath tickled me. So much for privacy.

The person pulled out a chair next to me - hard. I lifted my head off of crossed arms and turned around in slight agitation. A male student had taken a seat right next to me and plopped carelessly down on it. I could see his heavy shoes. His long brunette hair, which barely touched his shoulder, was smoothed back behind his ears.

“Did I scare you?” He was leaning into me now.

I wiped my eyes. “No, you didn’t.”

“I didn‘t expect anyone to be back here. This is usually my lunchtime hideaway.” He grinned. Two dimples deepened in his cheeks. I recognized him as the sleepy blur vanished from my eyes. Could it be?

I straightened up.  “I’m sorry.”

Josh Spade chuckled. “Why are you apologizing?”

You’re Josh Spade, I thought.

“You look tired,” he said.

“I am.” I cleared my hoarse voice. Josh was looking me up and down. I cleared my throat again, embarrassed that Josh Spade had found me here with my brown hair pulled into a messy bun. I probably looked like crap. I certainly felt like it. I pulled the top of my blouse down over my large breasts. There was no use; it would bunch up into ripples over my bosom again anytime soon. Josh seemed to notice too…or was that just my paranoia?

“Well, sleep away, Sleeping Beauty,” he said dryly. I looked at him. Josh opened a book on the table and didn’t say anything else. I could’ve buried my head in embarrassment. In fact, I did lay it on the edge of the table where I’d rested my hands across for comfort.

fuck

How was I supposed to steal a private nap with the infamous, sad yet dreamy bad boy, Josh Spade, next to me? I’d get up and pretend that I had somewhere else to be. Or maybe-

Tap, tap, tap

“What are you doing?” I lifted my head and turned suddenly to Josh. He was caught off guard by my hoarse whisper. The pen in his hand was centimeters away from the table; he was about to tap it on the table once more.

“Sorry,” he said at once. But he looked more amused than sorry. 

“Actually, no, I’m not,” he said again.

“What?”

“Nobody sleeps in my fort.” He crossed his arms gruffly, tossing down the pen. I would’ve laughed at him if he wasn’t being so serious. Maybe if people weren’t so busy kissing his butt and ooo-ing over his big blue eyes, someone would’ve told Josh Spade a long time ago that acting like an ass wasn’t as cute as he thought it was.

“I‘m sorry. Do I need cash or a pass?” I asked, my voice full of sarcasm. 

“Let’s play strip poker without the poker.” Josh unfolded his arms and leaned back in the metal chair.

“I bet you play strip with every girl who sleeps in your fort,” I whispered.

“Well, wouldn‘t that be fair, uh-”

“-Tia,” I finished.

“Right. Tia,” he repeated. My brown eyes moved over his face. Josh was everything that I wanted. His perfectly carved nose, his eyes, his full lips and just about everything else on his angular face, was perfect. He was irresistible and as much as I hated to admit it, I would jump on him at the word ‘go’.

“So what do you say?” he asked again.

“We’ve just met, Josh.” I pronounced his name with a low emphasis.

“Whoa, whoa, slow down. So the lady knows my name?”

“And everything else about you.”

Josh grinned. He leaned in close to me. “Would you, or would you not like to have a peek then?” Josh was serious, and I couldn‘t believe it.

“I-”

His dark dreamy eyes narrowed.

Say no, just say no…

“I-”

Josh leaned in closer so that our lips were almost touching. He continued to look into my eyes. Before I knew it, Josh put a hand on my chin and put his lips over mine. They were big and forceful, yet soft and yielding at the same time. I let his lips move mine.

I wanted to stop him, but then I didn’t want him to stop. My pussy throbbed…almost aching for him. He slipped his warm, wet tongue into me.  He grazed a hand across my blouse making my chest flutter. My body began to scream. Then, Josh pulled away.

“How about you give me your number, Tia?” he asked. What a tease…

I didn’t have to think about it. I gave him my number. I couldn’t help it…my lips were still wet from his kiss.

I redid my messy bun and walked out of the bathroom. The house was quiet, but I knew Derek had to be home. Mom was at work, but Thursday was his day off. 

Ever since Derek moved in with us, everything had been surprisingly the same. I was happy that my mother had found herself a new man, and not only that but a man with a decent story. We all got along well – for once her guy didn’t try to change everything…and I love the status quo.

Last night, we had dinner together. I always bombarded Derek with questions about his work. His job as an executive interested me. He hesitated to talk about it sometimes, probably because he felt like he was being a bore…or maybe he was just sick of it. But my mother, seeing how interested I was, always urged him on. For months before meeting him, my mother bragged about how he was the biggest charmer. She wasn’t wrong about that.

Right after I finished my plate of food, I went upstairs and collapsed onto my bed. I was full and my eyelids were tired. I fell asleep listening to them fooling around in the next bedroom. Or, at least that’s what I thought they were doing…

Josh was waiting outside for me that next morning…just as he’d promised. I asked him to stay parked a block away but there he was right in front of our house. I’d already told my mother that Sara was taking me to school today, but Josh texted me and convinced me to miss one or two classes. It really didn’t take that much persuasion. After yesterday in the library, I was excited at the prospect of spending more time with him.

Derek had become so interested in who I was seeing lately, it was kind of weird. He was so protective of me when it came to boys. It was like he was jealous of my male friends or something. It really was the only strange thing about him. I definitely wasn’t ready for him to meet Josh… Josh was not the type of guy that you trusted around any girl.

Josh had a reputation, and I’ll admit that it intrigued me. Plus, I was tired of waiting to lose my virginity. I definitely wasn’t the girl that was waiting for that special someone. I was eighteen, and I just wanted to do it with someone—anyone. I ached for the feel of a man inside me, to see what all the fuss was about. Everyone else was doing it…

Josh took me for some ice-cream and when he offered to eat it in the car instead of the busy shop, I thought that he was going to make a move on me. He didn’t. It was a shame that I apparently wanted to fool around more than he did. Yesterday had left me thinking about it a lot. I wanted him so, so badly.

Afterwards, Josh and I went to a nearby park. Ice cream and a walk in the park – the perfect romantic excursion. But, romance was the farthest thing from my mind. The park was nearly deserted. We ate our ice creams, and walked around for a long time just talking. Where was this going to lead…

When we grew tired of strolling around, Josh took me to a cool spot behind a shrub where we could sit privately. I sat on the grass, and Josh crouched down near me.

Josh put a finger on my chin, lifted my mouth to his and pecked me softly on my lips. I closed my eyes and just let him kiss me. Suddenly his hands were gliding over my jeans and he was rubbing me in between my thighs. He moved his soft lips down to my neck and began to kiss me there.

“Tia?” he murmured. 
“Uh-huh”

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No,” I answered.

“That’s good,” he said, as he began unbuttoning the top of my red blouse, and slipping his hand inside my bra to caress my plump breast. Josh kissed me deeply, and fondled first one nipple and then the other….teasing them. I was about to explode when he suddenly stopped, and said it was getting late and we had to go.

I tried to let myself into the house as quietly as I could. I turned my keys, pushed the door open and went inside. I went up to my bedroom, changed and headed to the shower. Once I was done, I lay in my bed - frustrated. It was warm outside. Today was supposed to be the perfect day, but it hadn’t happened. I knew Derek must be home, but Mom always took the night shift at the hospital on Fridays.

I lay down my bed and close my eyes. I thought back to the day’s events – mostly about Josh’s warm mouth on my neck and his hands rubbing my breasts, his fingers nimbling pulling on my nipples. They became hard without provocation, and I could feel a warmth filling up my entire body.

I slowly slipped my hand into my silk panties and let my fingers glide over my hairless pussy. I rubbed my clit, for a while. Slowly touching that little red nub felt so incredibly good.

I closed my eyes and opening my mouth, sucked in the air above me. I thought of my past sexual experiences.  I sucked boys before, so I knew how that felt. I blew Geoff Tannis in the back seat of his car before we broke up. Sucking cock was good, but I wanted to be pleasured too. I thought about sucking Josh’s hard cock, and the very idea of it made me moan.

I lifted my thin t-shirt up, and moved my other hand up to my breast and squeezed. I traced my breast with my index fingers. It felt better with a man’s larger, rougher hands, though. I imagined it was Josh’s hands that were now working my titties.

Suddenly, there was movement outside my door. I turned my head and before I knew it Derek pushed my door in.

“Derek,” I gasped.

Derek’s face did not look surprised at all. “I thought that I heard you come back,” was all he said.

“Um...” I pulled the covers over myself, ashamed.

He was silent for a while, just staring at me.

“I can explain,” I murmured.

“You don’t have to explain anything to me.”

I looked away. My cheeks burned hot, red with embarrassment.

“You know-,” Derek pushed my door wide open and walked in. “I’m not going to tell you what to do, Tia.” To my surprise, he closed the door behind himself as he moved closer.

“I’ve been noticing your actions lately, and I think that I may need to have a chat with your mother. I don’t want you sleeping around with boys,” he said. 

“I’m not sleeping with anyone,” I said, surprised he would be so forward about the subject.

“What about those guys you leave with? Like the one this morning. I am not as naïve as you think I am.”

“They’re friends,” I said, only raising my head a bit higher to see him now.

He moved closer to me. “What do those boys make you do for them?” His green eyes wandered to my breasts. They wandered down to my thighs. “Show me. Show me and I won’t tell.”

I blinked, more stunned that anything. Derek was serious. I actually liked the way that he was looking at me. I liked the power I felt over him. For once, I saw him less as my stepfather and more of a handsome man – a man that would be able to satisfy my lust. He was older, more mature. I needed him. He was a man and he wanted me. That, at least, was apparent.

“Come here,” he said in an authoritative manner.

I obeyed, getting up and walking over to him.

He looked at me, a burning desire in his eyes. It was then I realized that I wasn’t a step-daughter to him now. I was a woman - just like any other.

His warm hand slowly caressed my thighs and began to rub the front of my white panties. I could feel myself tremble at his touch. I slowly leaned over the bed for him to getter a better view. In the back, my silky panties were a lace thong. The lace clung to my smooth, supple skin. The string of the thong was wedged between my round, full ass cheeks.

“You lied to me – you must be sleeping with someone,” he said in an indignant tone.

Before I could answer, he lifted his hand high in the air and brought it down against my bare cheeks. I cried out. I thought I’d been playing him, but Derek was the one in charge. He spanked me again. In a moment, the searing pain ceased and I found myself wet despite it.

"Do you like that?" he asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I nodded and sunk my back lower so that my ass was cocked up at him. He moved behind me, pulled the lace underwear downwards until the string was freed from between my cheeks and my new panties were down around my knees.

He pressed his bulging crotch against my fully exposed skin. This feeling was wrong. My pussy was wetter than ever. The coldness of his belt buckle against my bare skin made me shudder. His maleness pressed harder into me as a warning of even more punishment to come. I wanted to be fucked…and fucked hard.

“Are you going to be a nice little girl?” he whispered low into my ear.

“Uh-hmm,” I murmured.

Derek stepped back and loosened his belt from around his waist. I straightened up and turned to help him. I wanted to please him…to be the best girl that he’d had. I bit my lower lip just thinking about his big, luscious cock.

I pulled down his zipper in a hurry and let his pants just fall to the floor. The buckle hit the fabric crumpled beneath it. I lowered myself until Derek’s rigid cock pointed directly at me. I’d seen dicks before but his was bigger, and covered in pulsing veins. And it was sooo, sooo hard. I was terrified, yet eager to lose my virginity. I pulled my t-shirt off over my head.

Derek beamed down at me.  I put my small, soft hand over his erect penis and caressed it. I ran my fingers over it, and then tightened their grasp around his length. Derek hurriedly unbuttoned his shirt in anticipation. He moaned as I worked over his throbbing cock.

He picked me up and forcefully bent me over my own bed again. I put my head down on the fluffy pink covers. Derek parted my legs with his big, masculine hands, and before I knew what was happening, he pushed his hard cock into my wet, yet so tight pussy. The sudden jolt of pain was enough to cause a huge tremor in my body, and I thought for a moment that I might pass out. I moaned loudly as he popped my cherry, holding fast to my hips. I cringed at the unfamiliar feel of a big cock in my little hole, but I was still so incredibly wet.

"That's a good girl," he said in a low voice. Then Derek's merciless cock invaded my body over and over again. His heavy body pressed hard down on my smaller physique. His movements were slow and considerate. His shaft rubbed against the walls of my tight little cunt, stretching me a bit further each time…with each powerful thrust. I moaned and groaned with each movement, reaching around and grabbing his round ass with my hands as he worked.

My juices flowed and trickled through my hot, aching pussy. My entire body tensed up, and then released with a powerful sensation. I breathed heavy…and moaned loudly. I could feel his lower body stiffen just as a rush of warm fluid was released inside of me.

“Urgg.” He made two more deep thrusts into me as it flowed. I froze. Not only had I orgasmed, but my step-father had cum deep inside of me. As our bodies parted, I looked at him, wondering if this was a mistake we’d have to live with. 

“So…this will be our little secret. Agreed?”

I nodded. I would never let my mother know that her man was the first man to invade me, to take my virginity. I wondered if Derek would ever do me again. I wanted him to, but I didn’t say anything.

I left the room. This had to be just our little secret. I’d done it. He wanted it, and I wanted it. Screw Josh Spade. But, a part of me couldn’t wait to go show Josh what I’d learned.

The End
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Taboo: Losing It to My …Professor

The loud bustle of students leaving the classroom filled my ears, but I was truly beyond caring. I still had to finish that blasted paperwork for the board. It had been months, and once again they’d passed me over as the person to take over business department.

“We need someone young – someone the students can relate to – to up enrollment numbers,” they always said. It didn’t matter that I’d been teaching business for twenty years and had run my own successful company during that same tenure. They wanted someone young – so much for gratitude, so much for all my loyal years of service. To put it simply, I was screwed.

I scowled down at the paperwork. If I was honest with myself, that wasn’t the only reason I was upset. It was only one of many things that’d been bothering me. What kind of life was I living? I was in my mid-forties and had nothing but an unsuccessful career to show for it. I wasn’t married—couldn’t even remember the last time I’d gone on a date actually—and jerking off to porn just wasn’t the same. Jake, my friend from college, the only real friend who’d stuck around over the years, claimed I just needed to get laid. Maybe he was right.

He’d convinced me to join a dating site, but so far, no luck. I wasn’t the kind of man women wanted to date, and I certainly wasn’t the kind of man women wanted to fuck. I’m good-looking, or at least I’ve been told that – but everyone knows professors are kind of geeky, studious – not really what the hot women were looking for…at all. I might even add socially awkward to the list. Yup, that was me…at least I still had a good body – thanks to my daily runs.

“Professor?” a sweet voice cut through my thoughts and made me look up from my work.

A young woman - a freshman- stood before me. Her long blond hair fell to her waist and her brown eyes watched me intently. Looking over her, I had to wet my lips and rub my temples to trample the sudden fantasies that sprung effortlessly to mind.

Her bright pink top was short, revealing a flat stomach and a silver belly-button ring. Her breasts were plentiful and threatened to spill out over the top of her v-neck top. Her legs were long and tan, her round ass just barely covered with the denim material of her shorts. Why do they dress like this for school???

God, I just wanted to pin her to the top of my desk and fuck her hard - until she couldn’t walk. Is that wrong?

Half my age…still an innocent to the wicked ways of the world – naïve, in fact. She probably didn’t know how to do half the things I wanted to do to her. I licked my lips again and glanced up at her eyes once more, forcing my stare away from the crease between her legs, which just barely showed over the edge of my desk. I wanted nothing more than to sink my big veiny cock deep in her pussy. It was probably tight – really tight. Maybe then my troubles would go away, if only for a few utterly amazing moments…

I blinked, shaking the fantasy and gave her another once-over. Who was this girl? I didn’t recognize her, but then again, I didn’t recognize half of my students. There were fifty to a hundred students in every class that I taught.

“Yes?” I asked.

She held her hand out to me with a brilliant white smile across her face. My eyes were drawn to those lips, which glistened with a fresh coat of cherry-red lip gloss. Could she wrap those luscious lips around my big cock? Could she take all of me in her mouth or would she gag and demand less? I felt an erection rise and press against my pants. Thank God she couldn’t see it.

“Laura Blackwell, Professor.”

I licked my lips and forced my eyes back to hers. Taking her hand, I said, “What can I do for you, Miss Blackwell?” Such crude thoughts I had – how I could take her…make her mine…in fifty different raunchy ways. Good thing she couldn’t read my mind.

She shifted her stance, leaning all her weight on one leg as she placed a hand on her hip. Her long tanned legs seemed to beckon me to touch them. I almost reached out and did just that, but pulled my hand back at the last moment, grasping my own knee tightly instead. Man- I really did need to get banged…and bad, really bad.

“I really need a passing grade in this class, but I’m not very good at history.” She leaned over, giving me an ample view of her young, pert breasts. A whimper caught in the back of my throat as she placed her hand atop mine. “Is there anything I can do to bring my grade up? Anything at all?”

Her stance shifted again, and this time, my view slid from her face down to her breasts. I licked my lips once more. Did she notice? I felt like I was repeatedly doing it.

“Would you like to do a research paper?” I asked, noting that my voice shook as I spoke to her. I glanced up at her eyes again, and saw a quick smirk that crossed her face, which was quickly replaced with a pout. What was going on here? Was she purposefully turning me on?

Oh, I was definitely turned on….with very little effort on her part. Pretty much none at all – just her presence made me turned on. It was a wonder she hadn’t noticed the tent between my legs yet. God, I wanted to fuck her. I held in a groan, my chest tightening with the effort. My thoughts whispered to me, “Resistance is futile.” That was reassuring…

“I don’t think that’s exactly in my area of expertise, either,” she said, her voice now a whisper. This time a groan tore from my throat before I had a chance to rein it in.

Laura smiled, her eyes sparkling. She leaned over slightly, her hand slid up my leg to my crotch, and she cupped my balls in her small hand. “I can think of other historical ways to bring up my grade.”

What. The. Fuck. Was she serious? Sex? In exchange for a passing grade? This kind of shit really happens – in real life? Really?

“I can’t give you an A if you’re not an A student,” I told her, literally trembling in my seat. I truthfully didn’t know what else to say.

She nodded, her hand moving now over my pants, squeezing and releasing my balls and driving me mad. She rubbed up and down my erection shamelessly. If she kept doing that, it wouldn’t be long before I gave in to her request. I needed sex. I needed to drive my cock into her mouth and see how far down her throat it’d go before she—

“I know,” she whispered, nuzzling my neck now with her warm mouth. She nibbled at my ear, drawing the lower lobe into her mouth and sucking hard on it. Her moan echoed my own, and I clutched my knees tighter, still trying to resist the urge to grab her. I just wanted to yank those jean shorts off of her body and sink myself into her tight little…

“I can deal with a lower grade, as long as I pass. I just need extra credit in order to help bring my grade up.” She paused, her hand slipping down the front of my trousers. Her long fingers made teasing circles around the smooth head of my cock. I was lost. She could have whatever she wanted as long as She… Let…. Me…. Fuck…. Her… right here and right now. I was so worked up that nothing mattered anymore – not my career…absolutely nothing. I’d certainly never done anything like this before…

“Extra credit then. Close and lock the door,” I heard myself say – surprisingly. It wasn’t my office hours for students anyway, and if the door was locked it would be assumed that I wasn’t on campus. The best part of being a professor is that you teach twelve hours a week, do four office hours per week to be available to students, and that’s it. You can be off-campus the rest of the week. We do, however, have to do a lot of work from home – like grading papers and tests.

