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This book contains the complete contents of several stories previously published on Amazon:

Stepdad, Teach Me How to Masturbate

Stepdad, Can I Watch You Have Sex with the Babysitter

Stepdad, Teach Me How to Have Sex with a Girl

The titles I think should tell you all you need to know ;-)


PART ONE: STEPDAD, TEACH ME HOW TO MASTURBATE

“Hey Stepdaddy,” I said, walking into his room wearing only my new pink lace bra and cotton thong panties.

“Hello honey,” he said, looking up at me and smiling.

Stepdad was a freelance writer and editor, so he worked at home; we’d changed the guest bedroom into his private office after he’d married my mom two years ago.  It was right next door to my room, in fact, and that was convenient for me when I wanted to flirt with him.

You see, I’d been trying forever to get my stepfather to have sex with me. But he absolutely wouldn’t!

It was driving me crazy!

Now that I was 18, I wanted him to be my first. He was the only man I knew that cared about my and listened to me and treated me gently and respectfully. There were lots of boys at school who wanted to fuck me, but they were impatient and crass. I wanted nothing to do with them.

My stepfather, now. He was a different story entirely. I loved his broad shoulders and trim waist – no middle-aged spread on him – and the touch of grey in his hair. So what if he was 22 years older than me?

But he’d resisted all my advances, and all my flirtations. Since shortly after he’d married my mother, I’d been parading around in my bra and panties every time my mother left the house, especially during her frequent business trips. He smiled and often complimented me on my choice of color or style, but that was all. My breasts were really developing now; up an entire cup size in the last year. I took every chance to rub them against him, and he responded only by smiling at me.

So far he hadn’t so much as patted me on the ass! Hugs and good-night kisses were frequent but brief and ... well ... fatherly! That wasn’t what I wanted at all.

I knew it wasn’t a question of attraction, however. The erections he got during these encounters were obvious, and he didn’t try to avoid me or tell me to stop this behavior, and his eyes lingered on my athletic young body.

He just wouldn’t have sex with me!

The frustration was getting to be too much for me.

I stepped up to his desk and his eyes slid from my long golden legs all the way up to my breasts tightly held by the pink lace.

“So what do you think?” I asked him.

“Very nice,” he said, smiling at me.

“Yeah, I really like this bra. It feels really good, I like the way it holds my breasts … some girls I know think lace itches, but I like it.”

“Me too.”

“Can I sit on your lap?” I asked sweetly.

“Now honey,” he said patiently, still smiling. “You know that’s not appropriate.”

“Oh Stepdad!” I pouted. “I can’t take it anymore! I think about you so much!”

“I know you do, honey. But you know it’s not appropriate for us to have sexual contact.”

“But how do you deal with it?” I said, hugging my arms together under my breasts and shivering, jumping up and down a little. “I get so hot around you! I want your hands on me!”

He smiled affectionately at me. “Well, honey, frankly, I masturbate and I think about you. That helps me resist temptation.”

I smiled back at him. “Really?”

“Yes, of course. Don’t you masturbate and think about me?”

I felt myself turning red, embarrassed at the thought of it. “I’ve never masturbated before! My father told me it was bad.” My real father – that asshole. The less said about him the better.

“Did he? Well … I think masturbation might be the answer to your problem, Victoria. You’ve obviously got a lot of pent up sexual energy, and masturbation can help you to take care of that.”

“Do you really think so? Daddy told me masturbation was wrong. He caught me masturbating when I was little and he spanked me good.”

“Mmm, I’m sorry to hear that. Masturbation is a very healthy thing.”

“Can you show me how, stepdaddy?” I said, holding my arms behind my back and shifting from foot to foot, letting my voice go child-like.

“Well, now, Victoria, I think you can probably figure it out for yourself! Most people do.”

“But this is important! You just said so! I need to know how to do it right! You taught me how to drive, you helped me with my English essays and now you can do this … pleeeease, Stepdad!” I said, looking in his eyes and moving a little closer to him, pressing one of my breasts against his arm, sending a thrill through me.

He sighed. “All right, Victoria. You’re right, this is important. You don’t have any serious boyfriend, and I don’t want you having sex carelessly, so you need to learn to masturbate.”

He stood up and put his arm around my shoulders, and I put my arm around his trim muscular waist and he led me back into my bedroom.

“Okay,” he said, “just lie down on your back on the bed,” he said.

“Okay,” I said, feeling my breath come more quickly as I eased down on the comfy thick white bad spread, resting my head on the pillow so I could look up at him. My long hair spilled around my head.

I smiled up at him and he smiled back. “How can I begin?” I asked.

“Well,” he said thoughtfully. “You can begin anyway you want, of course, but it’s a process of exploring what you like, so let’s start slowly and easily, okay?”

“Okay,” I said.

“Just touch your arms with your fingertips first … just lightly. Yes, like that, just rub your fingertips lightly over your arms, up and down like that.”

“Should I use my fingernails, or the tips of my fingers?”

“You can use both or either, of course. Just do it slowly, gently. Lightly, at first.”

“Like this?” I said, softly, as I touched my arms.

“Yes, that’s right. Does it feel nice?”

“Yes,” I whispered, closing my eyes and smiling, enjoying the feel of his eyes on me as they took in my body, my chest rising and falling quickly with my excitement. “It tickles a little.”

“Okay, you can use your palms now, rub your arms with your palms, warm them up.”

I did so.

“Now touch your stomach the same way, with your fingertips. Just lightly trace them over your stomach.”

I traced my fingernails over my stomach, above my belly button, and moved them in circles over my hard abs. “Mmm, that tickles more,” I said, giggling a little.

“That’s normal, it’s fine. It’s just the warm up,” he said seriously.

“It makes my nipples hard,” I whispered. “Is it naughty to say that?”

“No, honey. It’s fine. Tell me exactly how you feel.”

“I feel waves of like … electricity, heat and electricity, moving from the places I’m touching, and going to my nipples, and making them tingle and get really hard,” I said.

“That’s fine, that’s just what we want,” he said, gazing down at me lovingly.

“Can I touch my nipples now?” I said eagerly.

“Slow down,” he said, smiling. “We’ve got all afternoon.”

“Yesss,” I said, drawing the word out into a moan.

“And we want it to be right, the first time, don’t we?”

“Yessss,” I said again.

“Okay, now trace your fingers over your stomach, down there between your naval and the top of your panties.”