With a satisfied smile – she was apparently used to getting her own way-, Laura rose and locked the door. As an afterthought, she pulled down the shade as well, tying the string to the knob so it wouldn’t roll back up.

When she returned, I reached for her, slipping my hands through the belt loops of her shorts and pulled her flush against me. Her warm body against mine felt so unbelievably good. My clothed erection slid between her legs and I groaned again. Her hands slid around my neck and her mouth claimed mine for the very first time.

God, she tasted sweet. Like cherries and sunshine…if that was even possible. Her warm tongue flicked mine, a tease, a taste of everything she had to offer me. This was wrong, but I didn’t care. I needed this. She wanted this. It was a win-win situation, each giving the other what they needed most. That was the way the world worked, wasn’t it?

“Professor, please,” she whispered roughly in my ear. Her breath had already become heavy and she rubbed her hips against mine, her desire apparent in the way she ground them against me.

I kissed her again, my tongue reaching out to hers and dancing the dark dance of pure lust. She moaned and clasped her cherry-red lips around my tongue, sucking hard and making me groan.

My finders slid up her shirt and grasped her breasts through her bra. I needed them in my mouth. Bending at the waist, I lifted her shirt and pulled down her bra. My mouth clasped one small nipple, my tongue circling it until it rose and hardened. With a smile, I released it with a pop and did the same to the other. Her hips bucked against mine as I sucked hard, punishing her nipples and making them red.

“Professor!” Her voice was higher in pitch, but every breath she took came out as a harsh pant, hot against my skin as I looked up at her. Her pupils were dilated, a sure sign that she was taken with the same force that I was. This couldn’t be just acting on her part…

“Laura. Sweet, young Laura,” I managed to groan as my fingers fumbled with the button on her jeans and she undid mine. “I want to fuck you so long and so hard, but first I want you to suck my cock. Can you suck my cock, Laura? Can you wrap those glistening lips around my stiff dick and take me into your mouth?” I whispered hotly in her ear.

With a sly smile, she got down on her knees. Her hands didn’t fumble as mine had. Her movements were measured and quick. She knew exactly what she was doing. Then my rock hard cock was finally released from the prison that was my pants and boxer briefs. The cool air felt good, but not as good as when she leaned forward and drew me into her warm, suckling mouth. I groaned, thrusting my hips toward her face, forcing more of me in her mouth.

She laughed slightly, and the sound muffled, and vibrated around my cock. If anything, it was even more of a turn-on. Her tongue was moist, circling the tip of my penis and sliding between the slit at the end. The sounds of her enjoying my cock filled my office. God, it felt so good. She was loud, and her mouth was really wet.

Before I could stop myself, I tangled my hands in her long hair and rocked my hips toward her. I wouldn’t last long, and I didn’t want to come in her mouth, but it felt so good. I could definitely do this for a little while longer.

“Have you done this before, Laura? How many men have had their big, juicy cocks in your sweet little mouth?” I talked dirty to her, and we were both really getting off on it. I had to control myself, though, to prevent shooting my load way too soon…

She didn’t answer in words. The moan that vibrated around my big cock was response enough. I groaned, knowing if I didn’t fuck her now, I wouldn’t be able to – I was about to explode.

As if she sensed I was close to the edge, Laura pulled away and stood, slipping her shorts off over her hips and shucking her underwear, a thin piece of fabric that was a mere thong – and it was black...I love black panties…

Kissing her deeply again, I pushed her against the chalkboard, grabbing her ass and lifting her into the air. Long, slim legs wrapped around my waist and a playful squeal filled the air around us. I plunged hard and deep into her, needing this more than Laura would ever know.

She cried out, a sound that pierced my ears for only a second before instinct kicked in, and I reached up with one hand and stifled the sound, cutting off her cry even as I stilled. I stared at her, kicking myself mentally. None of the women I’d been with had ever been quiet in the throes of me fucking them like a complete animal. I guess I’d forgotten that…

For a moment, neither of us spoke. I didn’t even dare to breathe as I listened to see if any noise came from the hallway. I heard nothing. I guess no one called campus safety to come to investigate the scream. No one came.

A new fear spiked inside my core. “Were you a virgin?” I asked. I didn’t dare take my hand from her mouth, afraid she’d cry out again. I needed to move soon, needed to feel her pussy clenched around my cock, needed to find the release that had built up from the moment she walked over to me.

Her eyes widened in shock, but then she slowly nodded her head up and down. Lowering my hand from her mouth, she said, “Yes, but I think you’re really hot – I have for a while…and I…I just really like you…and  really wanted to fuck you and get the extra credit…”

“All right, Laura – I’ll try to be more gentle in that case.” It was the only words I needed to get back into the game. I moved, rocking my hips forward even as I pulled her towards me. Her legs trembled as I prepared to impale her again with my cock, but I was more gentle this time around – I’d apparently already popped her cherry with that first deep, hard thrust. Now I had a tight young pussy clenching my cock as if the world might end if I didn’t fuck her. Nope. I wasn’t going anywhere until she was screaming my name – with my hand covering her mouth of course.

Since her initial cry, she’d bitten her lip as I moved inside her. She moaned and groaned as my shaft punished her virgin pussy over and over again. It was unbelievable – so incredibly tight – like a vice – and she just whimpered and breathed heavy in my ear as I fucked her over and over and over again. I held tight to her small ass, controlling her – controlling how deeply I fucked her…and when….and how…

“Oh God!” she swore in my ear, breathing even more heavily as her moans grew louder.  There’s nothing like hearing a woman moan in your ear and knowing you are the master bringing her to the point of no return. This young filly Laura needed to be trained by me, taken by me – to be shown the ways of the world. I groaned, knowing I wouldn’t be able to hold off much longer. I was far from finished with her.

Spinning around, I settled her on the corner of my desk, using it as leverage to pound into her harder. She looked down at the gap between us, watching as my dick slid in and out of her shaven pussy, and I nearly came then. It was the most erotic thing ever, watching her watching me fuck her so hard. She let out a wail with every thrust I gave her, so I continually had to keep covering her mouth with one hand as I held her ass with the other.

“God, you’re so wet,” I groaned. It was becoming harder and harder not to come, but I wasn’t ready yet. I needed a little more time with Laura. I wanted to make her come, to have her warm, wet juices all over my cock, to feel that tight little pussy milk me.

She grasped my shoulders as I shifted my hands to her hips. With a toss of her head, she arched her back, stifling a loud groan as she came. Just as I’d predicted, her pussy contracted around my veiny cock, tightening more than ever before, and I groaned. Soon. I’d find my own release soon.

No. No. Don’t tell me to pull out. Don’t tell me to stop. I couldn’t stop anyway. I knew I was about to come. There wasn’t even time to warn her. I pulled her hips hard against mine, refusing to pull out as I came hard, allowing jet after jet of cum fill her pink pussy.

She cried out, and once more I covered her mouth with one hand and stifling my own cries with a mouthful of breast. My teeth pulled hard at her nipple, sending another shockwave throughout her body. As I finished, I felt her come again, tightening around me – now filled with my seed.

“Holy Fuck,” I said, my mouth against her flesh, moving my hand away from her mouth and fondling the breast my mouth had just teased. “Do you want some more of that?”

Before she could reply, my mouth covered her other breast, sucking hard, and my hand moved down between her thighs to rub hard and fast on her slippery clit. My question was answered as she arched her back with a sharp moan, and proceeded to come once again. Her breaths fell from her chest in ragged gasps. 

“Oh Professor,” she murmured after being made to climax for a third time. No doubt her clitoris was sensitive by this time…after all the action it’d received.

I soon grew limp, still buried inside of Laura. She spent that time trying to catch her breath, looking down between us where we were still joined together.  I was afraid to know what she was thinking. Would she regret the lack of a condom? Would I?

The fact that the thought of protection only occurred to me now—after the deed was done, reminded me of how long it had been since I’d fucked -anyone. Yes, I still had it. But we’d forgotten the condom…

“That was incredible!” she cried, still clinging to me with soft, young hands. When she looked up at me, her brown eyes sparkled. God, this girl knew how to make a man feel young again.

“I think you just passed History, Laura,” was all I could manage to say…

The End

Taboo: Losing My Chastity to My…

It happened really fast, actually. My new wife Crystal and I met on an international cruise. We hit it off right from the start – from the moment I saw her dancing in that red dress, the disco ball lights falling down on her like rain. Imagine our shock when it turned out that we only lived about twenty miles from each other. Within the next month, Crystal and I were inseparable. She came to my house, or I made the trip to hers, pretty much every day.  It wasn’t long before we realized that we’d both found the one we’d been searching for. We decided we wanted to get married right away. With that, we booked a flight to Vegas and got married in the first little chapel we could find. It was an incredible trip, and as soon as we got back I moved in. The journey to a life full of bliss and happiness lay out before us.

I knew that Crystal had a daughter, but I had yet to meet her in person. I’d seen a couple pictures of her and heard a few stories, but I didn't really know much about my new step daughter, Amanda. She wouldn't be coming home until her semester at college ended in May. I knew I had a few more months to settle in before I would meet her.

I actually met Amanda when she unexpectedly walked through the front door of our home with a few suitcases, a purse, and two duffle bags. When we realized she had flunked out of college, we weren't very surprised. Crystal had mentioned that Amanda had always struggled with her studies, and Crystal had pretty much forced her to enroll after graduating high school.

I know it sounds wrong, but I'm a man and I couldn't help but notice how gorgeous Amanda was. My 18 year old step daughter turned out to be a real knockout. My wife was a good-looking woman, but her daughter, the younger version of her, was drop-dead gorgeous. I instantly had to pick my jaw up off the floor before anyone noticed. 

The pictures I’d seen of her didn't do any justice. In person she looked more like a woman. In the pictures, she looked like a young girl. Maybe the pictures were old, I thought to myself. There was no doubt that before me stood a full-grown woman!

She was dressed too sexy for an 18 year old. Her red shorts were so tight and so short that I half expected her tight butt cheeks to bust them open on the spot. Her white shirt left little to the imagination. It was tight with a plunging neckline. Her full breasts spilled out through the neckline, and her supple breasts appeared perky and firm. Her cleavage was massive, and I could picture myself squeezing and sucking on them with abandon.

Amanda definitely resembled her mom. Of course, she was a hotter, younger version. Her long blonde hair flowed down her shoulder stopping just under her big breasts. Her hair curled at the ends and fell down gracefully over her chest. Her face was breathtaking, like that of a goddess. She had big baby blue eyes. Her lips where perfect for cock sucking; they were round, full, and pouty. I'd love to have those lips around my hard veiny cock.

As my wife began to speak, I jumped – as if I’d been caught in my dirty, inappropriate thoughts. It took me a second to realize that she couldn’t actually read my mind, and that was a good thing.

"Amanda what are you doing here already? You're not supposed to be home until May. What's going on?" Crystal started in on her like a rottweiler.

"I'm just taking a little break from school, Mom. It's no big deal."

A very pissed-off look spread across Crystal’s pale face, and her eyes narrowed at her only child. The tone in her voice noted her agitation. I was kind of embarrassed witnessing this exchange, and wanted to shrink into the background.

"What do you mean you're taking a break from school? You can't just take a break in the middle of the semester. You still have two months until this semester ends. You flunked out, didn't you? You know how much overtime I had to put in at work to pay for your college? "

Crystal glared at Amanda, and Amanda let out a sigh and rolled her eyes.

"Mom, don't even worry about it. It's not like you're the one that has to go to school. These classes are a lot harder than when you were in college. You don’t understand… " Amanda explained, her voice trailing off.

"I am so disappointed in you. I can't even look at you right now”.

Crystal stood up from off of the couch and stormed out of the room. She slammed the bedroom door behind her, leaving Amanda and I alone in the now-quiet living room.

"It's not a big deal," Amanda mumbled, as if to herself.

She took a deep breath and sighed in. I wondered if her mother’s reaction had been worse than she’d anticipated. Then, suddenly, she turned her attention on me. Her blue eyes lit up when our eyes met, and she smirked a bit.

"So? Are you my new daddy" She asked as she bit her bottom lip.

I knew at that moment, I was looking at trouble – in the flesh.

"I'm Bill," I said as I stood up, hoping to not sound as anxious as I felt.

I then extended my hand offering to shake hers. She looked at me and laughed. She then grabbed my hand firmly but instead of shaking, she pulled me closer to her. She leaned in even closer as she spoke. 

"You're pretty hot," she whispered, "What are you doing with my mom? You know you could do so much better…."

As soon as I began to answer, she cut me off.

"How old are you, Bill?" she asked, no longer whispering.

"49," I replied, suddenly wishing I was younger. Maybe I should’ve lied…

"Damn- you sure don't look 49. You’re way too fucking hot for mom."

She then let go of my hand and turned her ass towards me, bending over as far as she could. I just stood and stared hard at her ass as she picked up her bags and began to walk towards her room.

She turned her head back towards me and said, "I'll see you around, Daddy."  It took everything I had in me not to follow her.

A few days later, and I was sitting in my home office doing work on my computer. I was deep in my work and fully focused on it when I heard a door slam. I looked up from my computer into the living room. I heard footsteps as I peered out.  All of a sudden, Amanda walked into my view.

She was fully aware of my presence, and she was completely naked…absolutely nothing covered her.  I was completely shocked, but my cock hardened and twitched as I stared. She looked me dead in the eye and touched her own breast. Her body was completely perfect, and it made me almost mad with lust.

Her breasts were full and turned upright, her nipples pink and oh so ready to be sucked on. Her hips were curvy, and her pink little pussy appeared to be clean shaven. Amanda had a sexy little tattoo of a kiss emblazoned over a cross on her hip. She smiled at me, and I gulped loudly… almost choking. I wanted to fuck her so bad.

My cock pulsated even harder as I stared at her, not knowing what to do. I could feel it rising inside my pants, pushing my trousers away from my body. I was thankful that I was sitting at my desk as it hid my massive erection. Eight inches of rock hard cock was hard to hide without something big to conceal it. 

She rubbed her hands over her breasts, squeezing them and pulling at her nipples as she stared at me. She grew serious, and she bit her lower lip. Amanda leaned her back against the back of the couch as she slid her hand down her flat, tanned belly and began to touch her pussy. She placed one finger on her clit and began to rub it in a circular motion and began moaning. She slid her hand farther back towards her vagina. She gently inserted one finger pushing slowly in and out.  I watched in stunned silence as she fingered herself harder and harder.

I tried to look away, but I couldn't divert my eyes. I just sat there motionless, staring at her and just wishing I could fuck her. I secretly hoped she would cum in front of me, and I could watch her face as the ecstasy overcame her.

Just then, I heard someone fumbling a set of keys outside the front door. I knew it was my wife. She arrived home almost every day around this time from work.

Amanda ran into her bedroom. I could hear the door shut behind her as my wife walked into the living room. I took a deep breath and sighed, just hoping my boner would go away. I stayed seated at my desk, motionless, as my wife bid me hello and walked to the kitchen with a bag of groceries in hand.

The next morning as I lay sleeping in my bed, I was awoken by a warm hand being slid down my pants. The hand slid up and down the veins on my shaft and my cock hardened. I moaned keeping my eyes closed. I thought Crystal was nibbling on my ear, and I smiled.

"Do you like that?"

I jumped, and my eyes flew open upon realizing that was not Crystal’s voice. I turned and looked next to me, and it was Amanda lying there.

"What are you doing!" I whispered harshly, as I jumped out of bed. "Where’s your mother?"

"Calm down- she just hopped in the shower."

"Amanda, you can't be doing that! What if your mom walked in?" I said trying to hush my voice and be adamant at the same time.

My hard cock protruded out of my pajama pants.

"You know you liked it," She whispered as she pointed to my hard cock.

I hurried up and walked out of the bedroom pushing my dick back into my pants. Even though I was startled, I had to admit that it was a pretty exciting thing to wake up to. Very scary, but exciting none the less.

Later that night, I lay in bed sleepless, just tossing and turning.  I couldn't get Amanda out of my head. I tried so hard not to imagine bending her over and pounding her tight pussy with my hard cock, sucking on those big breasts, or allowing her to suck on my big hard shaft.  Crystal lay sleeping soundly next to me. The pain pills she took always knocked her out for the night, so I knew I could get up without waking her.  The image of Amanda touching herself in front of me was making me go crazy. I figured that the only way I’d get any sleep was if I downed a couple of stiff drinks.

I walked to the kitchen and got into the liquor cabinet. I poured some brandy into a cup and began sipping as I sat down at the kitchen table. Before i knew it, I’d drank half the bottle. I had hoped the alcohol would make me tired, but that idea backfired. I was heavily intoxicated at this point, and I still couldn't stop thinking about Amanda. I imagined her touching my cock again like she’d done that morning.

I ran my right hand down my boxers, gripping my cock tightly. I began stroking my hand up and down my shaft going harder with each motion. The pleasure I felt while picturing Amanda's hands around my pecker was exhilirating. I wanted her so badly.

I was too drunk to even hear the creaky front door open or Amanda sneak up to me. Next thing I know, Ii felt another hand on my cock. When I opened my eyes, I saw Amanda.  She grabbed me by the hand and pulled me into the dark living room, shutting the light to the kitchen off behind her.

I could barely see in front of me, but I did see Amanda slide down to her knees. She grabbed my cock forcefully, while sliding my pants down around my ankles. She moved her head forward pressing her big luscious red lips around the head of my hardened penis.  She slowly swirled her tongue around the head of my dick, and I began to pre-cum as my toes curled. She sucked on the sensitive tip for just a minute, sending pleasure through my entire body. She then pressed her head forward forcefully, taking me deep into her throat. She sucked hard, bobbing her head back and forth. I grabbed her by the hair and pushed more of my cock down her throat. She sucked me good – hard and deep. My dick was throbbing for more of her.

Just then, Amanda leaned close to me and began kissing my bare chest - and licking and sucking on my nipples. She ran her tongue across my wide shoulders, licking up my neck and eventually up my neck. She bit on my ear lobe. I could feel her warm breath in my ear.

"Have you ever fucked a virgin, Bill? I want you to fuck me so bad. Please take me right here and right now," she gently whispered into my ear.

Chills ran down my spine as I imagined how tight her virgin pussy must be. I grabbed her pants and forcefully pulled them down around her ankles along with her purple panties. She stepped out of them, kicked them to the side, and layed back on the couch. I slid my fingers inside her warm, tight pussy. Her walls pressed tightly up against my finger. I slowly worked my way up to two fingers attempting to loosen her up a bit, hoping for an easier insertion of all my eight inches. She moaned  as I slid my long fingers deeper inside of her, throwing her head back and biting her lower lip. Her love box pulsated around my fingers. She tried to be silent, but was letting out a few deep but quiet moans. I fingered her even more aggressively and she became even more wet. I could tell she was aching for my cock. I was about ready to give it to her when she began to speak.

" I want you so bad," she whispered, attempting to hold back her many moans.

She begged and pleaded for me to ram my cock into her. I ignored her, and kept fingering her trying to get her as horny as I could. I enjoyed teasing her and making her beg for it. Perhaps I’m a bid sadistic, or maybe I was just trying to make the whole thing last as long as possible.

After about ten minutes of fingering her I could easily slide two fingers in and out of her. I then spun her around to where she was facing down on the couch. I lifted her ass up in the air, and  I smacked her ass hard just to show her who was in charge. With one hand I teased her red little clit, rubbing it hard.  My warm mouth found her tight cunt, and I began lapping its folds and licking her all over. I tongue-fucked her hard and long – in both the pussy and ass. She breathed heavily and made little whimpering sounds at the ecstasy of this treatment.

I spread her pussy lips far apart with two fingers, and continued to gently stroking it. I grabbed my cock, and rubbed the tip of it up and down her pussy…very slowly. She moaned,  begging me to ram it deep inside of her. I pushed just the tip of my shaft inside of her.  Her vagina firmly gripped my cock, sending shivers up and down my spine. She let out a gasp as I did so, and tried to pull back away from me.  I worked my cock deeper and deeper inside of her until I was fully in. She whimpered and moaned and groaned as I fucked her. It must’ve really hurt, but I held tight to her tips, determined to finish the job of popping her cherry. My hairy balls pressed against her clitoris and the warmth of her pussy up against my balls excited me even more. With a couple final thrusts, I could feel her cherry burst. She let out a sharp gasp at that time, and squeezed hard at my ass, digging in her nails.

I thrust harder, hoping that she would be able to handle it and then her moans signified that she was beginning to actually enjoy it. So the,  I pounded her harder with my cock. I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back towards me kissing her neck. I slammed my cock in and out of her as hard as I could. I held tight to her hips as my cock punished her bad little pussy over and over again.  My cock pulsated in pleasure as I fucked her feeling every inch of her tight little bunny hole.  I just fucked her and fucked her like crazy.

When her pussy began to cum, it squirted all over me -  running down my shaft and pooling on my balls. I thought it was incredibly hot that she was a squirter. I knew I was going to blow my load all over her.

When I began to cum, I purposely kept my cock inside of her and shot my warm load up into her tight little cunt. I flipped her around when I finished, grabbed her hair and pulled her face towards my cock, knowing she would lick every last bit of cum off of it. I gave her one last, long, deep kiss before we both snuck off to our rooms. The sun was beginning to rise, and Crystal was just about to wake up and get ready for work.

The End
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Losing My Innocence to My…

After an exhausting day at work, I walked into my living room. I was a little curious as to what this evening might bring, as an unusual turn of events had been unfolding in my house recently. My normally shy step daughter, Marlie had taken to letting her robe slip open around me, exposing her bare body just within my line of sight. Pretty strange and unsettling – but definitely interesting none the less.

I had spoken about it to a coworker of mine just last week, hoping he had some advice for me on how to handle it. “Jump on it, dude, how often does an opportunity like this come along?” He said in response. I was hoping he would come up with something more practical. Like how to get it to stop without having to tell my wife about it.

Normally, I’m not the type who needs advice; I’m usually the one other people turn to. But this is not my typical sort of challenge. It was a very delicate situation to say the least. And I had no idea on how to approach it. And it just kept happening – again and again.

Sometimes, she would go weeks at a time without any incident. And then it would start again, happening several times before stopping again. She was spending more time at home lately, which was quite out of character for her. She was usually out messing around with friends.

Now, Marlie is at it again. The first few times her robe “accidentally” flew open up to expose her naked breasts – so plump and white, I thought it was an accident. But, now this is most definitely a trend that is too obvious to be coincidental. It only happened at night, after Marlie's mother Brenda had gone to bed. I am a night owl by nature, and am usually the last one to go to bed in the house.

I know Marlie is not a little girl anymore; she’d just recently celebrated her 19th birthday. It's not that she isn't attractive - she is actually very pretty. But, I’m married to her mother. My biggest concern though, is that I am unsure as to how much longer I will be able to take the teasing. My cock turned rock hard whenever it happened. I just wanted to rip off her pink robe, and throw her down onto the couch. It was even starting to haunt my dreams…

There were actually very few complaints in my marriage, but it was becoming increasingly difficult to not get turned on by a tight, tone, perfectly proportioned 19 year old hard body. I had never even thought about cheating on my wife, but as a man, I can only take so much temptation. Wouldn’t just about any man would take an opportunity to get his rocks off with a hot young thing, if only given the chance? I don’t know…

My only plans for the rest of the night were to watch a movie, and get a good buzz on. Grabbing a beer out of the fridge, I kicked off my shoes and headed back towards the living room. After selecting a movie on Pay Per View, I strolled on over to the couch. If I had known in advance what the evening had in store for me, I would have just gone and had drinks at the bar instead. Wouldn’t I?

I was just sitting down with my beer when Marlie walked out of her bedroom with her robe hanging open again. Wearing only white silky panties underneath, I could see a rose-colored nipple peeking out from the robe that was supposed to cover her. Marlie walked past the room where her mother slept, and upon hearing her mother snoring, walked right over to me.

“Did you know I’m a virgin?” she purred intomy ear as she sat down close to me on the couch. I was shocked she would talk with me about something so personal. But, not shocked that Marlie was a virgin. She was normally very shy and demure, and almost seemed afraid of dating – or disinterested.

Marlie dropped the robe off of her shoulders, and let it slide down. She sat there in nothing but her white silk panties. She was there, her arm touching mine, and was apparently waiting for my response. Had she not noticed the boner that was growing in my pants?

I went to protest, but Marlie interrupted with, “I am sooooo horny right now – I want you to fuck me so bad, Mark,” It was pretty clear she wasn’t going to take no for an answer. “Don't I make you horny?” The fact was, that she did, especially sitting there in front of me with big, plump breasts, topped with rosey little nipples. Her legs were long and tan, a marked contrast from the white of her underwear.  What a perfect body – a flat stomach that you could toss a coin off of.

My very first instinct was to go to the bedroom door and check for snoring myself. I resisted the urge – to be truthful I was just in too much of a hurry to get started. I peeled my pants off. My veiny cock twitched at the sight of her pure white, perfect titties. They were big, round, and uplifted – something only youth could provide.

I gently took one of her red nipples into my warm, wet mouth, and began to gently suck on it. I can’t really believe I’m actually doing this. I licked her entire chest – each breast and even the crevice in between them. I was incredible. Her little mounds grew hard and pointy at the mere touch of my fingers. I pulled at her nipples, making her moan out loud. I kissed her deeply as I did so, finding her warm mouth with my own. I know I’m a dominant lover, and I was trying to resist the urge to force her to do my will. The women I’ve been with like that, but I wasn’t sure if it would be too much for her – her being such a tender age.

I knew with this being Marlie's first time, I was going to need to be sure to get her really nice and wet first, before I fucked her hard and fast. I continued to punish her nipples, and after only a few minutes, I could hear Marlie begin to breath heavy between the moans of pleasure and pain. She leaned in, so as to try and push her tit into my mouth a little further. It was then that I knew she was a glutton for my sort of punishment.

I flipped her over, across my knee, and roughly pulled down her white panties to expose her big, round, luscious ass. I could tell she was shocked by this turn of events, and I was glad that her mother always wore earplugs to bed, because I wanted to spank Marlie before we went any farther. Actually, I didn’t want to spank her – I had to spank her. With a hard, straight hand, I gave her several good cracks on the ass. She wiggled and squirmed as I warmed her ass from pure white to a nice pink shade.

When I was satisfied that she knew who was in charge, I flipped her back up and pushed her backwards onto the couch in a lying position. I got down on my knees, and continued sucking on her tits, first one and then eventually moving to the other. My hand found its way into her panties, and my index finger started caressing her clit. Her pussy was wet already. I pulled her panties off, and spread her legs far apart to view her untouched pussy. It was neatly shaven, with a racing stripe of black pubic hair up the middle, just covering the line. My dick twitched, wanting nothing more to sink into her tight, wet pussy.

I changed position so that I could begin licking her. I wanted to eat her pussy first, to run my tongue up and down that lovely racing stripe.  Slowly at first, I kissed her pussy, teasing her a little to create anticipation. I would kiss it a few times, and then hold off a few seconds. It must be working, since Marlie whispered, “Oh, that feels so good…can you lick it some more?” She spread her legs apart even further, to make it easier for me, and her little hands found the back of my head as I licked every last fold and sucked hard on her clit. Just when I thought she was going to go crazy, I slid my tongue in to her creamy wet cunt. I knew I could fuck her hard with my tongue, and that would prepare her at least a little for the real thing.

Marlie’s body started to shudder as I tongue fucked her – good and hard. She was apparently enjoying her pussy licking. I began sucking on her pussy lips. I could hear little noises sounds coming out of her, and doubted she was even aware of it. It was then that I allowed my tongue to slide down to her ass crack.

Marlie lifted her hips up just enough to indicate she enjoyed this – I know some women are too self-conscious to enjoy this sort of treatment. “Mmmm, keep licking my ass, it really turns me on.” I gave her ass the once over with my tongue, and then for a nice little surprise, I began nose fucking her cunt at the same time. Yeah, I have skills. “That makes me so horny.” Marlie said as she grabbed onto my hair and started pumping furiously. I decided it was time to give her little pussy what it really craved. A nice stiff shaft.  I finally pulled my face away from her ass and slowly approached her with my cock in hand, rubbing it to relieve some of its ache.

I could tell Marlie was filled with anticipation. I purposely slid it in slowly so she would have time to get used to it, but to my surprise, Marlie grabbed on to my ass cheeks and  took it upon herself to shove my cock in deep and fast. I could feel her cherry pop as I heard her draw in a sharp breath and gasp loudly.

I started pumping her, and man was she tight! It was amazing – I could barely cram my big cock inside of her. I started suckling on her tits again, and Marlie grabbed my ass and just moaned as I punished her tight little bunny hole. “Oh, Mark, it just hurts so bad,” Marlie whimpered as she allowed me to pump my organ all the way into her. I held her ample ass hard as I banged her, letting her know there was no way to escape, and loving every minute of it. Her gasps and moans as I felt her pussy clamp down on me were simply incredible. It turned me on like nothing I’d ever experienced before.

“Your pussy is so perfect, baby girl, so nice and tight.” I whispered in Marlie's ear as I fucked her as hard as I could. All of a sudden, Marlie began breathing really hard, telling me she was close to cumming. I gave her several good thrusts to help her along, and she clamped down really hard on me. I could feel her cum, hear her whine, and the ride got even wetter as she did so.

I was enjoying fucking her fresh pussy so much that I wanted to continue as long as possible. It was not like I was getting regular opportunities to fuck a 19 year old. “I’m gonna make you cum a second time.” I told her as I took one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked as hard as I could. “I’m gonna keep fucking you.” I could hear Marlie panting heavily as I rode her – for a really long time. My cock was throbbing as I shoved it in her ever deeper.

I could hear Marlie letting out a slight, “Uhhh” with each thrust. “I want to try being on top now.” Marlie said, as she stopped rocking against me. We got up off of the couch, I laid down on my back, and allowed Marlie to mount me. My cock slipped back in to her wet pussy easily. Marlie was pumping away like mad, bouncing up and down on my cock as I held tight to her hips.  I was unsure of how much longer I was going to be able to hold out in this new position.

Marlie was moaning out loud by now, as she began fucking me even harder. “I'm about to cum again.” she said as she took my cock all the way inside her little pussy. My stick exploded with cum as she rode me furiously. We slowed down to a final stop as we came together. We were both sweating now. We lay there for a few silent moments, and I listened hard, trying to hear her mother snoring. After dismounting me, Marlie grabbed her robe and went into the bathroom.

After putting my pants back on, I quietly walked over to check and see if my wife was still asleep. Thankfully, I could still hear the steady sound of her snoring. I waited for Marlie to finish showering so I could take one as well. I certainly wasn't going to crawl into bed with my wife after fucking her daughter, and not at least wash my dick off first.

When I awoke in the morning, Beth was already out of bed. I could hear the clanking and clattering of pots and pans as she made breakfast. It was the smell of coffee brewing and bacon frying that had woken me up. It was finally the weekend, and we had the entire day together. I hoped that the guilt I felt would not somehow show itself. Instead of sitting right down at the breakfast table, I headed straight for the shower, to try and wash away my guilt.

Beth was just putting breakfast on the table as I finished getting dressed. Damn. I was going to have to face her eventually, and it may as well be now. Anything else would look suspicious. After giving Beth a peck on the cheek, I sat down and poured myself a glass of orange juice. “Ill take some coffee, honey.” I offered lamely, in an attempt at making conversation flow.

Beth slid the cup onto the table in front of me without even making eye contact. I was looking for signs of anger, but saw none. Beth was placing food on the table, and began scraping scrambled eggs onto my plate. “Where's Marlie?” I asked stupidly. “Right here!” she answered from behind me, as she breezed into the kitchen. Beth poured her a glass of juice as Marlie grabbed a piece of toast and cramming it into her mouth like a hungry vulture.

“What's the big hurry?” Beth asked, noticing Marlie was gobbling her breakfast up at record pace. It was not like her.

“I have a job interview this morning, and want to get a jump on it. I have to shower, get dressed and then go print out a copy of my resume.” Marlie never made eye contact with either one of us, but her demeanor never betrayed that she had recently transgressed against her own mother. It was the last I would see of Marlie for the rest of the day.

“I was thinking we could go to the mall today. I need to buy a birthday present for your mother. You did remember her birthday was coming up?” It was apparent that Beth didn’t suspect a thing. It seems as though I was off the hook. The only question now, was if Marlie would try something in the future. And if she did, what how would I respond this time around?

I needed not worry about it for now, as Marlie was gone for the morning. It was this evening, after her mother went to sleep that I wondered about. I tried delaying the mall as long as possible, as I wanted to arrive home late enough to miss Marlie's arrival home. So, once we were done shopping, I took the liberty of driving straight for the art museum.

Beth loved the little surprise, and asked what the occasion was. “I just felt like being spontaneous, that's all.” I tried sounding casual as I answered her. More likely, it was guilt! We were able to kill several hours alone at the museum, before taking her to The Garden, her favorite restaurant for dinner. Beth was so happy with her day that she didn’t seem to suspect a thing.

Luckily, Marlie was not there when we got home. There wasn't even a note, indicating Marlie may not have been home at all during the day. Beth was exhausted after a full day of activity, and went to take a shower so she could go to bed early. It was almost 8:00 by now, and the thought of Beth going to bed made me nervous. I was just glad Marlie wasn’t home.

No sooner did I hear the familiar sound of Beth's snoring, than Marlie's car pulled into the driveway. My heart pounded in fear of what would happen after Marlie stepped inside of the door. But, instead of waiting to see, I chickened out, and stretched out on the couch, pretending to be asleep. To my relief,  Marlie crept past me quietly, in an attempt to not wake me. I laid there on the couch, with eyes still closed, and could hear Marlie shutting her bedroom door. Her television was on just seconds later.

After several minutes of waiting to make sure Marlie was in her room for the duration, I snuck out of the living room, and made a bee line straight for my own bed. It seemed as though Marlie had not wanted a second encounter any more than I did, which was a big relief. As long as Beth never found out, we could safely resume our normal lives together as a family.

The next day, it was as if nothing had ever happened. Marlie made no mention of the event, and neither did I. Still, we tiptoed around each other for weeks to come, each of nervous that we would be found out. Confident it would never happen again, I was happy to keep quiet about it and pretend as though nothing was out of the ordinary between us.

Just one month later, I was relieved to learn that Marlie had a new boyfriend. The two had been inseparable since the announcement had been made. Given the fact that she now had someone to sleep with, I no longer worried about her robe flying open again. And to my relief, it never did. Our little secret encounter could remain nothing more than a memory…a really good memory.

The End
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Sugar Daddy…Forbidden Candy

OK – here’s the deal – he paid a lot. That’s how I got messed up with John William Davis in the first place. I decided a long time ago that shoveling french fries wasn’t for me – and certainly wouldn’t support me in the way that I wanted to become accustomed to. Even though I’d been born into what many would call a white trash family, which come to think of it, it was, I’d been born with the “get out of jail free” card. Out of a totally average family, I was born. Blonde hair, a sweet, lovely face, and a Playboy body. Yeah, let’s just say I hit the DNA jackpot.

I was smart enough to realize that I had a marketable asset, so I decided to turn to sugaring. I wanted to find a sugar daddy, a man who was rich enough to support me and do it well. Really, really well. In return, of course, I would do whatever he wanted me to.

I actually found the ad on Craigslist – it peaked my interest and I figured what the hell? I met him in a diner, a nice safe place during the day to meet a complete stranger that would hopefully pull you up out of the gutter. Let’s just say I was very pleasantly surprised. John was actually a pretty good-looking guy, in his mid-forties, with blonde hair that was just slightly graying at the temples. He had a body that could have easily belonged to someone half his age. John wore a three piece suit, and a large gold watch that glittered as he nervously moved his wrist. Apparently, he liked what he saw, too. His twinkly blue eyes got big, and his smile even bigger, when I walked up to him in a tight red dress and black heels.

And so it was done. I moved into his palatial home the next day. From a run-down trailer to one of the finest homes in the area.  It was even on the lake, which had always been a dream of mine. I had my own beautiful bedroom, and he even took me shopping to buy clothes that were more appropriate for my new lifestyle. I would be attending social and business events with him, so I certainly couldn’t go in what I currently had. He paid me $10,000 a week to live in his house, be the woman on his arm….and other things.

We even had staff in the house – Fritz was the old bearded butler, who always seemed a little grumpy. There was a pretty girl there named Fiona who handled all the cleaning. There was also a woman named Bertha who was the personal chef. She was older than Fiona and I, probably about sixty. Her food was simply incredible.

I was kind of surprised that John and I had been “dating” or living together for a whole week, and we had yet to do it – or anything at all. To be truthful, I really wanted to fuck him. He was pretty hot for an older guy, and people really grow on you when they are buying you new clothes, letting you live in a palace, and paying you thousands on top of that.

So, I was pretty happy when John knocked on my bedroom door at around eleven one night. I opened the door, but was surprised to see both John and Fritz at the door. So, then I was confused. Was Fritz gonna watch? Was that John’s kink?

Both men moved into the room – the handsome man that was my employer and the old butler with the white beard. It was hard to say how old Fritz was – definitely older than John, and way, way older than me. I sat down on the bed, and John sat down in a chair next to it. Fritz came over and sat on the bed next to me, like he was eagerly awaiting something. He leaned over, and kissed me, his long white beard scratching against me lips and face. Although I felt frozen with terror, I complied, kissing him back. It definitely was not what I was into, and yet I knew that I was being paid for. John just watched with a cool stare as Fritz pulled my top off my head, and pushed me back onto my bed.  I looked down at my large white breasts and the old man suckling on my pink nipples. I might have been repulsed, but what was the point? I’d accepted the gifts and this was the agreement – anything John wanted.

That old bastard really sucked hard on my nipples – they were red and hard in no time, and despite myself, I was moaning from the pain and pressure. John continued to watch from his chair next to the bed. Let’s just say I knew what was coming next.

After moving up to make out with me some more, Fritz kissed down my neck, past my breasts, and down my flat stomach. The old guy pulled off the flowered boxers I was wearing for bed with no problem, revealing my complete nakedness to both himself and John for the first time. It was then that Fritz spoke.