“Mmmm,”I said. “That’s nice … so sensitive there … I really want to touch my breasts, now, can I touch them now?”

“Hmmm. . . well, okay, I guess so. But only over the bra, for now. And remember. Slowly!”

“Ohhh, thanks, Stepdad!” I said, voice overflowing with pleasure and gratitude. “I’ll do it slowly, I promise.”

I slowly slid my palms up my ribs, until I was cupping my own breasts. I heard myself moaning with pleasure.

“Should I squeeze them?” I asked, closing my eyes. “It feels so good . . .”

“Yes, dear. Go ahead and squeeze them.”

“Ohhhhh,” I said. “Mmmmm.” I kneaded them through the pink lace bra, squeezing them together, then holding them lightly and then again with more fervor.

“Be gentle now,” said my stepfather.

“But I like it,” I whined.

“Do you touch your breasts often?” he asked.

“Only in the shower, you know, when I’m washing. My daddy told me it was bad to touch myself in those naughty places.”

“Well that’s a shame. You have very sensitive breasts, hmmm?”

“Ohhh, yesss,” I moaned.

“You’re always pressing them against me. You like the way that feels?”

“Yessss,” I repeated. “They’re so sensitive, they’re been growing so fast, it seems like my nipples are always hard … I want you to touch them!”

“You know I can’t, honey. Haven’t any boys touched them yet?”

“No, I don’t want them to! I only want you to touch them.”

“But you know I can’t. But of course you can imagine those are my hands, as you touch your breasts.”

I looked up at him, smiling. “Or I can just think that it makes you happy to watch me touch myself, and that makes me enjoy touching myself even more. I can enjoy you watching me.”

He smiled and patted my head. “I do enjoy it, you’re right. I hope this makes you feel better, honey, more able to deal with your sexuality.”

“I think so,” I said, luxuriating in the warmth and pleasure of feeling my own breasts as my stepdad watched me. “Aren’t you going to masturbate?”

“Not right now, dear. Are those nipples ready to be touched?”

“Yes!” I practically cried out.

“Just through the bra, at first.”

I used my fingertips and fingernails to touch the hard bumps of my very erect and swollen nipples, though the pink lace, and my whole body shivered. “Oh, it’s . . . the only word that fits is exquisite. It’s just exquisite. It sends pleasure all through me.”

“I’m glad you like it, honey.”

“Very very much, Stepdaddy, and I love it when you watch me. Are you sure you don’t want to touch me? Touch my breasts? I’d like that so much!”

“It’s not appropriate, dear. Go ahead and touch them, though. Enjoy.”

I did, moaning and beginning to writhe on the bed, squeezing my legs together, as I felt my breasts. “Daddy … I’m getting wet down there.”

“I’m not your daddy, honey.”

“I mean, Stepdaddy. I’m so wet, Stepdad!”

“That’s perfectly normal, honey. You’re going to take care of that soon, all of the pleasure is going to build and build until you have an orgasm, until you can release all the tension. Have you ever had an orgasm before?”

“No, I haven’t!”

“You’ve never had any lovers, you already told me that … but nobody has ever had their fingers in there?”

“No, Stepdad Nobody! I kissed a girl at camp last summer, and she tried to touch me there, but I wouldn’t let her. I wanted to save it for you!”

“And did this girl try to touch your breasts, also?”

“Well,” I admitted, “I did let her do that.”

“You said . . .”

“I said no boys had touched them,” I said, and we both laughed at that.

“So this girl at camp, did she get under your bra?”

“No, only under the shirt and over the bra.”

“Like you’re touching yourself over the bra now?”

“Yes, just like this. But then she tried to take off my bra. I stopped her. She wanted to . . .”

“Wanted to what?”

“It’s embarrassing.”

“It’s okay, honey, you can tell me. What did she want to do?”

“She said she wanted to . . .” my voice lowered a bit. “Suck my nipples.”

He was smiling languidly down at me, and I could see the bulge in his khakis. “Why did you stop her?”

“Well … I was shy, I guess. But I liked the idea, I think a warm mouth on my nipples would feel really good.”

“I think it does.”

“Don’t you want to show me how good it feels, Stepdad?”

“No, honey, that wouldn’t be appropriate. But now, you can pull the straps of your bra down, so that your nipples are bare.”

I smiled at him. “Don’t you want me to take the bra off now, Stepdad? Don’t you want to see my breasts?”

“That wouldn’t be appropriate, honey, you being naked in here with me. You’re going to have to keep your underwear on.”

“Stepdad, you’re teasing me!”

“I’m not,” he said. “I’m trying to help you deal with your sexual urges in a healthy way.” He was stroking the bulge in his khakis, through the cloth, now.

“And am I helping you to deal with your urges, Stepdad?”

“Yes, honey, you are.”

“Okay, and you want me to pull my bra straps down over my shoulders so that my nipples are showing?”

“Yes, because I think you need to touch them now. Some girls find it a little irritating to have their nipples touched, while others really like it,” he mused.

“I’m definitely one of those girls who really likes it,” I panted. “Oh my god, I want it so much.” I was still kneading my breasts, feeling very warm and wet between the legs now.

“Okay . . . slowly . . . take your bra straps and pull them down, pull the cups of your little lacy pink bra down until your nipples are bare.”

Panting, I did it, and my hard pink wrinkled nipples were pointing up at the ceiling. “Oh Stepdad. Can I touch them now?”

“No, wait a second. I want you to wet your fingers first. Put your fingers in your mouth and lick them and then you can use the wet fingers to touch your nipples. That will feel good, won’t it?”

I just moaned by way of response. I put my left forefinger in my mouth, sucking it and rolling my tongue around it.  It tasted a little like my skin cream, but it felt good. I then added the tip of my thumb and sucked on that. I looked up at Stepdad while I sucked.

“That’s it … ” Stepdad’s eyes were a little glassy now and he was breathing heavily. “Make your fingers nice and wet. Does it feel good to have something in your mouth?”

“Mmmm-hmmmm,” I said around my finger.

“You’ll make some nice guy very happy some day,” he said.

I took my fingers out of my mouth. “I hope that nice guy is you, Stepdad,” I said. I then sucked my right thumb and forefinger.

“Good girl, such a good girl. You’re doing just fine.” He was stroking his bulge faster now.

I took my other fingers out of my mouth. “Don’t you want to take your penis out, Stepdad?”