“Place your hands on your knees, and pull them up towards your chest. No, you need to spread them wider apart,” he said, commanding the room. John watched intently while I obeyed, without so much as a word. It was then that I could feel his white beard on my thigh. I closed my eyes, trying to relax, while still holding my knees up in the air as instructed. I wondered if this was Fritz’s thing, or if this was a position that John liked to watch. I moaned loudly as Fritz found my clit and began sucking on it – hard! I looked down to see his white head and I couldn’t believe I was being eaten out by an old man. I glanced over at John, who was obviously highly aroused at this point. He met my gaze, mischief spurring in his eyes. I could feel Fritz’s strong fingers stretching me open now, and moving in and out effortlessly.

The next thing I knew, Fritz removed his clothes and was on top of me. I groaned as he sunk his veiny cock into my hole.

“Oh, yeah, fuck me harder,” I heard myself saying, surprising myself as much as the two men in the room. To be truthful, I hadn’t gotten any in a while – and had been waiting over a week for John to fuck me silly.

“I’ll fuck ya harder,” was the response from Fritz, who was pounding the hell out of my cunt, and pretty breathless from doing so. My whole body, including my ample tits, rocked back and forth as he gave it to me again and again.

“Oh, man – I’m cumming,” I finally said, as little quivers of ecstasy spread out all over my body. Fritz fucked me harder, and eventually started shaking and groaning himself. I held on tight to his body as his creamy goo shot up inside me over and over. We collapsed onto the bed, both spent.  Show’s over. John stood up and left the room, followed by Fritz who was quickly gathering up his clothes.

I didn’t really know how to feel about what had happened. It was certainly strange – who would’ve thought I’d ever do any of those things with an old man? It was kind of creepy – he was like a grandfather. On the other hand, I was being paid to do whatever John, my sugar daddy, wanted me to do. I put the incident out of my head, and went out shopping the next day.

Upon returning, bags in hand, I walked into an awkward scene. Fiona, dressed in her black and white maid uniform, was lying on her back on the couch with legs up in the air. I noticed her dress was hiked up, and her bare bottom and pussy, covered with dark hair, was exposed. John sat next to her, fully dressed in a suit, and he was spanking her reddened bottom with his bare hand. Both turned and looked at me as I walked in the door.

“Just keep walking, Jennifer – Fiona has been a very bad girl today and I’m having to punish her for her transgression,” he said coldly. I kept moving, and headed up the spiral staircase to my room. I was learning more and more every day about what life was like in the Davis home. Fortunately, nothing else was asked of me until Friday night came around.

John entered my room at about eight o’clock, and silently took me by the hand. He led me to a room at the end of the hallway that was always locked. Upon entering, I noticed what looked like an exam table in the middle of the room. It had some kind of metal legs sticking out of each side of the table, and brown straps hung from them.

“Don’t be afraid, Jennifer – it’s just time for your exam,” John said, quietly. Man – this guy was even kinkier than I thought. No wonder he pays so much.  He motioned towards the table, and I went over and sat down on it. John tossed me a hospital gown, and I began to slowly undress. I kept telling myself I’m getting paid a shitload of money for this, and that became my mantra. I had no idea what he had in store for me. I looked over at a smaller metal table on the side of the room, and noted many different instruments.

“You’re not going to hurt me, right?” I asked, my voice tinged with a hint of fear.

“Oh course not, Jennifer – this is for your own good,” John replied, in a matter of fact tone. He motioned for me to get up on the exam table, and the paper crunched beneath my bare bottom. Just then, the door opened and three men I’d never seen before entered the room. I was completely mortified.

“This is Dr. Moore and his associates,” John calmly stated.

“Now, Jennifer, move yourself down until your bottom reaches the end of the table,” John continued to direct me. I did as I was told. My legs were shaking as he held each one up individually and strapped it to the metal leg.

“These straps will help to hold your legs up – and still, during the exam,” he reassured me. He reached under the end of the table and started turning a crank, which slowly began to stretch my legs apart. Basically, he spread me wide open, strapped to the metal “stirrups”.

Dr. Moore proceeded with what amounted to a gynecological exam. He opened my gown, checked my breasts, pinched them, and then sat down on a stool in between my legs. The other three men moved closer to watch the entire process – and I felt like I might die on the spot from embarrassment. A speculum was inserted, cranked open, and a sample taken with a long cotton swab. I was a little relieved, because I was coming to believe this guy was a real doctor and these other men were like interns or something.

I was wrong. No sooner did I come to that conclusion when Dr. Moore produced a large black dildo.

“Would you like us to fuck you with this big black cock?” Dr. Moore asked me.

“Yes,” I replied, knowing the deal. This was obviously going to turn into some kind of erotic medical orgy or something. And I knew better than to cross John – I was his employee. I certainly didn’t want to end up like Fiona.

Dr. Moore used his fingers to spread my hole, and then pushed the massive fake dick up inside of me. It made me groan loudly, filling me up. He fucked me with it, and then handed it off to the next guy until all the men had had a turn fucking me with the big dildo. I moaned and groaned the whole time, my head swaying back and forth. As humiliating as it was, it was still pretty hot. Something about being strapped into stirrups, afraid, and being exposed to all those men I didn’t know. Wow – I must have some real issues. Anyway, I was hoping it was going to turn into an orgy – because all those young guys were pretty fine. I’d never done that before. Dr. Moore unstrapped the stirrups, and I lowered my legs to the table below.

“Time for the anal exam,” Dr. Moore announced, and I thought I was going to die right on the spot. But, I didn’t. Then, I became worried that they would fuck me up the ass with that massive black cock. I never had anal sex, and this was a real concern. Should I say something? I looked over at John, and decided to wait.

“Remove the gown,” Dr. Moore instructed me, and I let the blue and white gown fall to the carpet below.

“Bend over the exam table,” was his next command, and I did so, my legs already shaking again. He closely examined my tight little pink hole, and then I felt the pressure of one finger being pushed up inside.

“Whoa – she is super tight!” the doctor exclaimed to the room.

“Good,” said John. He motioned, and the men began filing out of the room.

“Put your hospital gown back on, Jennifer. We’re going to retreat to a more comfortable area,” John explained, and I grabbed the gown off the floor and covered myself up with it. Little did I know, I was about to get exactly what I wanted.

As I entered the living room, I noticed all four men were sitting in arm chairs wearing only their boxers and underwear.  I immediately got busy, going over to the doctor, pulling down his boxers, and popping his thick cock into my mouth. I sucked him off, and he rubbed the top of my head while I made him super hard. I moved on to the next guy’s lap, and the doctor rubbed his penis to keep it alert and ready for action. After briefly sucking each one into an aroused state, I laid down on my back on the floor.

Immediately, they were all upon me – all except John, of course. He sat on the couch and watched as the three men went at me. One was kissing me passionately, our tongues wet and intertwined. The doctor was spreading my legs apart, holding them open for his other “associate” who was tasting my wet pussy. It was unbelievable – if you’ve never french-kissed one man while another ate your pussy, you’d never know what an incredible experience it is. The doctor “forcing my legs open” was an added bonus – I was learning that I really liked to be restrained, or “forced” to do things. It was definitely my turn-on. John was teaching me things about myself that I never would have guessed – or discovered. I was thinking this must be how it was in the caveman days – no bullshit rules to worry about. I bet there were orgies like this all the time – why wouldn’t there be?

We did everything while John watched. I sucked one guy’s cock while the doctor fucked me hard. One fucked me while the other one kissed me and the other one sucked my poor titties. All three of them fucked me in the living room of John’s house. By the time we were done, we were all exhausted and just lying on the carpet.

“I need to see you at noon in this room tomorrow,” John said to me as he retired to his own room. I wondered if he whacked off after watching all of these exploits. I also wondered what he wanted me in the living room at noon for.

The next day, I was dressed in a short skirt, white blouse, and heels. I waited for him on the couch, and he arrived at precisely noon.

“I’m going to punish you now, Jennifer,” was all he said to me. What the hell? Punish me? I’d done absolutely everything that was asked of me – what was I getting punished for? Still, I didn’t dare say a word, but I was obviously irritated.

He had me stand before him, and he reached up and pulled my underwear down to my ankles. He unbuttoned my blouse slowly, letting it fall open and exposing my breasts. My red heels were still on my feet as he sat me down on the couch, turned me sideways, and pushed me onto my back. I suddenly realized I was in the exact same position as Fiona had been only a few days before. My round white ass was up in the air, and my perfectly shaven cunt was facing the ceiling. John was holding my legs up towards my head with one arm, and he began spanking my ass cheeks sharply with the other hand. It really hurt, too. He paddled my ass good as I wondered what I did to deserve this.

Bertha opened the door and entered the room on her way to the kitchen.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Sir – I didn’t realize you were in here,” she said, barely glancing at us and hurrying towards her own domain.

“That’s fine, Bertha – Jennifer has been very bad and she’s receiving her punishment for it,” John explained to her. It was then that I realized that Fiona probably hadn’t done anything to “deserve” her punishment, either. I guess he just liked spanking women – in front of other people. Oh, my ass was red and sore, but in a weird way, I kind of liked it. Was I an exhibitionist, or into sexual spanking, or both? I wasn’t sure, but I knew that John, my sugar daddy, still had a lot more to teach me. 

The End
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Reform School: The Initiation

What had I gotten myself into? I was looking for more structure in my life, to make myself more disciplined. I’ve had so many problems with relationships – too many for my mere 21 years. I felt like I was doing something seriously wrong – on all fronts. When I mentioned this over lunch with my coworker Anne, she said that Reform School had totally changed her life. It had made her more focused, and more structured. She had learned discipline – a discipline that had led her to finally finding a man that was right for her.

“What is Reform School – a school for wayward girls?” I laughed, as I dipped my salad covered fork into my mouth.

“It’s an excellent school – a bit expensive, but you just pay the money, sign on the dotted line, and they handle all the rest. You’re only there for a week – you can take a week of vacation to attend. That’s what I did. It truly changed my life.

“Well, what’s it like? What do you do there?” I continued on, very interested in what she was saying.

“Oh, well, the curriculum is confidential – basically it would ruin the experience if that was common knowledge. It is very structured, and quite strict. It’s definitely a different kind of learning experience, very progressive. I’m sure it would really focus you – you, know, straighten you out.

When I looked into it, I was a bit shocked at the price. Basically, what I make in a whole month. However, I was interested in changing – myself and my life, so I paid the money. I signed the agreement that I was voluntarily admitting myself, and they were totally responsible for me for a week. I would submit to any training, examinations, or activities that they deemed necessary for my growth. I was a bit nervous about this agreement, but I figured Anne had done it, and she turned out just fine, even better than before.

I had to sign in on a Friday after work, and I would be there for a week – no matter what. I had my work clothes on – just a skirt, white blouse, and heels. I walked through the door of what looked to me like an old hospital that had been turned into a school, hearing the click, click, click of my heels as I walked through the hall and into the admitting room.

There was an older woman, dressed like a nurse sitting at the desk. She had me sign another waiver that was attached to a clipboard. She was quite stern, and got up to shut the door behind me.

“You’ll need to undress – completely – leave all your belongings on that chair over there,” she said in a matter-of-fact way.

“What?” I replied, bewildered.

“Undress – now – this is the admitting process for reform school.”

What the fuck? I certainly wasn’t expecting to be strip searched during my admission! Anne had done this? Seriously?

“You signed the agreements, Miss Simmons. Please don’t make me ask you again – I would hate to see you get a punishment spanking on your first day here,” the old nurse threatened.

“Yeah, but I didn’t think…” I started to say, but decided to just give in. I certainly didn’t want a spanking! If Anne could do it, I could do it. I started to unbutton my blouse, and I peeled down my skirt. I stepped out of my black high heels, unclipped my bra to release my full breasts, and pushed my pink panties down to the floor. I was so fuckin’ embarrassed – to be naked and barefoot in front of this old crone.

“Pick up your clothes, fold them, and place them on the chair,” she ordered me, and I did as I was told.

“Now, we’re going to do your prep. Please sit in that reclined chair over there,” Nurse Crabby told me, and I made my way over to a wooden chair that also reclined. I’d never seen a chair like that before.

“You’re going to need to get into position – sit down in the chair, recline back in it, and pull your knees together, and hold them up to your chest,” she said as she prepared something metal that was in her hand.

“What are you going to do to me?” I managed to stammer, despite the fact that I was completely humiliated. I was also hoping no one walked through the door, which she hadn’t locked.

“I told you – I’m only going to prep you,” she said, as she turned towards me revealing an electric razor.

“Oh, no – I don’t want to be shaved,” I protested.

“That’s fine – as you know – the institution is now responsible for making decisions for you for one week,” she said, as she worked her way over to me. Clearly, she’d had this conversation many times before.

“Be a good girl and don’t make me strap you down for this,” she said, with a strange smile on her face. You could tell she was enjoying this – her control, and my vulnerability.

“OK – good work with the diaper position – that’s the position that you’re in right now. Now, with a hand on each of your knees, spread them open wide – as wide as you can. I wouldn’t want to cut you,” she said cruelly.

Just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, I was laying on my back, in a very uncomfortable wooden chair, with my own arms holding my knees spread to expose my hairy box. The old bag began by gingerly pushing some of my pubic hair to the side, and started to shave me. Talk about being humiliated. At least she was enjoying herself. I kept looking over at the door, knowing if anyone else was to arrive they’d be getting an eyeful. What the hell had I signed up for? She shaved me very slowly, in order to maximize my time in this awful position. She finally finished.

“Here’s your uniform for school – you’re all prepped now so you can go ahead and put it on along with your panties and bra. You’ll notice that you’ll be wearing those little white sneakers with your uniform – I’ll keep your other clothes and belongings in a box for you until you’re discharged.

I was wondering what I’d been prepped for while I pulled on the uniform. It was a white blouse, a red, black and blue plaid skirt, ankle socks, and sneakers.

“Such pretty blonde hair you have – they’re gonna like you a lot,” Nurse bitch said in a strange tone as she walked me out of one office and down the hall into another room.

“The Headmaster will be in in just a few moments,” she said with a smug smile as she left the room and closed the door behind her. I felt like a little kid in school, wearing my school uniform and waiting in the principal’s office. Hopefully, he’d just give me a welcome speech and send me to my room. It was almost six o’clock already, and I had had a long day at work. I waited about ten minutes before the door knob turned, and a man with a black mustache and beard, around 50, stepped into the room.

“We’re so happy to have you with us, Miss Simmons – this is an incredible opportunity for you this week,” he said, holding out a hand to me. I just smiled, nodded, and shook his hand, anticipating a wordy speech.

“I hope you didn’t find the prepping process too unpleasant,” he continued on. I must’ve blushed, because I could feel my neck and face begin to burn red. I wonder if that was his idea?

“It was fine,” I lied, not wanting to show any weakness this early in the game. I was here for a week, after all.

“Very good. We can begin the inspection then,” he said, looking me directly in the eyes. He was looking for a reaction, and I knew it. Still, I had to protest.

“I’m really not comfortable with that – being prepped by a female nurse is one thing, but anything else would be intolerable,” I try to explain to him.

“You need to refer to me as “Sir” while you’re here, Miss Simmons. Anyway, it wasn’t a question or a request.”

He motioned over towards the brown leather couch in his office. I walk over to the couch. I stand next to it, and he reaches up beneath my pleated skirt, grabs my panties on both sides, and pulls them down to my knees.

“Just lay down on the couch and relax,” he says. He goes over to his desk and removes what looks like a small leather case from one of the big drawers.

“I’m just getting my instruments,” he says, as I lay trembling on the couch, feeling the cold leather against my skin.

“You just lay all the way back – I can handle things here,” he says, sitting down on the couch and pulling my legs over his lap. He lifts up my skirt, and readjusts my underwear back down around my knees. He has to feel my legs shaking, and I’m definitely breathing faster than normal. He peels me open down there, and has a look.

“Hmmm- I see,” he says, as he reaches a finger out and begins rubbing my clitoris. I jump at the sensation at first, but as he moves harder and faster, I begin to breathe hard. I definitely don’t want to cum for this old guy with the beard, but I realize I’m not going to be able to help myself. He seems to be some kind of expert at this or something. My legs writhe and move as he works my red hotspot.

“No squirming, Miss Simmons” he commands me, holding my thigh tightly with his free hand. He continues rubbing me up and down, and I can feel myself getting slippery – even though I don’t want to. I can feel him inserting fingers inside of me – sliding them in and out, and I begin to moan. What comes next is the most earth-shattering orgasm of my life. He leaves me on the couch, with my panties still around my knees, trembling and exhausted. After a few moments, he speaks.

“You are excused, Miss Simmons – I’ll complete your exam later this week,” was all he said as he returned to his desk and sat down. I pulled up my panties and headed out the door fast. The old bitch nurse was waiting for me, and grabbed my arm as I exited the office.

“I’ll show you to your sleeping quarters ,” she said as she escorted me down the hallway and up a flight of stairs. Once upstairs, she handed me a flannel gown with lace trim. It went all the way up to my neck and down to the ground. It was white with red and pink little flowers all over it. Then, she told me to continue down the hallway and go into Room 206. I could hear women talking as I moved slowly down the hallway.

I opened the door, and there was a large room inside with five women sitting around talking. They were each on an individual bed that was covered with a white quilt. And these weren’t any women – these were some of the prettiest women I’d ever seen. There was a red haired girl, two brunettes, and a blonde. They turned to look at me when I entered the room.

“Hello – you must be the newest addition,” the young red-head greeted me. I went over and sat down on the one unoccupied bed.  Assuming I should be in my nightgown, I pulled off my top and pulled it down over me. Then, I removed my skirt from the bottom.

“Come sit over here on my bed – I’ll braid your hair for you,” the girl with the dark red hair beckoned me with her hand. It was then that I realized they all had their hair braided down their backs. Was this some kind of cult or something? I cautiously move over to her bed and sit down next to her.

“So – what’s your name?” the pretty blond with the big white teeth inquired.

“Paige,” I answered, looking around at them.

“I’m Renee, and that’s Melody, Susan, Louise, and Georgia,” she said, pointing around to each of the girls as she said their name.

“So – how do you like school, Paige?” Renee continued talking while Georgia began braiding my hair.

“Well, it’s different – certainly not what I expected,” I manage to say.

“We were just talking about that. Tell me, were you referred here by a friend?” Louise asked.

“My coworker Anne,” I replied.

“It seems we were all referred here,” Louise continued on. She seemed to be mulling something over in her head.

“So, you think we were recruited for this?” the other blonde Melody asked.

“It certainly appears that way” Louise answered.

“Well, what are we gonna do?” Susan, the only brunette asked. She was clearly more agitated than the others.

“I don’t know about you, but I plan on doing whatever they say for the next six days,” Renee said.

“But you do think they’ll let us out when the week is up, right?” Melody asked, a worried look on her face.

“Yeah, I think they’ll let us out in a week – and send us to recruit other women,” Renee explained.

“What if you just want to leave – now?” I asked innocently. They all looked at me in surprise.

“Don’t say that – there was a girl in my class today named Nicole. She got all huffy and said she was going to go. She was very defiant. They don’t respond well to that. They made her strip down, in front of the class, get into that awful diaper position, and the teacher gave her a punishment spanking. He actually spanked her and spanked her until she finally burst into tears. Then, they made her walk around the rest of the day with no skirt on – so everyone could see her spanked red ass,” Renee told her story.