“That wouldn’t be appropriate, honey, you know that.”

I made a pouty noise and shook my head. “You’re teasing me again.”

“No honey, I’m not. Now, take those wet fingers and play with your hard nipples with them.”

I moaned loudly, practically crying out, when my wet fingers touched my nipples. It felt so good.

“Supposedly some girls can have an orgasm just from touching their nipples,” said Stepfather.

I was grinding my legs together now.

“Mmmm, I don’t know, I don’t know what an orgasm is yet, Stepfather, don’t forget that.”

“I won’t forget, honey. Don’t worry. I’ll help you. Does that feel good, pinching your nipples with those wet fingers?”

“Yessssss,” I said. “God, I’m so hot now.”

“Do you like it gently, or do you like to pinch them hard? Some girls like them pinched hard.”

“Oooh, I like it both ways, just pinch them gently and sometimes, hard.”

“That’s fine. You know . . . you might be able to touch your nipples with your own tongue. Some girls can.”

“Do you think so?” I said, breathing heavily as I played with my swollen stiff nipples. “My breasts aren’t so big, really.”

“Well, not small also. They’re just right,” he said, and winked at me. “I don’t think it’s just a question of size . . . maybe flexibility. Go ahead, give it a try.”

I craned my neck up and put my hands under my breasts and pushed them upward, but I could just barely touch the nipples with my tongue. Doing it just made me hotter though, especially the feel of my warm breath on them.

“Okay honey,” said Stepfather, his face a little red now and droplets of sweat visible on his forehead. “Now you’re going to move to your lower half.”

I smiled up and him. “Ohhhh, good! Oh thank you Stepfather I’m so, so hot down there!”

“I know you are, sweetheart. Okay, so, you can touch your breasts with one hand, and then slowly move your other hand down towards your panties.”

“Oh, Stepdad,” I squealed. “I love it so much when you tell me to touch myself. But don’t you want to touch me? Please, please, just touch me once!”

“No, honey,” he said, smiling peacefully. “That’s not possible. Okay, move your hand down … towards your panties … stop there at your belly button. Touch it a little, tickle it.”

“Mmmm!” I said, pouting again. “Can I touch myself down there, yet? Between my legs?”

“No honey, not yet. Raise your legs up a little, and touch your inner thighs.”

“Should I use both hands, or should I keep touching my breasts with one hand.”

“Well, which do you want to do, dear?”

“I think I want to keep touching my breasts with one hand,” I said. “I really like it.” I reached down and traced my fingernails across the delicate skin of my inner thigh.

“How does that feel?”

“I’m starting to feel like I’m on fire!” I said. “I’m so hot it’s starting to hurt!”

“Okay honey, do you want to touch your vagina now?”

“YES!” I cried, pinching my left nipple hard. “But isn’t it naughty?”

“No, honey it isn’t naughty at all, it’s healthy and beautiful. Go ahead, and touch it, through your panties.”

“Over the panties?”

“Only over the panties. Go ahead, rub it through your panties. Rub that hot little pussy through your panties, it’s okay, you’re such a good girl, it’s okay, go ahead.”

I rubbed my pubic mound, feeling the heat and moisture there, the pleasure and warmth spreading out all over my body, and the pressure building in me was making all my muscles tense and my whole body starting to shake.

“Yes, just touch it . . . rub it, slowly, up and down there. Only through those nice pink panties, though. Make circles with your hand, and touch your nipples at the same time. How does it feel?”

“It feels so good, Stepdaddy,”I moaned. “Can I please go inside my panties?”

He bent down and whispered in my ear. “Are you sure you’re ready?”

“Yes, Stepdaddy, I’m ready!”

“Are you going to have an orgasm for your Stepdad?”

“Yes, Stepdaddy!”

“Are you sure?”

“Oh, Stepdaddy! I’ll try, but I know I’d have one if you touched me, or if you had sex with me …”

“Shhh, honey. You know I can’t do that. But go ahead, put your hand inside your panties and touch yourself.”

My little hand eagerly slipped inside the waistband of my panties, and my fingertip traced over the wet lips of my pussy. I gasped. “Oooh, Stepdad. It’s so hot and wet. What should I do?”

“Well, just touch the outer lips, first. Rub your finger around them . . . how does it feel?”

“So good,” I moaned.

“Just the lips, okay honey? And keep touching your nipples, good girl.”

“Yes, Stepdaddy.” The swollen hot lips of my vagina were aching with pleasure now, enhanced by my tingling nipples, and the pressure was building inside me to an unbearable level.

“Do you know where your clitoris is, honey?”

“I . . . I think so . . .”

“You’ll have to go inside your lips a little, and then move upwards towards the top, to find it …”

I moved my finger upward and cried out and convulsed as if I’d been shocked as my finger touched my clitoris.

Stepdad smiled down at me. “Yes, it’s very sensitive, isn’t it?”

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Stepdad . . . “

“Just be gentle with it. Tickle it a little, touch it with your fingertip just a little. Don’t be rough with it.”

“Ohhhhhh,” I said, moaning, as my whole body started to shake. I felt sweat breaking out all over my body. “I feel like I’m about to explode,” I squealed.

“Okay, slow down a little, leave it alone for a second, touch your breasts some more . . . come on, darling, slow down, be a good girl. . . squeeze your breasts, that’s it . . .”

I was writhing uncontrollably on the bed, my body still shaking, grinding my thighs together and licking my lips uncontrollably.

“Okay,” said Stepfather. “Now what I need you to do it take that finger – the finger that you were using to touch your clit – and suck on it a little, make it wet.”

I eagerly tasted the finger with my tongue, and then wrapped my lips around it and sucked it. It didn’t taste like skin cream anymore – it had a sweeter, saltier flavor now.

“Oh, Stepdaddy,” I moaned. “Won’t you please fuck me? I want you so much.”

“I know you do sweetheart. But right now, you promised to masturbate for Stepfather, and I want you to do that.”

“Yes, Stepdaddy,” I moaned, and dipped my finger again down into my panties and slid it between my swollen pussy lips and pulled it up to find the clit, which again made me spasm with pleasure.

“Good girl,” said Stepfather. “Are you ready to have an orgasm?”

“Yes, Stepdaddy,” I moaned. “Only for you, Stepdaddy, I’m so so hot,” The pressure was maddening now, a burning itch, all my muscles tensing, my whole body shaking from the pleasure radiating out from my clit.

Now Stepdad had inserted his hand into the waistband of his khakis and was manipulating himself under there as well.

“Stepdad,” I moaned. “I want us to have orgasms together. Won’t you please take it out and let me watch you stroking it?”

“That wouldn’t be appropriate,” he gasped.

“Ohhh, god, Stepdad, I’ll close my eyes. And you can jerk off on me, okay? I’ll close my eyes and you can do it on me . . . “

“Oh Victoria,” he moaned. “Okay, close your eyes.”

I closed my eyes, and the pleasure seemed to be spinning me around the room. There was a sudden hot spray, something thick and sticky, all over my stomach, and the feel of that, and the idea of my Stepdad standing over me with his cock in his hand, the sound of his moaning, pushed me over the edge, and I had my first orgasm, my entire body heaving and shuddering.

When I opened my eyes again, Stepdad was zipping his pants back up. He looked embarrassed.

“Stepdad, what’s the matter? You didn’t do anything wrong! You didn’t touch me or anything!”

“Hmm, well,” he said. “Yes, technically, I didn’t. Do you want to get cleaned up?”

“Yes,” I said smiling. “I want to take a nice long hot shower. Do you want to watch me?”

“Well, a lot of people masturbate in the shower. I could, perhaps, give you some more advice.”

“What about putting a finger inside myself down there?”

“Well, yes, of course you can do that, also.”

“And . . . uh . . . well, it’s embarrassing …”

“What is it honey? Go ahead and tell me.”

“I’ve heard girls talking about . . . uh . . . sex toys. Dildos, I think they’re called?”

“Yes, and there are vibrators, also.”

“Do you think I should try one of those?”

“Well, honey, yes, if you want, I can certainly buy you one.”

“Oh, thank you Stepdad!” I said. I leapt up and kissed him on the cheek, feeling his semen drying on my stomach.

I put my arm around his waist and we walked together into the bathroom.


PART TWO: STEPDAD, CAN I WATCH YOU HAVE SEX WITH THE BABYSITTER?

Somehow I wasn’t surprised when I came home and saw my stepfather with two fingers in the babysitter’s pussy.

He’d started teaching a few English classes at the university to supplement his income as a freelance writer and editor; I had cheerleading practice after school, and Mom travelled a lot for her job so we’d hired one of my classmates, Natasha, as a babysitter.

The baby was only four months old and mostly slept, in the afternoon; I think Natasha’s job wasn’t that difficult. She was a Russian immigrant, as you might guess, and like a lot of Russians she was tall, well-built, had luscious big lips, green eyes, and high cheekbones. Her hair was dyed jet black and fell long and straight.

She was sex on legs, pretty much, so I wasn’t too surprised to find her with Stepfather.

Stepfather and her were on the sofa; she was still wearing her school uniform, or most of it, and stepfather was still wearing the khakis and blue shirt and tie that he taught in.

She had her white blouse unbuttoned, all the way to her navel, and her big breasts were escaping from the smooth silky white bra she wore. One breast was free, and my stepfather had his head bent down and was tonguing and sucking the nipple.

Her plaid skirt was hiked up around her waist, and my father’s hand was disappearing inside her white lace panties, and assumedly at least one finger was disappearing inside of her.

She had her hand on the bulge in his pants, and had her head thrown back, moaning in pleasure, lipstick smeared on her full lips.

God, what a turn on!

I felt my breath catch in my throat at the sight of my stepfather like this, and almost instantly felt myself getting wet.

I walked into the living room – I’d come in the back door and neither of them had heard me yet.

I watched them silently; my father was thrusting his fingers harder into her and she was clutching his head now, moaning as if she was about to orgasm.

I’d only recently learned about orgasms; Stepfather had taught me how to give myself one. He always watched me and gave me clear instructions, but he’d never touched me. Not yet, anyway. He’d said it was inappropriate.

Although he did ejaculate on me, he always made me close my eyes first.

Finally after a few moments he raised his head from her breasts; he was starting to unbutton his pants when he noticed me.

“Victoria!” he said, face turning red. Redder, I mean. Natasha’s eyes widened and she pulled her blouse shut and skirt down, but she said nothing.

“Hi, Stepdaddy,” I said. “Cheerleading practice was cancelled today. What are you doing?” I asked innocently, stepping casually into the room with my short cheerleading skirt flouncing.

“Victoria ... I just …you know that your mother is away a lot and I just . . .” he was looking down at his feet, stammering.

“Oh, I know, Stepdaddy. You have desires and needs, just like I do. We discussed this, remember? Back when you taught me to masturbate a few weeks ago?”

Natasha’s eyebrows rose at that and she smiled. My father looked at me.

“Oh, Stepdady, don’t worry. I know that mommy is gone a lot. You need some release … and anyway, what about Natasha’s needs? Are you helping her with that?” I smiled at Natasha.

“Very much,” said Natasha, smiling. “Did he really teach you how to … masturbate?”

“He did. He stood over me and told me exactly what to do.” I smiled at Stepdad, my hands on my hips.

“That sounds really … hot,” said Natasha.

“Oh, it was. It has been, hasn’t it, Stepdad?” I asked. “We’ve done it four or five times now.”

He was looking from me to her and back again now, his brow furrowed. “It has been a very good experience for both of us, and helped us deal with our sexual urges in a more appropriate way,” he said.

“Appropriate,” said Natasha. “A good word.”

“Well, Stepdad, I have to say, it really turns me on to see you in here fooling around with Natasha. Those urges again!” I squealed, hugging myself.

Natasha was smiling at both of us now, and the hands that were holding her blouse together over her big breasts relaxed, and we could see them again, including the nipple that was peeking out of her bra.

“Is this the first time this has happened?” I asked.

Natasha nodded, and Stepfather said, “Yes, it is.”

“Well, Stepfather, were you just going to use your fingers on her, or were you going to have sex?” I asked.

Natasha laughed. “Yeah, Mr. Maddox, what were you going to do?”

“Well, I ... I hadn’t really ...” Stepfather clearly was at a loss for words.

“Stepdad,” I said. “Will you teach me about sex? We learned about nipples and clits and masturbation already. You weren’t just touching her clit, were you? Your finger was inside of her.”

“Two fingers,” said Natasha. “I like it on the inside … that … spot? The G-Spot?”