“Instead of the scarlett letter, here it’s the scarlett ass,” Melody said with a little shiver, followed by a nervous giggle.

“And just so you know, Paige, they’re watching everything. There are video cameras all over this place,” Louise explained, glancing up at one of the little cameras on the ceiling.

“Good to know,” I answered, still wondering what the hell I’d signed up for and how I got here.

We talked for the next couple of hours, telling a bit about ourselves, our jobs, our lives. It seems we were all about the same age, and had similar tales about how we’d been recruited to sign up for Reform School.

“The woman at my gym said it changed her life – made her stronger and more self-disciplined. She even found a great guy after attending here,” Georgia said.

“Yeah, I wonder how much they paid her to talk you into coming here,” Louise answered cynically.

“I don’t know, but if it can make my life better…,” Georgia continued on.

“All right – let’s get to bed. I still have to do my homework,” Renee finally said after a couple of hours of conversation. We all climbed into our respective beds, and Louise turned out the light.

I was just starting to drift off, tucked in under my quilt when I felt someone climb into bed with me. I could feel a smooth warm body, completely naked climb over me. In the darkness, I could feel warm lips on my neck and smell sweet perfume. Small hands were touching me all over – over my breasts, around to my rear end. As moonlight flooded in through the window, I got a glimpse of her face. It was Renee.

“Renee,” I whispered.

“Uh-huh,” she murmured as she began to lift up the bottom of my nightgown.

“What are you doing?” I asked her in a whisper, in complete shock at being touched by another woman.

“Relax, Paige – I’m doing my homework,” she whispered back to me as she began kissing my mouth with her warm tongue.

“But – I’ve never,” I started to say, turning my head away from her.

“Neither have I,” she moaned as she continued to lift my nightgown higher and higher.

“But we shouldn’t do this,” I tried to protest, but it felt so good – unbelievably good – and I couldn’t help myself.

“This is my homework, and I intend to get an A,” Renee informed me while still kissing my body.

“Well, we certainly don’t want to get in trouble,” I said as she pulled my gown up over my head and tossed it on the floor. Her body felt so good against mine, and she caressed me with her smooth, gentle hands. It was incredible. She kissed down my neck to my breast, and my hands caressed her head as her warm mouth began to suckle me. Renee sucked hard, and my red nipples became very pointed. She worked her way back up to my mouth, and we kissed deeply, our tongues entwined. Our hands were all over each other. We were both breathless, softly moaning at the ecstasy of it all.

“I want you so bad, Renee,” I murmured into her ear. With that, Renee pulled back the quilt that was covering us. All of the other girls were asleep – fortunately. Renee buried her face in my newly-shaven pussy, and I gasped as she took the clit in her mouth. She sucked me while burying her fingers inside of me.

“You are so wet,” she whispered, kissing the inside of my thigh. I grabbed her long braid and played with it while she ate me out. I lifted up my legs and she fucked me with her fingers. She made me groan with pleasure. Then, she started working my clit up and down very fast, and I was breathing hard. It was just like the Headmaster had done, and had me going in no time at all. I was quivering and bucking my hips against her hand as she worked me. I came with a soft groan, and the wetness made it apparent. After a few moments, Renee kissed me softly on the lips, and pulled the quilt back up over my exhausted body.

This is the first book in the Reform School series. Read on for Reform School 2 for more of Paige’s experiences at Reform School.  What happens to Paige next …when she begins her lessons in earnest?

Reform School 2

When I woke up, I realized I was naked – and the memory of Renee and I the night before slowly came into my fuzzy mind. All the other girls were gone, so I got up, showered in the attached bathroom, and put my uniform back on.

“The Headmaster would like you in his office, Miss Simmons,” the old nurse said curtly as I finished dressing. I headed down the hall, and back downstairs to his office. I remembered he said that he would finish my exam, and I wondered if it would hurt. Still, walking towards his office, I was surprised at how quickly I had become familiar with such a strange place.

“Good morning, Miss Simmons – please come in. This is my assistant, Mr. Burke.  He’s going to be assisting with your examination this morning,” he said, and then waited for my response.

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, lowering my eyes. This place should be called Humiliation School. It seemed to be one embarrassing event after another.

“Mr. Burke,” the Headmaster said, and Mr. Burke was propelled into action. He grabbed me by the arm, and pushed me down so I was bent across the wooden desk.

“Hold her down – this one likes to squirm,” I heard the Headmaster say, and now I was totally terrified. I knew he had that leather bag of instruments, and I had a pretty good idea where this exam was going. The Headmaster got out his tube of lubricant and rubbed some on his hand. He moved towards me as Mr. Burke held me down on the desk.

The Headmaster lifted up my skirt and pulled my panties down. I was already breathing hard simply from being held down. The Headmaster poked around my tight bottom hole a bit, and then began rubbing it and teasing it. I moaned despite myself. Soon, his finger was buried within me. He moved it in and out a few times.

“She’s a one,” he finally said to Mr. Burke.

“A one – are you sure?” Mr. Burke replied.

“See for yourself,” the Headmaster offered, and they switched places. A different finger was pushed up deep inside me. He also went in and out quite a few times while the Headmaster held me down on the desk.

“Yes, she’s a one,” Mr. Burke finally agreed. He wrote something on a clipboard and left the room. I stood up as I was no longer being held down on the desk.

“Now we’re going to do a private lesson, Miss Simmons,” the Headmaster said, stroking his black beard. He walked over to the couch and sat down on it. He motioned me over as well.

“On your knees,” he said, in an authoritative voice. He undid his belt buckle and pulled his trousers down to reveal a large cock and plenty of black pubic hair. He took me head, and placed himself in my mouth. He tasted salty, and earthy.

“I’ll control your head – you have to learn how to do this right,” he explained to me, his hands on the back of my head.

“Relax your mouth and throat – and do not gag,” he commanded me as he proceeded to push himself all the way in and down my throat. Somehow, I resisted the urge to gag, but I felt that I couldn’t breathe. He moved my hands down onto his hairy balls, showing me how to manipulate them.

“Good girl – now suck hard, lots of saliva and suck really heard,” he moaned as he moved my head back and forth, plunging himself in and out repeatedly. It was so hard – I couldn’t breathe and I didn’t want to mess up. My neck was sore, but I just kept sucking and sucking so he would be satisfied. His head fell back, and he finally let out a moan as his warm cum squirted down my throat. I cleaned him off with my tongue.

“I’ll give you a few moments to compose yourself before our next lesson,” he said, doing up his pants and then walking out the door. I wiped off my mouth, and realized my panties were still around my ankles, so I pulled them up. I sat down on the couch and waited for my mentor to return. About fifteen minutes later, he returned with a cup of coffee that he set down on his desk.

“Diaper position,” he told me as he picked up his little leather bag of tricks. I did as I was told, lying down on my back with my knees held up to my chest. The Headmaster reached up and grabbed my panties, and pulled them down and off of one leg. He left them dangling on one of my ankles.  He poked and prodded my pussy, opening it up and looking it over carefully. He dipped in first one finger, then two, and then three. At three, I started to whine and moan.

He reached into his leather bag and pulled out what looked like a penis – a dildo of some sort. It was covered with rubber spikes. He played with it a little bit, deliciously rubbing it up and down on my clit before he started playing with it in and out of my entrance. I groaned, and started to lift my hips up to it, but he removed it.

“No squirming,” he reminded me sharply. Again, he teased me unmercifully with it, pumping it in and out of me. Finally, he stuck it all the way in, and turned it on.  A buzz sound filled the air as my cunt was electrified by the vibrator.

“Oh, Man,” I whimpered as he worked me over with the vibrator. He pushed it in, and pulled it out – again and again, punishing me. The vibrator was incredible, and created a sensation up inside me that I’d never felt before. When he finally let me come, I did so with primal noises of grunts and groans. The orgasm was a full-body one, and I’d never experienced that kind of intensity before. He left me, spent , and lying on the couch.

About half an hour later, Mr. Burke and the Headmaster entered the room.

“Stand up, Miss Simmons – this is for your own good, “ the Headmaster said. I stood up, but wasn’t as surprised as I was the first time when Mr. Burke grabbed me and bent me down over the desk again. What now? Were they going to spank me? My pulse quickened, and my breathing came hard like someone was standing on my chest.

“This is a butt plug – we will be inserting this into your rectum,” the Headmaster informed me, holding up what looked like a small pink dildo.

“Miss Simmons – be still so Mr. Burke can assist me with the insertion,” he directed me. I lay still as I could feel my ass cheeks being stretched wide apart. Then, I felt something poking against my tight anus. I gasped loudly as I felt the painful jab of it being inserted into my ass.

“Good girl, good girl,” they were both chanting to me as I accepted the foreign object deep inside of me.

“That’ll be all, Miss Simmons. Oh, by the way – your homework tonight is Louise. Do a good job – I’ll be watching,” the Headmaster said with a smirk as I walked out the door. It seems more lesbian action was on the agenda for tonight – and tonight I was the pursuer.

After dinner together in the dining room, we all retired to our room for the night. We had the same ritual as the night before – a bunch of girls gabbing until we were too tired to talk any longer. Strangely, we never discussed our day’s lessons so I wasn’t sure if we were all having private lessons or how many training sessions were going on during the course of the day. I knew they were certainly wearing me out good.

I have to admit that I was nervous about seducing Louise. Would she turn me away? Would I be able to convince her and finish the assignment? How would she react to me? Questions flooded my mind as I got into bed that night. I had to wait for the other women to fall asleep before I made my move. It was a full hour before I was convinced that everyone was asleep. I stood up and peeled my flannel nightgown up over my head. I stepped out of my panties, and began sneaking around the other beds in order to get to Louise.

I certainly didn’t mind the idea of being with Louise. She was beautiful, as were all the others. She had dark, long hair that was braided as was required at bedtime. I’d already experience being with another woman, Renee, and I had survived that unscathed. I just wasn’t sure how Louise would react to me.

I peeled back her white quilt, and crawled in naked beside her. I did what Rene had done with me – I started caressing her breasts over her night gown, and she stirred.

“Oh, no,” Louise whispered, surprised to find me in bed with her. I held her down, kissing her softly on the mouth, but she was having none of it.

“I can’t, Paige – I just can’t do it,” Louise protested. Clearly, she hadn’t had her first experience yet.

“It’s fine, Louise – it’s gonna be fine,” I whispered seductively as my hands squeezed her rear end. I was breathing hotly on her nipple through the thin flannel gown.

“We shouldn’t, Paige – I’ve never…” Louise continued to complain, but I continued on as Renee had done to me.

“Listen, Louise – we have to. They’re watching us, and if we don’t do it, I’m sure we’ll both get a punishment spanking and then have to walk around bare assed all day tomorrow. Would you like that any better?” I said, starting to get annoyed. It’s not like it was optional, and I really didn’t have time for this.

“No – I don’t want to be punished. All right, fine – but you’re going to have to bear with me, because I’m kind of weirded out by this whole thing,” Louise finally relented.

“We all are – I think that’s kind of the point of this place. To make you do things that you otherwise never would have done,” I whispered, kissing her softly on the mouth. I then pulled her nightgown up and over her head. Louise clung to me as began sucking and nibbling on one of her red nipples. They were hard now, and I knew she was coming around. I took my time, and kissed her all over on her body. We were wrapped in ecstasy when I told her I wanted to pleasure her.

“Ok – I want you too, Paige,” she replied. I pulled back the quilt so that we were fully exposed. I touched her legs with my hands, and they were trembling. I closed my eyes, spread her legs, and began to taste her sweet spot. Louise moaned softly at this taboo invasion.

I took her clit in my mouth and sucked on it softly, and this really drove her crazy. Her legs were writhing, so I held them down like I’d been taught to do. I rubbed her up and down really fast, and she became very wet and supple. Then, I fucked her hard and fast with my fingers until she came, shaking and quietly gasping. When it was over, I kissed her, pulled her quilt up over her, and made my way back to my own bed. I wondered what tomorrow would hold.

In the morning, I showered again, but decided to go panty-less – so I didn’t have to wear the same pair over again. The nurse came in, and gave me a schedule for the day. Apparently, I would actually be attending some regular classes today – at least so far as you could call normal here. They had a lecture on dominance and submission, and later in the day there was one on human sexuality and the body. The instructors just seemed like normal people, and the classes were actually quite helpful given our current situation.

That evening, while we were having our nightly girl talk, the old nurse interrupted us.

“Miss Simmons – may I see you for a moment?” she asked. I still disliked this old crow, but I followed her out into the hallway.

“Mr. Beck has called for you – you will be meeting him tomorrow. I will bring you a new outfit to wear for this special occasion,” she remarked.

“Who is Mr. Beck?” I asked, doubting she’d give me a reply.

“A very important man,” was her simple reply, and then she was gone.

None of the other girls had ever heard of Mr. Beck – the man was an enigma. Probably some other old bearded guy that they wanted me to service. Still, it made me wonder, what was so important about Mr. Beck?

I was surprised in the morning when I awoke to find a big box on the floor next to my bed. Inside was everything I needed – clean panties, a new bra, heels, and an expensive-looking black dress. I showered, and was grateful to have the clean clothes to put on. But, I was nervous as well. What was all this about? Would I be leaving Reform School? Just what kind of a twisted guy was this? What would he want me to do for him?

After I got ready, I pulled my hair up into a bun, as instructed by the nurse who’d shown up again. I was even given a little bit of makeup in order to pretty myself up. Again, I heard the click, click, click of my heels as the nurse escorted me down the hall from our bedroom, down the stairs, and out to the front entrance. I was back to where I’d walked into three days ago. So much had happened since then, so much it seemed impossible. Would I be coming back? I had no idea.

The nurse opened up the front door, and I stepped out. There was a black limousine waiting outside for me, with a driver in the front of it.

“Don’t worry – they’ll bring you back,” the nurse sneered as I took my seat in the back of the luxury car. The driver sped away down the street to my unknown destination. I felt like I’d been kidnapped, and there were knots in my stomach. I dared not to speak to the driver, but instead accepted my fate as I’d become accustomed to doing.

About half an hour later, we were pulling into the long drive of a large mansion outside of the city. We pulled down the driveway, which traced beautifully manicured lawns. The home was white, and looked almost colonial in style. Given the size of his property, Mr. Beck must be a very important man, indeed. I wasn’t sure why I was here or what Mr. Beck had in store for me, but I was sure it would be interesting.

The End

[image: ]

Chelsey’s First Exam

Looking over his medical chart, Dwight heard his stomach rumble. He’d almost cleared his schedule, and it was lunch time. He couldn’t wait; he was starving. Had he eaten breakfast? He couldn’t remember.

Part of him thought he had, but the other part of him was certain he hadn’t.Makes me wish I was still married, he thought. His wife—ex-wife, he reminded himself—had always made sure he ate before he left for work.

He’d been divorced for almost a year now. It was still hard to believe. The reason behind the divorce was the most ridiculous thing about it. She accused him of cheating on her. All because he was a gynecologist.

The thought made him chuckle. He was a doctor, a professional, and he checked out women’s privates every day. Apparently, that automatically meant he was cheating on Tisha. It didn’t matter that he’d been faithful for over twenty years. It didn’t matter that he’d only ever looked at other women, his patients, in the most professional, clinical matter. It didn’t matter that even now, he was not having sex despite being a single man once more.

He grumbled to himself as he looked over the chart in his hand, signing paperwork and filling out other information from his last patient. He rubbed his eyes with one hand, wishing it was time to go home already. It was only lunch time. His assistant, Dianne, had already gone to grab them some lunch.

It wasn’t unusual for Dwight to be ready to go home so early. He loved his job and always had, but it just felt like something was missing in his life, something different, something he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

He rubbed at his head again, feeling the start of a headache forming between his eyes. “Maybe I need a vacation,” he mumbled to himself. Maybe that was all he needed. He hadn’t been on a vacation since he’d been married. These days, he never felt the need. He hated going on a vacation alone; what was the point when he didn’t have anyone to share it with.

He’d been married for twenty plus years—he admitted that he really stopped counting after the twentieth year; maybe that was the real reason behind Tisha’s anger—they’d never had children. But she didn’t like kids…her decision.

He’d had to settle his desire for little ones running around his feet by helping his best friend and neighbor, Michael, and his wife, Hannah, raise their daughter Chelsey. He’d watched Chelsey grow from a baby to a toddler, from a toddler to a child, and from a child to a teenager. And now she was a beautiful young woman.

Dwight thought about the picture on the desk in his office. It contained the only picturesque moment of all five of them together. It was just before Tisha had filed divorce. Dwight and Michael had been close since they’d served together in the army.

A soft smile crossed his lips as he remembered some of the good times he and Michael had had serving together in Desert Storm. He shook his head. The wars and skirmishes, the battles and military were not something he wanted to think about. So many lives lost. So many friends gone. It was heartbreaking to think about. Oh, he remembered—he’d never forget—but he didn’t want to think about it if he could help it.

A knock sounded on his door. “Doctor?”

He knew who it was. It was his assistant Dianne, his sandwich in hand. She handed it to him, and spoke.

“There’s someone in the waiting room who would like to see you. It’s Chelsey Hammond,” she explained, unwrapping and biting into her own sandwich.

“Oh – OK – go ahead and send her in then,” Dwight told her, surprised that Chelsey would come to his office. She’d never done that before.

He turned around to face the door as it opened and eighteen-year-old Chelsey walked in. Her steps were tentative, unsure, and there was a slight fear in her eyes. She looked lovely though, her skin a golden brown from where she tanned during the summer. Her platinum blonde hair, thicker when bound than his wrist was wide, was pulled back in a loose braid so that tendrils escaped and fell down into big, dark brown eyes.

Desire rippled through him as his eyes coursed over her body, taking in every curve beneath her skin-tight tee-shirt and jeans with holes slashed in random places so that her skin peaked out. She wore boots today, her jeans tucked down into them, making her seem taller than she really was, even when slouched as she was now.

“Can I help you?” he asked, keeping his voice soft so he didn’t frighten her more.

She blinked, glancing around the room. He followed her gaze, taking in the examination table with two bars sticking out one end where women could comfortably leave their feet to remain in a position to allow Dwight to do his job and complete his exam.

Looking at it now, he felt his skin tighten. It was one thing to examine strangers, but he’d watched Chelsey grow up, and he felt his skin tighten in embarrassment.

Chelsey wasn’t embarrassed though. There was curiosity in her gaze as she looked around and confidence allowed her to stand up taller too. His gaze traveled over her once more and he felt her very presence wash through him.

Stop it, he scolded himself. She’s too young and innocent for you. Besides, she’s your best friend’s daughter.

Her eyes finished exploring the room and he watched her gaze return to him. “Can I help you, Chelsey?” he asked again.

“I… I need an exam,” she stammered. Color flooded her cheeks and she looked down at the floor. “Mom thinks I’m having sex. She said you were a gynecologist, so I figured it would be easier to have you examine me than… than a stranger.”

Her voice was soft, her words brushing his skin with the touch of a feather. He fought the urge to groan even as he felt his lustful thoughts rise up like a wicked demon. His dick twitched in response to Chelsey’s words and he was glad she wasn’t looking at him. It was easier to hide his reactions that way. So much for professionalism.

A vision flooded his mind. Sweet, innocent Chelsey was writhing beneath him as he shoved his cock in and out of her, him holding her hands against the bars that usually held women’s feet. Her cries pierced the air around them as she came over and over beneath his expert touch.