“Yes,” said Stepfather, more confidently. “As we discussed, Victoria, some girls prefer to be stimulated inside, on the G-Spot, and some find attention to the clitoris to be too intense a pleasure.”

“I prefer the clit, Natasha. Stepdad bought me a dildo, but to me, the quickest road to orgasm is the clit. And did you enjoy it when he sucked your nipple, Natasha? Stepdad told me that some girls find that irritating.”

“Of course I liked it,” she said, and her hands came up and touched her own breasts. “But not too rough, they get sore.”

“Come on, Stepdad. It’s time for you to teach me more about sex. I want to be ready,” I said.

I took them both by the hand and led them into my bedroom.

“It would be inappropriate to do this in your bedroom, don’t you think Stepdad? And the sofa isn’t very comfortable.”

“Yes, I suppose so,” he said. He still had the bulge in his khakis and he reached down to adjust it and rub it as we walked into my room.

Natasha sat down on the edge of my bed and I sat next her, still wearing my red cheerleader uniform.

“So what were you going to do next, Stepdaddy? Were you going to take her blouse all the way off? I know you like to look at me in my bras and panties, so was that the next step with Natasha?”

“Well,” he said, “I didn’t feel like we had much time, so I, uh . . .”

“Oh, well, don’t worry, now we have all the time in the world. Mom’s away and the baby’s asleep. You don’t have anything to do for the next few hours, do you Natasha?”

“No, I don’t,” she said, smiling.

“Well, so you’d like to see Natasha in her bra and panties, Stepdad?”

“Well, of course but . . .” He licked his lips.

“Okay, Natasha?”

“Yes, of course,” she said, giggling and unbuttoning the last few buttons of her blouse.

I helped her slip out of it and hung it on a chair nearby.

Natasha leaned back on her elbows, biting her lip and looking up at my father. “Well,” she said finally, “Do you like it?”

“It’s a nice bra, isn’t it, Stepdaddy? And she has such nice tits … bigger than mine,” I said poutily.

“She does. But you have nice breasts, also, honey, don’t worry.”

“Thanks Stepdaddy,” I said, and stood up and gave him a chaste kiss on the cheek.

“Do you like to touch yourself, Natasha?” I asked.

Natasha just smiled and nodded her head and fanned her hands up her ribcage and squeezed her own breasts through the smooth white bra. “I do. And I love to be touched. I loved it when your stepfather touched me.”

“Yes, I saw how much you loved it,” I said. “Now, just wait, Stepdad. Don’t touch her yet. When we masturbate, you’d always emphasize how important it is to go slowly.”

“It’s true,” he said. “It’s important to go slow … until it’s time to go quickly, of course.”

Natasha and I both laughed at that. Natasha leaned back on her elbows, squeezing her heavy breasts and fingering the one stiff dark nipple that still protruded from her bra, the cup half-pulled down.

“Do you like to watch her touch herself, Stepdad?” I asked.

“Yes, I do. Very much.”

“Do you like it more than when you watch me touch myself?” I pouted again.

“No, not more. The same. But it’s something special that you and I do, honey, so I want to do other things to Natasha.”

“Don’t you want to do these things to me, Stepdad?” I asked sweetly.

“I do, but . . . “

“It’s not appropriate.” I finished for him. “What do you want to do to Natasha, Stepdad?”

“First I want to touch her breasts and kiss her nipples some more.”

“How about you, Natasha? Do you want him to do that?”

“Yes, I do,” she said. She licked one finger and touched her nipple with it. “Do you want me to take my bra off now?”

“How about it, Stepdaddy? Do you want her to take her bra off ... or do you want to do it? Or do you want me to do it?” I smiled at him and sat next to Natasha again. Natasha smiled at me and put her warm hand on my thigh. An electric tingle ran up my leg to my pussy.

“Well . . .  what do you think is best, honey?” he asked, licking his lips.

“Hmmm . . . you remember when I told you that a girl touched my breasts at camp? I didn’t touch her breasts back, but I really wanted to. Do you think it’s naughty to do that, Daddy?” I was holding my own breasts now, squeezing them through the top to my cheerleader uniform. God, I was getting so hot, my nipples were so hard under there I really wanted to rip my top off and pinch them hard.

But I knew it was important to go slowly. Stepdaddy had taught me that.

“No,” said Stepdaddy. “I don’t think it’s naughty. Do you want to touch Natasha’s breasts now? Before she takes off her bra?”

“Hmmm, I don’t know, Stepdaddy. Do you think it’s a good idea?”

“It’s a perfectly normal, healthy thing to do,” he said.

“Did you hear that, Natasha? It’s a perfectly normal and healthy thing. What do you think?” I asked, still feeling my own.

“If you want to touch mine, I don’t mind – I’d like it, I’m sure, if you’re not too rough.” Natasha turned to me and kissed me gently on the lips, and I kissed her back, but only briefly.

My hands came up and gently lay on her big breasts, on top of the smooth white bra. There was no wire or form in there; there was nothing but a millimeter of silky fabric holding her swollen heaving breasts, and her back arched and she moaned as I touched her.

“Oh, god, Stepdaddy, they feel so nice. I see why you wanted to touch them so much.” Natasha moaned her approval and kissed me on the neck, making me shiver.

“Yes, they are.”

“And it’s such a nice soft bra . . . will you buy me one like this, Stepdaddy?”

“Of course, honey.”

“Her breasts are bigger than mine.” I said again, making a little girl pouty face.

“They’re not nicer than yours, though, honey. Don’t think badly about yourself. You both have beautiful bodies.” He was stroking the bulge in his khakis again.

“Do you want me to take off Natasha’s bra now, Stepdaddy?” I said.

“Yes, I do. I want you to reach behind her and unhook it, and then slowly take it off her.”

I took my hands away from Natasha’s breasts. “Don’t you want to see me in my bra, Stepdaddy?” I asked, unbuttoning the top button on my cheerleading uniform top. “Before I take off Natasha’s bra?”

“Hmmm . . .  yes, take off your top, and then you can take off Natasha’s bra for her. Does that sound okay to you, Natasha?”

Natasha giggled and nodded.

I unbuttoned the vest of my cheerleader uniform; underneath it I was wearing a black sports bra. “No lace or pretty colors today, Stepdaddy. Do you want me to put on something nicer?” I asked sweetly.

“Hmm, well, not right now . . .”