“Uh, Dwight?” Chelsey’s voice brought him back to the here and now.

He blinked at her. “I’m sorry. I zoned out. Did you schedule an appointment?”

“I was hoping you might be able to do it now – since I’m already here.”

“Uh, alright then. So this is your first exam?” he asked.

“Yes,” she admitted in a small voice, now looking down at the floor.

“Okay, then I’ll explain real quick how it works. I’ll give you a sheet to cover your lower half. I’ll need you to step behind the curtain—”. He gestured to the small changing area separated from the examination area with a curtain. “—and take off your jeans and underwear. You can keep your socks on. The floor’s cold.”

A soft smile crossed her lips at that. Everyone always thought that was amusing.

“After you’ve changed, you get on the examination table where I’ll check your cervix and do a pap smear. Basically, I’ll take a giant Q-tip and scrap your cervix to check for anything that might be going on. That’s it. We’ll be done. Quick and painless.”

Chelsey nodded her understanding. Simple really. Everyone feared such examinations, but the truth was there was nothing to them. He reached under the cabinet and pulled out the sheet he told her about.

“I’ll wait here. Just sit on the table when you’ve finished.” She nodded and slipped away without a word.

A few minutes later, she was sitting on the exam table. While she’d been changing, he’d been pulling out the supplies he’d need, and now he was ready. Dianne wasn’t there to assist him, having left to run her other errands. He was on his own. He liked to get exams done quickly, which would be harder without Dianne there, but he’d manage.

He worked as quickly as he could without assistance. He explained to Chelsey how she needed to position herself and he put the lubricant on the swab after pulling on a pair of gloves. He got a sample, asking her how school was going as he worked.

She answered, though he couldn’t help but notice how her voice had changed. It was softer, huskier. Even her breaths were coming out in low pants.

Was she getting… turned on? The idea was absurd, but it seemed to be true. He shifted uncomfortably as he finished the exam. There was no mistaking the sounds coming from her throat, though. She was definitely turned on.

“Done,” he informed her as he pulled his gloves off and stood. He needed to get away from her. This was his friend’s daughter, and she was getting all worked up over an examination. It was enough to get him going as well. This was definitely forbidden fruit. He knew the lust he tried so carefully to disguise was now dangerously close to the surface.

“That’s it?” she asked. She blinked in confusion, and he saw something different in her eyes. What was it?

“Yup, that’s it,” he said, forcing a smile.

“Kiss me,” she whispered.

That certainly startled him. “What?” he asked.

“Kiss me,” she repeated, her words stronger, more confident now. She threw her head against the table and arched her back up with a moan. “Please.”

“Chelsey.”

Another moan escaped her throat and his big cock twitched once more in his slacks. Another vision flashed through his mind. He wanted those moans vibrating around his cock as she took him into her mouth.

Before he could stop himself, the doctor leaned down and kissed her, his tongue delving into the warm velvet that was her mouth and stealing her breath. She was everything his perverse visions told him she would be. Willing and open to his desire, echoing it in her own unique way. Innocent of what he wanted to do to her, but more than willing to accept it – whatever he had to offer the sweet, young thing.

He clutched her breast, engulfing it in one large hand and squeezing it. She bucked against him. His dick twitched once more. God, he knew he needed this as much as she wanted it.

There were no words as he pulled her shirt over her head and bent his head down to suckle her ample white breasts. He pulled at them, tasting, biting and licking them until those little peaks rose and she was arching her back for more. Then he moved lower, yanking the thin sheet of paper away from her lower half and kissing her golden skin until his mouth drifted down to the sweet and innocent core of her body.

“Dwight!” she cried out as his tongue plunged inside of her, tasting her honey innocence. She had a soft down of hair sprinkling her unlike his ex-wife, but that didn’t matter. It didn’t stop him as he licked at her slit and drove his tongue in and out of her. His penis pulsed. He wanted to dive into her now, but he also wanted to take his time. He wanted to taste her, to feel her every reaction to him.

“Yes, Chelsey?” he asked, unsurprised at the way his voice was huskier. His hands held her hips firmly, and kept them from bucking. It was a struggle as she writhed beneath him, obviously wanting his tongue back inside of her.

“Don’t stop,” she panted. She threw her head back again and arched her spine so that her hips rose toward his face. A wave of honey scent drifted toward him and he shivered.

“I couldn’t if I wanted to,” he told her truthfully. “You’ve started something I can’t stop until I’ve come, and I want to come inside of you, Chelsey.”

She moaned as his words washed over her skin. He wanted her, wanted her so badly he could almost taste it. This was certainly an interesting turn of events – or was it?

Somehow, he knew she’d never been there for an examination. “Why are you here, Chelsey?” He needed to know.

She glanced up at him, her dark eyes even darker now as lust inflamed her. “I wanted you,” she admitted. “I’ve wanted you for a long time, but you were married. Then you weren’t.” She smiled at him. “I saw it as my chance, but I knew you wouldn’t touch me, no matter how much I tempted you, until I was legal. I’ve been planning this since I was sixteen, Dwight.”

“Jesus Christ!”

Chelsey’s grin widened. “And now I’m getting what I want. I just had to wait.”

He rubbed a hand through his own hair, cut very short against his skull.

This was too much for Dwight to handle. He thought he was seducing her, but now he saw she’d been seducing him, and had been for a while if he was to believe her. And he did.

Chelsey leaned forward and captured his mouth with hers. She might have been inexperienced, but she learned quickly. As her tongue curled with his, he felt her burn through him. It was all he could do to stop himself from pulling his pants down and shoving his dick inside her right now, without warning or preparation.

He took his time, as he was determined to do. He let his hands roam over her magnificent body. He discovered all of her most sensitive areas, the ones that had her gasping his name. He wanted her begging. She was so close to ready for him. He was large, he knew. Too large for her small body if she wasn’t ready for him, so he’d make sure she was wet before he even tried to enter her. It was hard, though. She drove him insane with her mews and the sound of his name echoing off of her lips.

Just when he couldn’t take it anymore, he spread her with two of his big fingers and curled them, reaching for her core and brushing her clit with expert hands. Her entire body writhed, and she gasped, crying out his name. This made him glance at the door. How much longer would it be before Dianne returned, or was she already out there, listening to every erotic sound? At this point, it was too late to care either way…

“Chelsey, I want you to come for me,” he whispered desperately in her ear as he continued to work her pussy into a wild frenzy.

“Make me come, Dwight. Make me come. I want to come for you.” Her words fell out in heavy breaths and he complied with her wish. His long fingers delved inside of her, curled, stroking her. He found a rhythm that he knew would have her coming over his hand soon enough.

When she did, it was ecstasy for both of them. He shuddered, knowing that he couldn’t wait any longer. He had to be in her. He had to put his cock inside her tight little twat.

He slathered lubricant on her slit, preparing her for his entrance. Then, with his other hand, he undid his pants and dropped his boxers. His cock sprang out, hard and thick, and ready for her.

Chelsey stared at him. “I warned you,” he told her with a sly smile. He turned back to the table and lubricated himself before he rose on the step of the exam table. “This will hurt,” he warned her. “But only for a few moments. Then it will feel good. I’m going to make you feel so good, Chelsey.”

She only nodded to him. He didn’t wait any longer. He held his cock in one hand and pressed it into her slit slowly. She moaned loudly, closing her eyes in anticipation of what was going to happen.

Unable to withstand the slow pace any longer, Dwight plunged deep inside her, his hips wracking hers. She cried out in pain, but then he was moving, not allowing her to contemplate the pain too long. Her cry of pain turned into moans of pleasure as he thrust his cock, so thick and hard, in and out of her tight little body. He groaned, feeling her clasp him and pull him deeper inside her. She was so tight, so innocent, so willing.

“My God, Chelsey. Your tight little pussy feels so good,” he groaned.

She answered with a moan, humping her hips up to meet his rod. He sank deeper inside her with a heavy groan. Even this pace wasn’t fast enough, though. He needed to come in her, needed to feel himself pulse inside of her, and he wouldn’t do that at this moment.

Grasping her hips with his hands, digging his fingers into her plump flesh, he pumped himself in and out of her faster, harder, listening to her cry his name over and over, louder and louder. Consequences be damned, he needed this. After the year he’d had, he deserved this.

“Oh Dwight! Dwight, I can’t!” she cried.

“Come for me, Chelsey. Don’t hold it back...don’t hold anything back.” She didn’t. She came with a fierceness that had him coming as well as her little bunny hole clenched around his enormous veiny cock. He threw his head back with a guttural groan, and he yanked her hard against him in one final thrust before his cum spurt up inside her hot little box in hot jets.

Then Chelsey’s body sank down against the exam table and he leaned over her, resting his weight against her as he pressed light, wet kisses against her flesh.

“That was unbelievable,” she said, her breath coming out in heavy breaths.

“Yeah?” he asked, holding her close and giving her a wicked grin. “Then wait until I teach you more.” The shudder that ran through her was enough of an answer for him. 

The End

First Exam Erotica – Angela’s First Exam

Angela blew out the candles on her white cake. Her grandmother always made a big deal out of her birthday, but this one was special. It was her 18th birthday, and the whole family was there, making a huge fuss over her. There were more presents on the table than ever before. The party lasted over 8 hours, with people coming and going throughout the day.

Her parents were always the first to arrive and the first to leave any party, and Angela was used to it by now. She had taken her own car, to make sure she did not have to bother them for a ride back home. No mention had been made of anything out of the ordinary, so Angela was a little surprised to hear of a doctor’s visit when she got home.

Angela was not prepared for the news when she walked in the door to her house. Her mother barely waited for her to walk in the door to tell her that she had set up an appointment for Angela at Dr. Whittaker's office. Angela needed no explanation; she already knew Dr. Whittaker to be one of her father's friends. He also happened to be a gynecologist. Angela was a upset and more than a little nervous about seeing a family friend for such intimate care, and the thought of it embarrassed her.

After several lame and therefore ineffective protests, Angela finally agreed to see Dr. Whittaker, as the family trusted his medical expertise. Angela's parents were hesitant to send her to doctor they were unfamiliar with. So, after some thought, and a short discussion, Angela agreed to go.

Not knowing what to expect, Angela showered just before going, making sure she was clean. It was bad enough she was seeing a gynecologist, and one that was a family friend at that. The last thing Angela needed was to see the doctor anything other than fresh. She took extra care to smell as clean as possible.

Being an adult, Angela wanted to go alone, rather than have her mother with her. Angela had no idea there would be such a lengthy paperwork process for a first time patient. It took almost 40 minutes to complete it all. Then, the waiting began. Angela must have waited in the sitting room for over an hour before her name was finally called.

It turns out she was only being called back so the nurse could take her vitals. It seemed to Angela that this was way too much build up for something her mother assured her was no big deal. It was beginning to feel like a very big deal after all. She felt as though she were on display, especially being from a small town where everyone knew each other.

The nurse took her blood pressure, temperature and pulse. She then walked Angela over towards the restroom as she handed her a cup to pee in. “Standard procedure for a first time patient.” The nurse assured her. Angela had difficulty going now that she was expected to, but she managed to come up with a specimen – eventually. She went back into the sitting room, and waited to be called again.

There were pregnant women sitting in chairs here and there, all seemingly in their own little worlds. Angela wondered if it was obvious to any of the other women that it was her first time seeing a gynecologist. It did not seem to bother any of the other women, but then again, they had more life experience that Angela did.

Once inside the small exam room, the nurse instructed Angela to remove all of her clothing, underwear included, and put on the paper gown. Angela looked terrified all of a sudden, and she froze hearing all of her clothing would need to be removed. She was mortified that Dr. Whittaker would see her completely naked. Still, she complied, quickly removing her white bra, cotton panties, jeans, blouse, socks, and boots.

It seemed as though it took an eternity for him to come into the exam room, leaving Angela alone with her thoughts. Elevator music played softly in the background. After what seemed like an agonizing wait, Dr. Whittaker finally walked into the room. Staring at her chart, he almost made no acknowledgment of who she was as he said, “Your blood pressure seems a little high for someone in your age group, especially since you are slightly under weight.”

“I’m nervous, that's all.” Replied Angela. Dr. Whittaker looked up at her and finally made eye contact for the first time. He let out a deep breath, as though he now understood why she would be nervous. All of a sudden, Dr. Whittaker seemed nervous himself, as though he had no idea to expect her.  In order to ease her mind, Dr. Whittaker sat and talked with her for a little while. Mostly just small talk, asking about her education, and the usual niceties. It only seemed to make Angela more nervous, as the conversation only delayed the inevitable.

“Could we just get this done and over with?” Angela finally asked Dr. Whittaker.

He seemed a little surprised, but quickly recovered, and went back into Doctor mode. “Ok, if you could please place your feet into the stir-ups, we can get started. This should only take a few minutes.”

Angela finally managed to get her feet into place in the metal stirrups, and she realized she could hear the doctor pulling his chair up close to her. She was mortified at how close he was to her pussy.

“OK, now, just relax and let your knees drop open. Very good, Angela”.

“I am going to need a pap smear. Spread your legs apart as far as you can. You will feel something cold, but it should not hurt.”

Angela could almost feel his breath on her as he spoke, and it made her feel like a freak on parade. Still, there was something about the whole experience – being exposed, embarrassed, having things done to her, that seemed to be turning her on. The next thing she knew, something cold and metallic was being pushed up inside of her, stretching her.  The doctor cranked open the metal speculum inside of her, and left it hanging out of her as he reached for a long cotton swab on the desk. He quickly stuck it up in side of the speculum, scraped a specimen, and finally pulled the speculum back out of her. He worked expertly, and it didn’t take too long. With all of the build up, Angela was sure she wouldn’t be in the doctor’s office much longer.

“I am going to do an external and internal exam now,” said Dr. Whittaker, almost mechanically.

Angela's lips puckered as she did not count on an internal exam – hadn’t she just had that? It sounded so invasive. The next thing Angela knew was that she could feel his strong finger rubbing up and down on her red clitoris, as he closely inspected it. He slowly moved the folds of her inner lips, checking those out intently as well. Then, suddently two fingers slid deep inside of her, feeling around. Dr. Whittaker pressed on her stomach from the outside, as his fingers pressed from the inside. “Well, you’re definitely not pregnant, and everything seems normal so far.”

Angela could not believe he was trying to make small talk again. She would rather have a conversation face to face. But, to Angela's surprise, it actually started to feel good with his fingers moving inside and out of her. It began to turn her on! To Angela's surprise, she grabbed hold of Dr. Whittakers hand, and shoved his fingers even deeper into her wet, shaved pussy.

This was a first for Dr. Whittaker at the office, but he was certainly not offended. He had females get wet while he was examining them, but not one until now had made a physical move to do anything about it. He moved slowly, but began to work his fingers inside of Angela's pussy. With three fingers pressed together, he started to really finger fuck her. She was so wet, his fingers just slide effortlessly. Angela begin to breathe heavy, and then let out a small groan from the force of his three fingers. Not sure how Angela might react, Dr. Whittaker decided to take a risk, and live out one of his own fantasies. With her still naked in the stirrups, he began slowly and tentatively to lick her clit. He licked it over and over again, running his tongue over her folds of skin. Although she jumped at the sensation at first, he firmly held a thigh in each hand as he continued to push her farther and farther beyond the bounds of ecstasy.

Angela knew exactly what he was doing, and although she’d never done it before, she spontaneously moaned and slid her hips forward as he continued kissing her pussy lips. Angela was no longer nervous. She wanted him so badly, and could not believe she’d never noticed how handsome Dr. Whittaker was. Everything was in an entirely different context now!

Dr. Whittaker scooted his chair in even closer, and pulled Angela's hips in so he could chow down properly. He went from gently kissing her wet pussy, to eating it outright. Angela thought she might explode right there in his mouth. It was at that point that he started to give a good tongue fuck. His tongue was warm and strong, and he slid it way deep up inside of her. Angela kept moving her hips up and down to signal her approval of this new twist to their relationship.

Angela suddenly grabbed the back of Dr. Whittaker's head, and pushed his face even further into her pussy. Up and down her hips moved as she moaned some more. Angela was glad she came to see him after all. And glad her mother was not anywhere nearby!

“Oh, yeah, lick me real good!” Angela whispered. She didn’t want to talk loudly enough for any of the nurses to hear. What a nice little bonus this was, thought Angela, as she fucked Dr. Whittaker's face.

“I'm all creamy and wet, baby,” she softly signed to him.

Dr. Whittaker suddenly pulled away, got up from his chair, and walked over to the door. He locked it so nobody could walk in on them. Angela could see a stiffy in his pants. Dr. Whittaker could see Angela looking at his boner, so he unzipped his pants, and released his cock from its prison. He walked over with his cock dangling out of the zipper. He took her by the hand, and had her take a seat in the chair next to the examining table. He remained standing, and positioned his veiny cock close to her mouth. Angela took his massive cock full in her mouth and began sucking it. To Dr. Whittaker's surprised, Angela was capable of deep throating him! Being a full eight inches, nobody had ever been able to take his cock all the way in their mouth, not even his wife.  He shoved his cock in as deep as it would go, loving the suction of her wet mouth against it.

After sucking his cock for several minutes, he was fully hard, and more than ready to fuck her hard. Angela pushed his cock away from her mouth.

“You fuck my cunt, nice and hard!” Dr. Whittaker walked around the table, still with his cock dangling from his unzipped pants.

“Get back in the stirrups,” he told her roughly.

Angela complied, and soon her legs were wide open, with her feet up in the stirrups. He grabbed her hips and pulled her box all the way to the end of the table. No sooner did he step in between her legs, his long cock was pushed inside of her, and he began pumping away at her. Her pussy was nice and tight, just the way he liked it. He was surprised – Angela sure did like a good pounding! She moaned and groaned, grabbing his sweaty ass with her hands. They fucked like animals.

“Give it to me real good! Fuck me harder, fuck me harder!” Angela began to chant as she continued to take his big member deep inside of her cunt. “Blow your load, I'm cumming! Shoot your cum up inside me, baby!” Angela hissed quietly at him, letting out in a soft moan. Dr. Whittaker slammed his cock in one good last time, as he unloaded his cum into Angela's snatch. He moved back and forth a few times, as his dick jerked involuntarily inside of her.

After rinsing his pecker off, Dr. Whittaker packed it back up into his pants, and handed Angela her clothes. “Ok, just a couple more things I wanted to talk to you about.” He said, as though nothing unusual had happened. “Have you thought about some regular birth control, now that you are sexually active?” he asked her as she finished dressing.

“Yes, actually, I was going to ask about getting on the pill.” Dr. Whittaker wrote out the prescription, which he told Angela she could get filled just down stairs in the Pharmacy. “And given what just happened, I think it may be a good idea to get another appointment set up right away.”

Angela hadn’t thought about that! How would she explain to her parents if she ended up pregnant by her gynecologist, her father’s good friend?  Angela walked to the front desk, and scheduled her next appointment for two weeks from her current one and left. She had no idea if anyone noticed how long she was in the exam room.

Once back at home, Angela threw her purse down on her bed, and wrote down the new doctor’s appointment in her notebook. Her mother walked in the room moments later, and asked how the appointment went.

“Oh, just fine.” Angela chimed in. “But, I have to go back.” Angela's mother now had a concerned look on her face.

“Why on earth do you have to go back -  is something wrong? This was supposed to just be a basic check up, nothing more!” Angela's mother was getting all worked up, and Angela could do little to soother her mind. “Well, I guess the doctor wanted to go over some birth control options with me, being how young I am, he wanted me to hear all my options from a medical professional, rather than trying to rely on friends who may not be aware of current methods.

“Seems like we just used the rhythm method when I was younger. I guess they come up with something new all the time. At least it isn't anything to worry about. For a moment, I thought something was wrong.” Angela's mother drew a sigh of relief. Angela would not draw a sigh of relief until she took that pregnancy test and it came back negative.

Angela's mother lingered to talk for a little longer, which helped to distract Angela from her dilemma. The two were natural friends, and always had good talks. So good in fact, that she felt comfortable making gynecological appointments for her daughter. Angela laughed at the thought.

It seemed like time was moving slowly as Angela waited out the appointment for her test results. She tried filling her days with mundane tasks to keep her mind off of it. Sometimes it worked, sometimes it didn't. But between work and college classes, she was at least busy enough to keep from obsessing over it.

Two weeks later, Angela found herself back at Dr. Whittaker's office. Before she knew it, she was pissing in a cup again, for the test. Angela was nervous the first time, but only because she did not know what to expect. But this time, she was more afraid of the possible test results. It was a full 30 minutes before she was called into the exam room. The elevator music was ever present in the background, and getting on Angela's nerves. She was unsure of how this visit would go, all she could think of were the test results.

When Dr. Whittaker walked into the room this time, he seemed aware of who he was seeing this time, unlike her first visit. He walked in shyly, not knowing what to expect of Angela. He was afraid she might have regret over her decision to have sex with him. He started off by telling her the good news, she was not pregnant. Angela let out a sigh of relief.

After stumbling with his words for a few moments, Angela decided to let him out of his misery. She began by unbuttoning her blouse. As she undressed, so did Dr. Whittaker. He also removed the stirrups from the exam table for better freedom of movement. Angela crawled on, and Dr. Whittaker followed, getting into the 69 position.

Back and forth they rocked on the table, sucking each other like crazy. Dr. Whittaker turned around and stuck his rock-hard cock inside of her eager, wet pussy. He pummeled her so hard this time, Angela came almost instantly. But Angela wanted multiple orgasms this time; she could not seem to get enough of his huge rod. Dr. Whittaker could not believe his luck, having sex again with a hot 18 year old freak.

Angela continued to pump him, to the point of him almost moaning too loudly. He had to catch himself in order to prevent being heard by anyone else. He was getting pretty close to cumming himself.

Knowing time was a factor, Dr. Whittaker decided to change positions quickly, so he could get in as much as possible. He hopped off of the exam table, and turned Angela over so he could give it to her from behind. Doggie style was his favorite position. He held her dark hair in a ponytail behind her head as he fucked her doggie-style, humping and humping her ass until the two of them almost collapsed.

It took no time at all for them to cum together, both now cautious to be as quiet as possible. The doctor covered her mouth with his hand as he fucked her hard to a mind-shattering orgasm. After catching their breathe, they dressed quickly, and exited the room separately, as inconspicuously as possible. After leaving the room, Dr. Whittaker went on with his work as though nothing had happened beyond a normal doctor visit.

Angela finished dressing in the room by herself, as was usual for this type of visit, anyways. It was as if nobody suspected anything at all, and everyone just went on about their daily business.

Angela left without making another appointment, as she had no real reason or excuse to. Even though she was now attracted to Dr. Whittaker, she had no intention of carrying on with this new turn of events. She decided against seeing him again, and to just go to another doctor from now on instead. Her mother need not know.

Once back at home, Angela was casual enough that her parents never suspected a thing. Unfortunately for Angela, though, her mother was in the mood for girl talk, most likely because she was now on birth control. Angela fessed up that she ended up choosing the pill. They talked for hours, without her mother even asking if Angela had ever had sex. She secretly wished that Angela would have offered the information, but she had not and her mother decided to respect her wishes to remain silent on the subject.

If only her mother knew the truth! But, even Angela could not bring herself to admit who she had sex with! She knew her mother would be curious if Angela offered up the fact that she was active.  Angela knew it was time to just leave out certain parts of her life in their conversations. Especially since she would no longer see Dr. Whittaker on a professional or intimate basis again. The only thing Angela had not considered, or even thought about, was how awkward it would be when he came to the house to visit her father…

The End

Abby’s First Exam

Abby flipped back the covers, and stretched her long, tanned legs. Tendrils of black hair hung playfully around her shoulders and then all the way down her back. Looking at the clock, she realized she was late as she bounced up out of bed. Crap – already past 8am – and her appointment was at 9.

To be truthful, she didn’t know why she was so eager to get out of bed – other than being late to get up. Abby was not looking forward to her appointment – her first pelvic exam – at all. She realized most girls her age had already gotten this over with. They go to the clinic to get on the pill, and then have to have a thorough exam and pap smear before they can get it. Most of her friends had gone at sixteen – or even earlier. Abby was different, though. There was no reason for her to go early. Although she was easily one of the prettiest in her class, Abby was very studious and more serious than her peers. Instead of gushing over boys and spending nights in sticky, back seat encounters with fumbling jocks, Abby spent her time dining out with girlfriends, hanging out at home with family, and reading – her true love.

When her mother, Lisa, and father, Dan, had sat her down a few weeks back, she had wondered if someone was dying. It turned out, the news wasn’t much better. Before leaving for college, Abby needed to have her first annual check-up. And it wasn’t a regular check-up – it was her first female checkup. To her mother, it was certainly no big deal. She’d had three kids – and probably had had thirty or more experiences with her legs spread wide in the stirrups. For Abby, the prospect was devastating. No one had even seen her breasts before, let alone between her legs.

“I don’t see why – if I’m not doing anything with my genitals, why do I have to have them examined?” Abby had protested when they told her about it.

“It’s about health, Abby. It’s something all women do, usually on a yearly basis. It’s a little embarrassing, even humiliating at first, but you get used to it. The doctor is a professional – you’ll do fine.

“I made an appointment with Dr. Burke – he’s a close friend of mine that I’ve known for years. There’s not a better gynecologist around. Your appointment is in two weeks – there’s nothing to worry about, Abby,” her father explained.

“Dr. Burke! You mean Bill? Bill is my gynecologist?” Abby had violently protested. Bill was her father’s best friend, someone she’d known since practically birth – a man who came to their house for dinner frequently, someone whose family they vacationed with every year. Seriously? Bill? How creepy can you get?

“I want to see someone else – anyone else!” Abby demanded, practically in tears.

“It’s all set up – Bill is a professional, Abby. We thought you’d be happy to be seeing someone you already know and trust,” Dan explained, still determined for Abby to be examined by Bill. Flashes of pictures of Bill in their family album flooded her brain. Ugh!

“What about a woman – there are female gynecologists – I want one of those,” Abby kept trying, her hands shaking with frustration.

“They had one female doctor at the hospital – and she relocated last year to Tulsa,” Abby’s mother explained.

“Bill is a really great option for you, Abby – we’re not going to drive three hours to take you to a female doctor when that is completely unnecessary.  Bill’s practice is full – and you were lucky to get in. They aren’t even accepting new patients – he took you on as a favor to me.  You’re acting like a child. It’s time to grow up,” Dan said sternly, ending the conversation. Abby’s mother had sat next to him smiling, like an idiot Abby thought.

Abby had been a brat for the last couple of week – she’d go to see Bill for her first exam but she didn’t have to like it. She hadn’t talked to her parents for the first few days after their big discussion. Now, she was still treating them as coldly as possible, her remarks to them being as short as possible.

So, today was the day. Abby pulled on a pair of ruffled pink panties, and then fastened on a matching bra over her D-cup breasts. She took one last look down at her brown little nipples as she did so. Bill would be ogling them in less than an hour – and touching them. A chill ran up her spine, making her shudder. How could this be happening to her?

Thinking about Bill touching her breasts reminded her that he would also be checking out her pussy. Like all the other girls, Abby shaved her’s bare. Remembering that she hadn’t shaved in a few days, she pulled the waistband of her pink panties away from her and peered down. Crap – stubble.

Abby ran into the bathroom, yanked off her silk undies, and straddled the bathtub. It was cold and wet against her stubble. She grabbed the shaving cream, and quickly smeared it all over her pink pussy. Abby grabbed her razor, and started shaving it. She usually did it in the bathtub, slow and methodically, while rubbing her clit up and down. She  imagined  a man she didn’t know shaving her. She rubbed up and down on her nub and everything became wet and slimy. Eventually, her breath would come fast, she’d gasp a few desperate moans, and she would come right there in her bubble bath. A little smile crossed her lips as she thought about it.

There was no time for that today – she scraped the razor over her shaving cream-covered lips and the stubble around her hole, rinsed off with a cup of water, and then dried herself with a fluffy, white towel. Wow – thinking about her usual routine in the bathtub must’ve turned her on. She wiped and wiped, but she was still very damp down there.

Abby quickly redressed. Over her ruffled panties and bra, she wore her school uniform – a tight white blouse and her plaid, pleated skirt. Abby grabbed her book bag and stepped into her hightop sneakers as she walked out the door and got into her car.

Both excitement and dread overcame her as she drove towards the doctor’s office. What would happen? Would Bill treat her like any other patient? Would it be better if he did or if he didn’t? What would it be liked to be touched by a man – a real man and not a boy? Abby had never even been touched by a boy – it had just never happened…somehow. Now, here she was, about to have her first sexual experience in a gynecologist’s office with her father’s best friend. Who does this?

Abby was obviously still turned on from nakedly straddling the tub and shaving her own mound. Her panties were soaked, and she started to wonder if it was about her appointment. Abby had always had humiliation fantasies – being pussy-shaved by a man she’d never met, the thought of having her privates inspected had always turned her on – both the humiliation and the embarrassment of being exposed. She’d had dreams of being stripped in front of a room full of men and made to stand in the corner as a punishment.

In one particularly disturbing dream, she’d been stripped, dragged by her long hair to a couch by an unknown stranger, and been given a punishment spanking. He’d held her down. He’d pushed her down on her back on the couch, and he’d pulled her legs back towards her head, exposing her musky, bare pussy to him. He had then spanked her – really hard – all over the back of her thighs and her buttocks. They had been red. He’d told her it was a punishment spanking. He’d spanked her until she cried – bawled really – like a child. Her arms were crossed, covering her face from the shame of it all. He’d spanked and spanked her – calling her a very bad girl the whole time…she loved that dream.

Although she’d never seen a penis, she dreamed of sucking one. She imagined meeting some random guy on the street, and him forcing her to give him head. He’d unzipped his pants and pulled his dick out. It was big – and lovely veins covered its shaft. She’d reluctantly taken the soft head into her full, moist lips and begun sucking it. He told her to suck harder, and grabbed the back of her head. She sucked it like it was the best thing she’d ever done. He started bucking, rocking forward and back, and his coarse bush of pubic hair had brushed against her face with each movement. She’d sucked and sucked, moaning loudly, until he finally convulsed, let out a cry, and then squirted several shots of cum down her throat. She rubbed her lips over the head and shaft, licking up his love juices while her man continued to orgasm.

OK – that was enough. No more thinking about sex fantasies. Time to come back to earth – she was just two blocks away from the hospital. And what awaited her there, she had no idea.

“OK, Abby – just fill out this paperwork. You’re 18, right? So you can sign the forms yourself,” the friendly blond nurse said, handing her a clipboard.

Abby sat down in the waiting room, and filled out the forms. It seemed like she waited forever, but it was only about forty minutes before she was led into the exam room. The room was cold and clinical. There was a table, one rotating stool on wheels, and an extra chair. The stool must be for the doctor, Abby thought to herself. She knew where she would be – there was a table covered in white paper and with one small pillow in the center of the room. Abby noticed there were stirrups on the table, although they were retracted at the moment. She shuddered involuntarily.

“Here’s a gown – put it on and tie it in the front. Remove all other clothing – no panties, bra, or socks. Doctor will be in in just a few minutes,” the skinny old bag of a nurse instructed her.

Abby stripped naked, stepping out of her skirt and panties. She unbuttoned her white uniform blouse, and removed that as well as unclipping her bra to release her big melons. She grabbed the skimpy hospital gown, and tied it in the front, as instructed. She sat down on the table, feeling the paper crinkle under her ass.

Abby wanted to run and hide. This was already embarrassing – humiliating – and the exam hadn’t even begun yet. Her hands trembled, but she tried to control them. The cold had made her nipples constrict, and she was self-conscious of her hard little mounds. Would she feel better when she saw Bill’s familiar face, or worse? As her father’s best friend, Bill had almost felt like a second father to her – or at least the closest thing to it. How would she respond to this violation? How would he? Would this destroy her – or would it end up being her best fantasy ever?

Finally, there was a knock at the door, and it slowly opened. Bill stuck his head in the door – she’d never seen him in his doctor clothes before but it was definitely Bill. His brown hair was graying at the temples, and his sideburns were still too long. Still, his brown eyes were kind, and familiar to her. He entered the room, shutting the door behind him.

“Hello, Abby? How are you? So – you’re here for your first pelvic exam – is that correct?” Bill said with a smile.

“Yes,” was all that Abby was able to say, glancing up first at Bill and then down at her hands.

“All right then. Before we get started, do you have any questions for me?” Bill asked.

“No, no questions,” Abby replied, feeling her face becoming hot and red.

“Let’s get started then, shall we?” the doctor said, moving towards her.

“Just lie back on the table. I’m going to start with your breast exam. We are checking for any lumps or bumps – anything that could be a problem. You should perform your own breast exams each and every month, and let me know if you notice changes of any kind.”

Abby tried to breathe shallowly as Bill’s hands slowly untied the gown covering her breasts, and expertly rolled the gown down to her waist, leaving her completely topless. He had to move her long, dark hair off of her breasts, pushing it around to her back. Then, his hands were all over her – touching her – rubbing her. She could feel her arousal building, and tried desperately to hide it. The touching, the fondling…oh…

“Is that a small mole?” the doctor asked as he bent over to examine her left boob. Abby felt his warm breath on her as he moved close to look at it. Abby fought the desire to grab Bill’s head and lead his hot wet lips to her brown little nipple. She longed to feel his mouth suck on both of her nipples – hard – really hard – making them get long and erect. She wanted him to suck on them long and hard – she wanted him to hurt her. Wow – she hadn’t known she had such pent-up frustration.

Just thinking about his lips on her nipples made Abby squirm, and she rubbed her legs together as he inspected the little mole he seemed so fascinated with.

Bill worked his way down her body – pushing and poking on her stomach, asking her if she felt any pain anywhere. She didn’t – but she was definitely feeling something. Clear, sticky thin moisture was quickly collecting between her legs – much to her dismay.

“Time for the pelvic exam,” Bill announced, seeming overconfident. There was a slight difference in his voice- that anyone who didn’t know him as well as she did would never pick up on. Interesting – was he as nervous about this whole thing as she was? Sure, he’d done this for years – but had he ever examined the 18 year old daughter of his best friend? Yeah, that would be a no. He’s nervous, thought Abby smugly. But, then again, probably not as nervous as she was at this prospect of playing doctor.

Bill firmly pulled the dreaded stirrups out of the table. This is where she would put her feet.

“All right, can you scoot your rear end down to the end of the table?” Bill asked her, still using that strange tone. Abby moved her way down until she could feel the cold end of the table under her ass.

“OK, now, put your feet up in the stirrups,” Bill instructed her, while pulling up the gown that was covering her bottom half. Man, was this embarrassing. Abby bent her knees, and placed her feet into the cold, metal stirrups. Her knees were together. Bill couldn’t help but laugh.

“Now, Abby, I need you to relax your knees and legs, and just let your legs fall open. There – there we go,” he said, seated in the little stool on wheel in between her legs. Her freshly shaved pussy, glistening all over with juice, was front and center for him. His mouth was literally inches away from her cunt. Abby immediately crossed her arms and covered her face with them, letting the waves of humiliation roll over her….again…and again. Bill pulled on a pair of surgical gloves, and she could hear them snap. Oh, God…

“I’m going to start by examining the labia – the outer and inner lips of your vagina. They look good – healthy,” Bill explained as he rubbed her pussy lips, inspecting them all over. He then peeled open the outer lips to reveal the small lips, clitoris, and pussy hole beneath. She wondered if he could smell her musky odor – and did he like it? Would he like to wash her wet pussy lips with his tongue.  How would it feel to have his mouth down there on her? Oh, yeah, he just took my clit in his warm, sucking mouth. Oh yeah…

“Did you say something, Abby?” Bill yanked her back to reality.

“No-no- nothing,” was all she could reply.

“So, how are your mom and dad – I haven’t seen them in like a week,” Bill said, trying to make chit-chat. Really, he’s gonna start up a conversation about them now?

“They’re fine – nothing new,” Abby managed a short reply. He was examining her clitoris, rubbing it and looking at it as he droned on with mundane conversation. He then turned to his metal instruments on a tray next to him. He held up a big, long, metal thing.

“This is a speculum, Abby. I’m going to insert this into your vagina and then crank it open so I can look at your cervix. Then, I will use a long q-tip to insert and scrape a small sample from your cervix. That’s the pap smear. That sample is sent to the pathologist, who checks it for an abnormalities such as cancer or precancerous cells. That’s why these annual pelvic exams are so important”.

Bill moved toward’s Abby’s tight little bunny hole with the speculum, and she began to wonder if it was gonna really, really hurt – because she’d never been fucked before. Probably most people her age already had some experience in that regard. She stared at her pink, ruffled panties on the stark hospital floor below her. Should she tell him she was a virgin? Did he assume she was one?

“OK – I’m applying some lubricant so that the speculum goes in easily,” Bill said nervously, as he spread some kind of ointment all around and then in her fuck hole.

“All right – you’re gonna feel some pressure now as I insert the speculum into your vagina,” Doctor Bill said, as he spread her wide and slid a long, thick metal object up inside of her. It was terribly uncomfortable, and Abby couldn’t help but let out a small gasp as the speculum reached all the way up inside of her.

“Does it hurt? It shouldn’t hurt, Abby – I know it’s uncomfortable but it should be painful. God – your father would kill me if I hurt you,” Bill said, apologetic and nervous at the same time.

“No – no – it’s all right. It’s just big – and it goes up really far. I’ll be all right,” Abby managed to say, despite the pain and humiliation.

“OK – I just need to ratchet open the speculum,” Bill said, as he cranked it open, making it hurt even more. How much longer would this go on? How much more could she take?

Bill grabbed one of the long q-tip things, and stuck that up inside of the speculum, and she could feel almost a cramping sensation as he swiped some cells from off of her cervix. Her legs trembled in the stirrups, with this big metal thing, cranked open, hanging out of her pussy. Bill sat in between her legs, maneuvering the speculum, and reaching deep up inside her with the long q-tip. Oh, God….now she had a lot more material for her humiliation fantasies.

“OK – that’s it for the pelvic exam,” Bill said, seeming almost relieved. He cranked down the speculum, and slowly removed it from her. Abby felt wet – wet from the gel he’d covered her with, sore inside from being violated by that nasty speculum- and just wet from being wet. But…at least the whole thing was over – it was behind her and from now on, would just be food for her fantasies. Abby wrapped the gown around her, got up off of the table and picked her panties up off the floor.