“Oh, Stepdaddy is impatient,” I said. “I think he really wants to suck your tits some more, Natasha.” I kissed her quickly on the mouth again, and this time she darted her tongue quickly into my mouth. Yum.

“That’s good because I really want him to,” she said.

I ran my hands down Natasha’s warm smooth back and unhooked the clasp of the bra, and then slid it off her shoulders until her big round pale breasts were bare, and she lay back on the bed, smiling and making a purring noise in her throat.

“Well, Stepdaddy? Are you ready? ” I said, looking him in the eyes. I was touching my own breasts, still firmly held inside the black sports, feeling my hard nipples though the thin fabric.

“Yes,” he said, eyeing Natasha hungrily as she lay on the bed, back arched.

“Then what are you waiting for?” I teased.

He made a hungry sound and climbed onto the bed, taking Natasha’s breasts in both hands, moving his mouth onto them, his tongue flickering over her nipples. Natasha moaned loudly and threw her head back, pulling her hands up to help squeeze her own tits, holding them while he sucked them.

“Open your mouth wide, Stepdaddy. See how much of her tit you can put in your mouth. But don’t be too rough, Stepdaddy, she doesn’t like it too hard,” I admonished.

Natasha just groaned. “It’s good, he’s doing it fine, it feels good.”

“Ohh, did you hear that, Stepdaddy? She likes it.” I lay next to them, watching them, rubbing my breasts. “I’m touching myself just like you taught me, Stepdaddy …”

After a few minutes of enjoying him slurping away at Natasha’s breasts, which Natasha also apparently enjoyed tremendously, I asked, “Now what are you going to do to her next, Stepdaddy?”

“I was going to ... go down on her,” he said breathlessly.

“You mean you’re going to kiss her pussy?” I asked.

“Yes, that’s right,” he confirmed.

“How does that sound to you, Natasha?” I asked. “Do you want him to go down on you?”

“Ohhhh, yes, very much.” She moaned. Her head was thrown back, her hair was streaming all around her face, her lipstick was smeared and her face was red. She was seriously turned on.

“Well, Stepfather, I hope that when I have my first lover, he’ll be as thoughtful as you. From the sound of it, the boys at my school just want to stick their dicks in whatever orifice is available.” I was pinching my nipples while I watched him.

“Well, that’s their loss,” he said.

Her plaid skirt was hiked up around her waist; her white panties were visible and her legs were spread.

“Take her skirt and panties, off, Stepfather. You always make me keep my underwear on, that’s our special thing, but I want to see you make Natasha completely naked. Is that all right, Natasha?”

“Mmmm, yes, take my skirt and panties off,” she said, smiling and giggling, “I want to be completely naked.”

“Who do you want to do it, me or my stepdaddy?” I asked.

“Let your stepdaddy do it this time,” she said.

He fumbled with her skirt, unzipping it a little and then pulling it off her. Smiling, he then hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and deftly pulled them off, revealing her smooth, hairless pussy, the lips swollen and glistening.

“Ooooo,” I said, looking down at her pussy. “Pretty. Don’t you think so, Stepdaddy?”

“Definitely,” he said, and moved his face towards it.

“Now slow down, Stepfather,” I warned him. “You taught me how important that is! Kiss her on the inner thighs, a little.”

“Yes, honey,” he said. His face was also a bit red with excitement, and I’m sure mine was, too. “You’re right, it’s important to go slowly.”

“Yes,” moaned Natasha. “Kiss my thighs, on the inside.”

Father obeyed. She hooked one of her legs up on his shoulder, and both of their breathing was heavy and audible. I lay on my back and touched my breasts through the bra. “Can I pull the straps of my bra down now, Stepdaddy?”

He raised his head and smiled at me. “Yes, honey. And you can touch you nipples.”

I did, sending more electric thrills of pleasure through me as I did so, fingering my own stiff nipples as I watched him kiss Natasha’s creamy white inner thighs.

I was shoulder to shoulder with Natasha on the bed; I paused in touching myself to prop a pillow behind my head so that I could watch Stepdaddy.

“Are you ready Natasha?” I spoke the question softly into her ear.

“Oh god, yes, kiss my pussy, please kiss it . . .” she moaned, squeezing her own naked breasts.

“You heard her, Stepdaddy. Kiss her pussy now,” I said in a loud whisper.

Stepdaddy plunged his face into her crotch, with a passionate hungry moan, and Natasha arched her back and cried out in delight.

My hand was rubbing my own pussy, outside the panties.

“How is it, Stepdaddy?” I asked. “Does she taste sweet?”

He moaned an affirmative noise into her pussy; she squealed in pleasure, clutching her breasts and throwing her head back into the pillow.

“Mmmm, Stepdaddy, I think she likes it,” I moaned, waves of warm pleasure radiating from my pussy as I stroked it through the black cotton sports panties I wore.

Natasha turned her head towards me and we kissed again, only briefly. “I like it very much,” she gasped. “Your stepfather kisses my pussy sooo good. . .”

“Mmmmm,” I said. “I wish I could experience it . . .” I pouted.

My father moaned into Natasha’s pussy again, and she again cried out in delight.

“Can you have an orgasm that way, Natasha?” I whispered.

“Oh my god, yes, I feel like I could have one any second!” she moaned, still squeezing her own breasts.

“What’s my stepfather doing? Is he sucking on your clit?” I asked.

“Oh, god, yes, sucking it and rolling his tongue all over it, and then he goes down and sticks his tongue as far into my pussy as he can, and I REALLY like that . . .” she babbled.

“Is he sticking any fingers into you?”

“Hmmm, no . . .” she moaned.

“Stepdaddy, stick a finger into her while you suck her clit. I think that will feel very nice, don’t you think so Natasha?”

“Oh my god YES!” yelled Natasha, her hips bucking and clawing at her own breasts as Stepdaddy followed my instructions. “I’m going to cum!” she yelled.

“Yes, Stepdaddy!” I said. “Suck her clit harder ... and put another finger into her! Find her g-spot and make her cum!” I was rubbing my pussy, still over the panties, and alternately pinching each nipple as I watched him. I was gasping for breath and my whole body felt like it was on fire now, I was so hot.

Evidently he found it, because Natasha cried out, raising her head off the bed as she orgasmed, clutching her thighs together around my Stepdaddy’s ears.

“Oh, Stepdaddy,” I said, voice liquid with pleasure. “Can I put my hand inside my panties now?”

He raised his mouth from her crotch; I could see the moisture on his face. “Yes, honey. I want you to masturbate now, touch yourself inside the panties. I’m going to have sex with Natasha now. I’m not sure it’s appropriate for you to see my penis, so I want you to close your eyes for a moment.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, rubbing my clit and playing with a nipple, until I heard a condom packet being torn open, a snap of latex, and then Natasha moaning in pleasure again,  and the creak of the bed as my Stepfather entered her.

When I opened my eyes, Stepfather was on top of Natasha, holding himself up on his arms so he could watch her – and me. She had her eyes closed and was clutching him around the waist. He was still wearing his khakis, and his white shirt, he’d just opened the zipper up.

“Oh, Stepdaddy,” I pouted. “Can’t I see your cock? You’re just a mean old tease!”

“No, honey,” he grunted, “I don’t think so.”

I continued to rub my clit and play with one nipple as he fucked her. “That’s right, Stepdaddy, fuck her slowly at first. Slowly . . . slowly . . . like I’m touching myself slowly.”

He leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “You’re such a good girl. Masturbation is so healthy. I’m glad you enjoy it so much.”

“I particularly enjoy it when I’m watching you fuck Natasha, Stepdad,” I moaned. “I wish it was me, I want your cock so much.”

“But it’s not appropriate, honey. Are you going to have an orgasm soon?” he asked.

“Oh, Stepdaddy, I think so. What about you Natasha, are you going to orgasm again?” I asked her.

She was gasping beneath him, her mouth open and face slack with lust. “Faster,” she moaned. “Fuck me faster.”

“You heard her, Stepdaddy ...” I said, and began rubbing my clit faster and felt the pressure and heat building inside of me. “Oh, god, Stepdaddy, I love so much watching you fuck her, it turns me on so much to see you like this ...”

He began moving faster and thrusting harder now, his face red and sweat springing out from his brow and Natasha had her legs wrapped around him, was crying out in pleasure and clawing at his back and ass.

“Does it feel good, Natasha?” asked Stepdaddy. “Do you like it when I fuck you hard?”

“Oh my god YES!” she yelled.

“Do you like it that my stepdaughter is masturbating next to us, while I fuck you?”

“Oh god oh god yes yes yes,” cried Natasha.

“Stepdaddy, I’m going to cum,” I said, and my whole body started to shiver and shudder as a prolonged orgasm consumed me.

Stepdad cried out and began driving into Natasha harder and harder, piledriving her, and she was screaming her pleasure and brought her hands up to claw at her own breasts as she had the second orgasm.

“Roll over, sweetheart,” he said to me, as I shivered through my fading orgasm. “Turn over and close your eyes, and show Stepdaddy your ass. I’m going to cum on your ass, but you can’t see it.”

I obediently rolled over and put my face in the pillow; there was a pause and a snap of rubber and then I felt the warm gush of Stepdaddy’s cum all over my bottom.  I writhed and moaned my pleasure.

I lifted my head a little, eyes closed, so I could speak, “Oh, Stepdaddy, I love it so much when you cum on me, I love the feel of your hot cum . . .”

I put my arm around Natasha, who was also breathless and exhausted, and we lay cuddled like spoons for a moment.

Finally Stepdad spoke, “Okay, honey, I’m decent again, you can look now.”

Stepdad had zipped up his khakis, and was gingerly lifting the discarded condom from the floor.

“Don’t I have the best Stepdaddy in the world, Natasha?” I asked.

“You certainly do,” she agreed.

“Stepdad … next time, will you teach me how to have lesbian sex with a girl?” I asked.

He smiled at me. “Of course, honey.”


PART THREE: STEPDAD, TEACH ME HOW TO HAVE SEX WITH A GIRL

So after I kept getting into the shower with him, Stepdad was finally comfortable with seeing me naked.

We’d masturbated together several times; I’d even watched him have sex with our babysitter, Natasha. But Stepdad was very uncomfortable with me being naked around him; he said it wasn’t appropriate. He always insisted I wear my bra and panties while we did all this.

He’s an old-fashioned guy; so respectful and kind to me. I guess that’s why I love him so much.

I mean, I liked to wear nice lacy bras and thong panties for him anyway; but I thought, at this point, Stepfather and Stepdaughter should be comfortable with seeing each other naked.

Mom left for work nearly an hour earlier than him; we’d all have breakfast together with her – me rubbing my feet against Stepdad’s under the table – and then he’d get in the shower to get ready for work.

So I started stripping and getting in with him, telling him that the shower in my bathroom wasn’t draining properly and that it would save us both time.

He was hesitant at first; but I could see the erections that he got almost immediately as I joined him in the hot shower. Finally he agreed.

“It’s a big shower, I guess,” said Stepfather. “More than room enough for two.”

Stepdad still didn’t touch me, though. He was firm about that. It wasn’t appropriate.

“But nudity is natural, isn’t it?” I asked him.

“Yes, of course,” he agreed, touching himself.

So I’d lather myself up slowly, and then use bath oil, paying special attention to my breasts, and he’d watch, and I’d watch, and we’d both masturbate together and get the day off to an awesome start.

It was so nice to finally see his thick cock. It was definitely a turn-on, all the times he’d told me to close my eyes and then I’d hear his zipper and then feel the cum in hot creamy ropes all over my belly or cleavage or ass.

Imagination just becomes frustrating after awhile, though, so I was glad that I could finally see him stroking his fist up and down that big veined cock, see the white stream of cum spray out of the purple swollen head. I loved to watch him cum as I played with my nipples and lightly tickled my clit with one of my wet oily fingers.

After we finished this morning, I asked Stepfather if he really meant it when he said he’d teach me how to make love to a girl. I’d asked him right after he’d finished fucking Natasha, our Russian babysitter, a classmate of mine. We were both 18, in our last year of high school.

“Of course I meant it,” he said, drying his hair with a towel, still naked. “I think it’s important that you learn about sex the right way, not just from films or from talk on the street.”

I smiled at Stepdad as I fastened my pink lace bra, one of his favorites, behind my back. “You’re such a great Stepdad. Mom’s leaving on her business trip this evening at four pm, right?”

“That’s right.”

“Natasha will be here at eight.”

Stepdad smiled at me and kissed me on the cheek.