“Oh – you’re not done just yet. Your parents asked that you have an anal exam as well. I need to check your prostate,” Bill said in a matter of fact tone. Was he enjoying this? An anal exam? Abby had definitely not expected that and had given no thought to it whatsoever. Would the embarrassing acts never cease?

“I normally do this on the table, but since you’re already standing up…just drop your gown to the floor and bend over,” Bill said casually. Great, now I’m gonna have his finger up my ass, she thought to herself. Was it really necessary to be stark-ass naked for this or was this some kind of a game? Special treatment, perhaps? Still, Bill had been nothing but professional, she would have to admit. Probably much more professional than she had been.

Naked she stood, watching Bill pull on another pair of gloves. He looked her in the face as he dipped his long middle finger in and out of the jar of lubricant on the tray.

“Bend over and spread your cheeks, Abby,” the doctor directed her. Abby complied, bending her toned, slim body over at the waist, and spreading her ass cheeks wide with both hands.

“Wider, Abby…..wider,” Bill continued to command her. He placed his left hand on the black hair that covered her back, and began to rim her anus with the lubed finger. He rimmed it for a minute, and then began to go deeper. Abby resisted to urge to groan as he worked her asshole. The whole anal exam seemed to last forever. Although she’d managed to control herself, a desperate whimper escaped her lips when he finally finger-fucked her. In and out, in and out of her impossibly tight asshole. First one finger, and then two and then three thick fingers.

“OK – good,” Bill said, now casually, as he removed his fingers slowly from her ass and removed his gloves.

“You can go ahead and get dressed now, Abby,” Bill said, picking up his folder to hide his hard-on, and removing himself from the room. He was gone.

What the hell was that? That definitely was not a normal anal exam. Abby had never had one before, but she knew that it could not possibly take that long – or be so intimate. He’d fucked her asshole with his fingers! Not one finger, but three!

Abby felt like she’d gotten a new lease on life- especially after spending two weeks worrying about and anticipating her first pelvic exam. And it wasn’t even that bad – that fuckin’ speculum thing hurt like hell, but, upon reflection, the being exposed, having her privates inspected, being finger-fucked up the ass – the humiliation aspect of the visit had definitely been a huge turn-on for her. Abby pulled her panties and skirt on, clasped her bra, and buttoned up her blouse. She was definitely revved up for some reason….and just really confused about her own feelings.

Abby spent the rest of the day reliving her doctor’s visit – every delicious detail of it. Bill was actually really good looking – for an older guy. And he was so nice, so professional. OK – maybe not that last part, but that was also the best part. She just couldn’t get the guy out of her brain. Bill sucking her tits, Bill licking every square inch of her body – and she did mean every square inch. Bill was spanking her – hard – while she was naked in the stirrups in his office. It just went on and on…all through her Calculus class, all through History. She hadn’t heard a word. Something was really, seriously wrong with her…she was a woman possessed. And she’d never even felt that way about him before…

After a long sleepless night, where she touched herself all over, repeatedly, Abby didn’t know what to do with herself.  She was having non-stop humiliation fantasies about her doctor. She wanted him to do more things to her…to do everything to her. This had to stop…or she would most certainly go insane. She decided to call him. But what would she say? And what would he say in return? Was she just some crazy girl obsessed now with her doctor?

“Hi-um- is Dr. Burke there?” Abby quietly inquired over her cell phone.

“May I ask who’s calling?” the receptionist replied.

“Abby Stewart”.

“Let me see, Abby,” the receptionist answered, going to check.

“This is Dr. Burke,” a warm, familiar voice finally came on the phone.

“Hi Bill – it’s Abby,” Abby started to speak , tentatively.

“Oh, is there a problem, Abby? Is everything all right?” Dr. Burke asked her, showing genuine concern.

“No, no problem – is there any way I could talk to you, maybe after you get off of work or something?”

“Oh, uh, absolutely – why don’t you come by the house tonight…maybe around 7.  Jean’s out of town on business, so I’m on my own tonight. We can talk then, if you like,” Bill invited her.

“Oh, good – yeah, I’ll see you tonight, then,” was all Abby could manage to say. Her body tingled all over at the prospect of just being in his presence again.

It was Friday night, and Abby had a date. She didn’t know what he would say when she told him how she felt, what her fantasies were. Would he turn her away? He’d been married to Jean for over twenty years. Had he ever strayed? Would he? She had no idea what would happen.

Abby did her makeup perfectly, lined her eyes and perfectly applied a bright red lipstick. She pulled all of her dark hair up into a bun. She wore a little black dress, black nylons, and black high heels. Looking in the mirror, she suddenly realized just how beautiful she was. Dark, almond eyes, with perfect red bow-shaped lips. Would he turn her away? Could he?

She told her parents that she was going out to dinner with her friend Shawna, and then would be spending the night at Shawna’s house. That would free her for the whole night, just in case Bill was thinking along the same lines as she was. The sun had set when she walked up the sidewalk, her heels clicking along on the pavement. She climbed the porch stairs, and rang the doorbell. He appeared at the door. He was dressed in a white shirt and khakis.

“Wow – you look stunning!” was the first thing he said as he opened the door and allowed her to step in off of the porch.

“Thanks,” Abby replied, smiling at him.

“I have to confess, I know why you’re here, Abby,” Bill said to her slowly, in a most deliberate manner.

“You do?” Abby replied, shocked.

“You liked it, didn’t you?” Bill continued, his lips curving into a wry smile.

“What? Liked what?” Abby retorted. Maybe he did know.

“You liked everything about it – I can tell, you know. I’ve been doing this for a great many years. I didn’t know at first, I must admit I was a bit nervous, your dad being my friend and all. However, by the end, I knew. That’s why I gave you that final examination, the anal one. That was for your enjoyment. Standing in the middle of the doctor’s office, stark naked, made to spread your cheeks, wider and wider, my fingers….well, you know what happened, you were there...

“Oh,” Abby softly spoke, a warm redness spreading up over her chest, her neck, and her face.

“It happens, Abby – some women are very turned on by humiliation, and it just so happens that a pelvic exam, especially the first one, covers many of the common humiliation fantasies. Being stripped, being inspected, touched by a stranger, embarrassed, having foreign objects inserted into your private parts – it really is the perfect storm for a humiliation person.”

“I see – so what…what do we do now?” Abby asked, sheepishly.

“I guess I didn’t realize just how into this you really are – at least not until you called. Now we find ourselves in a unique situation. Jean is out of town, and I have this large home to myself for the night. You, presumedly, are also free for the night?”

“Yes,” Abby answered him.

“I’m going to offer you my services tonight – to give you therapy for your humiliation-type fantasies – and at the same time, expand your sexual horizons. Is this something you’re interested in? I take it you are – after all, you called me, didn’t you?” Bill said, with that wry smile again.

“Yes, yes – I’ll do whatever,” Abby started to say, but Bill cut her off.

“Oh, I know you will. Just so you understand, in this environment in which you want to explore humiliation fantasies, I am the dominant one – I am the boss. You may leave whenever you like, but you will not disrespect me,” Bill said, his voice now dark and stern. Holy Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde! What was he? Split personality?

“Yes, I will do it,” Abby quickly answered. She truly needed whatever was about to happen, no matter how dark, or how twisted.

“We’ll start with your punishment, then,” Bill said casually, as he walked into the living room. Abby obediently followed along behind him.

Once next to the couch, Bill turned back to face her. He put his finger, now ungloved, up to her face and moved his own face close to hers. She thought he was going to kiss her, and she parted her lips and shut her eyes. Suddenly, she felt his rough fingers smear the red lipstick across her lips and onto her cheek.

“You look like a SLUT!” he yelled at her, shocking her back to reality. He grabbed at her beautiful bun, ripping it out so her hair was unruly and seriously messed up.

“Why would you wear that dress – you’re not a woman. You’re just a little girl pretending to be a woman. Kick off those heels right now. Turn around – I’ll unzip this dress right now,” Bill barked at her, roughly removing her dress and peeling down her black stockings. Bill pulled down her black panties, and unclipped her bra as well. She was now standing before him, completely naked.

“Now I’m gonna spank you for being such a little slut – a good hard spanking for a very bad little girl,” Bill said, his voice full of a venom she’d never heard before.

“Uh, Bill -,” Abby said, nervously.

“You know the game we’re playing Abby – if you don’t like it, there’s the door,” he said simply, pointing out the exit.

Abby lay down face up on the couch with her legs over her head. This had been her secret fantasy, after all. Would it be just as good in reality? Bill suddenly grabbed ahold of her legs, and cracked her hard on the ass. Ouch – this was definitely not play acting. Smack, smack, smack – he kept on spanking her bare white ass and the backs of her thighs until they were sore and red. Somehow, it turned her on – perhaps because he was fully clothed and she, uh, wasn’t at all. Then, eventually, it was over.

“Is it sore?” Bill eagerly inquired.

“Yes – it’s very sore,” Abby replied, a bit embarrassed from having her ass tanned for the first time.

“Well, I’ve punished you, so now you’re going to pleasure me. Have you ever sucked a cock before, Abby?”

“No, Sir,” she wasn’t quite sure why she was suddenly calling him “Sir”, but it felt right, so she went with it.

Bill slowly unbuckled his khaki pants, and then pulled them down around his knees. It was just how Abby imagined it – big with lots of lovely thick veins all over it. She would’ve loved to sit right down on top of it right now. Bill pushed her down onto her knees on the floor in front of him. She immediately began to suck on the tip of his penis.

“You need to be able to take it deep – like the speculum, “ Bill explained, giving a little chuckle.

“You’re going to need to relax your throat as much as possible,” he further directed.

“C’mon – suck it,” Dr. Bill demanded of her. Abby tried to take more of it in her mouth, but it wasn’t fast enough or deep enough for his liking. He grabbed her head and began moving it quickly up and down over his big dick. She tried not to gag, but couldn’t help it. She drooled and gagged, while he basically fucked her mouth, going as far in and out as he wanted to.

“Oh, yeah, that’s it, Baby – suck it really hard,” Bill taunted her.

Abby noticed he was hard as a rock. His pubic hairs bumped her face as she did her best, struggling to give him the best blowjob ever. She choked and gagged while he pumped and humped at her face, stuffing her whole mouth and throat. She struggled to even breathe. Eventually, he removed himself from her mouth, sliding his wet dick across her lips. Relief at last!

Bill dropped his drawers completely onto the ground, and then stepped out of them. She could feel his starched white shirt rough against her cheek as he collected her up, naked, and carried her into the master bedroom – Jean’s bedroom, Abby thought.

He lay her down in the middle of his big, fluffy bed. Abby’s mind was spinning – was she about to lose her virginity? Here, in Jean’s bed?

It was like a replay from the other day, her naked tits, brown nipples exposed for only him to see. His hands were all over her, but unlike before, now he pinched her nipples. All professionalism was thrown out the window as he enjoyed watching them squish into little brown mounds. He pulled on them, and pinched some more. Bill rolled them between his fingers, enjoying the expressions of both pain and ecstasy that passed over Abby’s lovely face as he worked them. Her breathing was heavy, and she let out little moans. Then, what she’d so wanted the other day. His mouth was on one – sucking – sucking really, really hard. Owwww. He continued to pinch that one while his mouth found the other one. More sucking, more pleasure and more pain. She wiggled, squirming around, trying to do anything to pull her tits away from him for just one moment of relief. But there was no relief, he stayed with her, steady, sucking, pulling, twisting, and pinching as she moaned and begged him to stop.

Bill kissed his way down her flat, brown tummy and kissed the insides of her toned thighs, then licked up and down the insides of her legs. Feelings of desire ran up and down her spine, and she jolted as if electrocuted. Bill smiled, and kept up on his assault.

Eventually, he spread her thighs and exposed her now-drenched pussy.

“Just as I remembered,” he muttered, as he dove in, and licked her lips inside and out, and then slowly, carefully, began to lightly nibble on her clit. Ohhhhhhh – it hurt so goooood. He ate her pussy for what seemed like an hour, completely working her into a frenzy. His fingers easily slid in and out of her, and her legs squirmed all over Jean’s bed. She came over and over again, completely soaking the bed coverings.

“Doesn’t it make you feel slutty, doing this with me on Jean’s bed?” Bill growled low, trying to instigate her.

“Yes, yes – I’m a little slut, fuckin’ Jean’s husband in her own bed,” Abby moaned, fully willing to go along with the program at this point.

With that, Bill got up and got a towel from the bathroom. He slid it under Abby’s rear end, and got into position to mount the virgin. Oh, that big veiny cock.

Bill pushed gently against her vagina, and then proceeded to slide in the head of his dink. That wasn’t so bad. But then, he held a young thigh in each hand, and began to pump it in, a little at a time. Abby cried out.

“It’s all right, Abby – it’s always like this the first time. The good times start after tonight,” Bill reassured her. He continued to push his veiny manhood an inch at a time up into her wet, shaved little pussy. He covered her smaller mouth with his, plunging his tongue into her mouth, and licking her lips. She could smell and taste herself on his lips.

“Oh, God, oh, oh,” Abby moaned and groaned, in the worst pain of her life.

“We’re almost there, Abby,” Dr. Bill told her as he grabbed her sweaty ass hard and plunged in deep several times. Abby cried out again.

“Please, oh, God, please, oh,” Abby begged and begged, completely breathless and exhausted.

Bill was determined. He mercilessly pumped his meat fast and hard into her, banging her just as hard as he could, in order to penetrate her hymen, and stripping her of her virginity. With that thought, his jism spewed up into her, shooting three or four times forcefully. She felt the warmth inside of her, and then it first dripped from her cunt, and then ran down her legs. They were both completely spent – with nothing left to give.

Bill was nice, again. He held her safely in his strong arms, and kissed her on the nose. She snuggled against his hairy chest, knowing that those fantasies that had been plaguing her would be silenced now that she had acted them out. And Jean would never have to know – it would be their little secret…forever.

“So, you’re not going to tell your Dad I hurt you, are you?” Bill asked, quietly, but with a bit of a chuckle.

“Not if you don’t tell your wife”.

The End

The Cowboy’s Sissy

The first time I saw him, he was walking across the road from me. Tight jeans and scuffed up cowboy boots. I didn’t know it at the time, but Dan was the other guy hired to move cattle through the mountains with me. He was attractive – the kind of rugged good looks that turned all the girls’ heads. I wasn’t a girl, but I have to admit that I noticed him right away.

We hit it off, too. He was real easy to talk to, and not an asshole like a lot of the other cowboys I’d worked with. They usually judged me – for not being as tall, as muscular, as manly as they were. But still, I was a right good herder, learned to rope and ride as soon as I could walk. My father was a rancher, and his father before him. I’d come by this life honestly enough.

There’s something so intimate about being alone, way up in the mountains, sitting in the low light of a campfire. We spoke in low voices, telling stories about our lives, our adventures, our families. Neither of us were married, but we talked about our parents and siblings. It was then that I really realized how handsome Dan was. That lighting, surrounded by darkness, left shadows that showed his square, strong chin, cheekbones, and chiselled nose. Those big blue eyes shone in the light as he spoke to me in a low, southern drawl.

I didn’t want him to think I was attracted to him, and I hoped it wasn’t obvious. In fact, I tried not to look too deeply into those eyes or do anything else to betray my feelings. I felt like I could sit right there and listen to him forever. A million stars filled the warm night sky, and it really felt as though we were the only two people left in the world. It must’ve been about midnight as his eyes grew heavy, and we decided to call it a night. We went inside the tent as the fire died down to embers. I flicked on the lantern, and we began to undress, taking off our hats, pulling off our boots and peeling down our jeans.

Dan had an incredible body – a broad, bare chest and muscular arms. His behind was round, and I bit my lower lip as we stood there facing each other in our underwear. I couldn’t help what happened next. I moved in close to him, and wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing my body up against his. He made no move to stop me or to move away, and before I knew it, his soft, full lips were pressed hard up against mine. His warm, wet mouth explored me, his tongue swirling in my mouth. I moaned loudly in response, clinging to him like a little girl. All pretenses melted away – and there was no denying what was happening between us.

“I’ve never wanted a man before,” he whispered as he trailed kisses down my neck and across my shoulders. A fire of desire set out over my entire body, and I could feel my cock rustle in my underwear. I hadn’t been with a man, either, but that didn’t stop my knees from buckling, and I went down on my knees for him.

I peeled down the front of his underwear, and felt no reserve as I took him into my wanting lips. He groaned loudly. I sucked his huge pecker, wetting it with my mouth and taking him again and again through my lips and down deep into my throat. His body shook, and I gripped him hard, doing a combination of a hand job and blow job at the same time. I knew from experience that this felt amazing – at least when a girl had done it to me…

Dan pulled away from me, and gently laid me down on the sleeping bag. I was trembling all over as he began kissing me again, his hands running all over my body. He pulled down my underwear and tugged on my dick, making it even harder than it had been before. I’d always been bi-curious, but I never really thought it would happen. I’m sure Dan never thought he’d be with a man, as he seemed even more straight than I was.

“I wanna suck you off,” he murmured in a low voice as he removed my underwear from my ankles. I tried to maintain my composure, but I was about to explode as those words left his mouth. Then, his lovely, curvy lips were on my cock. I noticeably shuttered, realizing this was going to be the night of my life. I tried not to cum, I really tried, but I could feel myself losing it, and he could too. He stopped, and rolled me over.

“I’ve never wanted someone so bad in my life,” he told me as he licked around back there, preparing me for what was to come.

“Ohhhh,” I moaned as he continued to tease me, whether he knew he was doing it or not. I think he knew – how could he not given all the noise I was making. I just wanted him to take me.

He lifted me up so I was on all fours, and I was so hot and wet back there that I thought I was gonna go crazy. It was at that moment that I felt his wonderful cock nestle up against my back door. I tried to prepare for it, but it was no use. With one thrust, he popped up inside me and I let out a groan as I became Dan’s lover. It hurt like hell – I won’t lie about that. I thought I would die if he kept going, but I thought I’d rather be dead than have him stop. It went on and on, and I clutched that plaid sleeping bag in my fists as he took me again and again. We were sweating, and it seemed so barbaric, so forbidden. As I whined and carried on, he reached around and was tugging at my meat with his rough hand.

“So good, it’s so good,” he told me in short gasps as he continued to plow his way into me. He huffed and grunted, giving me all of himself. We went on like this for maybe half an hour before I was reaching orgasm, and I stuttered.

“I-I’m coming,” I managed to say as I began to jerk uncontrollably. This set off a reaction in Dan, and he thrust deep inside me once more, unloading steams of warm jism up inside my ass as his body convulsed. I collapsed into his strong arms onto the ground. Eventually, we fell into a deep sleep.

I awoke to the sun coming up, and I watched Dan sleeping for a long while. I wondered what would happen, if it would be awkward between us for the rest of the job. We still had six weeks alone up in the mountains together, and to be near him and not have him would be torture. But when he awoke, he smiled at me and pulled me in for a deep, sensual kiss. It was then that I knew everything would be all right.

It’s been twenty years since our time in the mountains together. Dan and I kept in touch with letters for a while, but eventually drifted apart. You know how that goes. I met Christine, and we got married. I heard he got married too, and I knew I’d never see him, never be held in his strong arms or look into those soulful eyes again. But that doesn’t mean I can forget. 
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