* * *

At eight fifteen, Natasha was sitting on the sofa in the living room, dolled up as if she were headed to a nightclub, with plenty of eye makeup and bright red lipstick. She wore a black mini-dress and black stockings; I’d consulted with her previously so I knew without checking that the stockings only came up to mid thigh, and she wore black lacy underwear, as I’d instructed her. The baby was sleeping peacefully in the other room – she usually slept well at this time of the evening.

I’d considered what to wear; Stepdad mainly enjoyed seeing me in bra and panties so I decided to wear the same thing as Natasha, but in white – white stockings up to my mid-thigh, and white lace push-up bra and thong panties, and a small white minidress. My blonde hair was tied back.

“Well what do you think, Stepdad? Does Natasha look fuckable?” I said, smiling.

“She does,” he agreed.

“Well you can’t have her tonight,” I teased. “She’s just for me.”

He smiled paternally. “Don’t worry, honey. It’s all about you two tonight. Now, Natasha, have you ever made love to a girl before?”

“Yes, a couple of times,” she replied.

“So I won’t have to teach you how to make love to Victoria. Do you want to make love to her, or just have her make love to you?”

Natasha smiled. “Hmmm … first I suppose she should make love to me.” Natasha crossed her legs and bit her bottom lip while twirling a lock of her hair. She was clearly already very turned on.

“Do you want me to take off my dress now, Stepdad?” I asked. “I know you want to see my bra and panties and stockings.”

“Yes, I suppose that would be good. Do you want to see Victoria’s underwear, Natasha?” Stepdad asked.

“Very much,” said Natasha, smiling at me and batting her big green eyes.

“Slowly, honey,” said Stepfather.

I slowly stripped my white mini dress up over my head, gyrating my hips a bit to the soft music that Stepfather had put on.

“Do you want Natasha to strip now, also?” asked Stepfather.

“No, Stepfather, I want to undress her myself. I want my first time with a girl to be romantic, of course.”

“Of course,” said Stepfather. “Why don’t the two of you dance together for a bit, then?”

I extended my hand to Natasha and said, “Natasha, would you like to dance?”

She took my hand and stood up, and I put my arms around her waist and pulled her against me as she put her arms around my neck; our breasts pressed together and instantly I felt weak in the knees. I was surrounded with the scent of Natasha, and I buried my face in her long black hair.

“Mmm, you feel so good, Natasha, I love the way your breasts feel against me,” I said. “I love the way you smell.”

Natasha just murmured in pleasure. “I loved it when you touched them last week, before your Stepfather fucked me,” she whispered in my ear, and her warm breath sent another electrical thrill through me.

“Don’t whisper too quietly, girls, I want to hear, too,” said Stepfather.

“I was telling her how much I loved it when she touched my tits last week, before you fucked me,” said Natasha. She spoke in my ear again. “I wanted you to suck them,” she said, and tickled the inside of my ear with the tip of her tongue. We were rubbing our breasts back and forth, up and down against each other as we danced.

I giggled and looked her in the eye. “Stepfather was sucking them, I couldn’t,” I said teasingly.

“It feels good when he sucks them, also …” said Natasha. “He’s never kissed your nipples, Victoria?”

“No, my Stepdaddy knows that wouldn’t be appropriate. He watches while I lick my own nipples, though I can just barely reach them.”

“Well, I’ll be happy to show you what another person’s lips on your nipples feels like, Victoria,” said Natasha. “But you have to take care of me first.”

“I will, Natasha,” I said softly. “I promise.” My hands were on her full ass now, feeling for the bottom hem of her short dress. “Ohh, your ass feels so nice, too. This is the first time I’ve touched a girl’s ass.”

Natasha wriggled against me and rubbed her nose against my cheek, then kissed my neck, sending more electric thrills through me.

“Can I take off your dress now, Natasha?” I asked.

“You have to ask your Stepfather,” she said.

“Stepfather, can I take off Natasha’s dress yet?” I asked.

“Not yet. You haven’t even kissed her yet!” Stepdad pointed out.

Natasha and I didn’t need any more prompting and our lips met, hard. Her tongue flickered between my lips and I met it with mine; my head was fairly spinning with the soft pressure as I sucked on her full lips. It was exquisite.

“Now kiss her neck, Victoria. Kiss Natasha’s neck,” Stepdad said.

I did and Natasha threw her head back and again murmured her pleasure. Her hands came up and touched my breasts and I gasped, squeezing her ass harder.

“That’s it, girls. Touch each other through your dresses. Touch those hot young bodies,” said Stepdad. He was sitting in an easy chair watching us, stroking the bulge in his khakis.

Our lips locked together again as our hands stroked each other’s young firm breasts and asses. Natasha was a bit more curvaceous than me, but my body was in top shape from my cheerleading, toned and taut.

I looked at Stepfather over Natasha’s shoulder. “Do you like it, Stepdaddy? Do you like to watch us?”

“Yes, I do,” he said.

“Do you want me to take off Natasha’s dress now?” I said, tugging at the bottom hem of her skirt until the smooth white flesh over the tops of her thigh-high stockings was visible. “Do you want to see her in bra and panties now?”

“Yes, I do,” said Stepfather, quickly.

“Ready Natasha?” I asked.

“Yes,” she whispered, shivering as I kissed her neck some more. “Take my dress off.”

I pulled it over her head, and then kissed her again deeply. As our bodies and breasts rubbed together now, there was a rasp of lace against lace, and our flat warm midriffs touched.

“How does it feel?” asked Stepdad.

“Oh, it just feels … incredible,” I moaned.

“Mmmm, yeah,” said Natasha. “God I’m getting so wet.”

“Can I put her on the sofa now, Stepdad?” I asked.

He smiled. “I think so, honey. Do you want to kiss her breasts now?” he asked.

“Oh, yessss,” I said, looking in Natasha’s eyes. “I want to kiss her breasts all over and suck her nipples.”

“And are you ready, Natasha?”

Natasha just nodded, breathing heavily, licking her lips.

“Sit down, Natasha,” said Stepfather.

Natasha sat on the sofa, stroking her thighs. I sat next to her and turned her head to me and kissed her again, feeling her breasts through her bra with one hand and stroking my own with the other; she put her hand on top of mine and encouraged me to squeeze her breasts more firmly. We were both moaning and breathing heavily now. I moved my head down and began kissing her ample cleavage, the skin cool and sweet-tasting.

“Do you want me to take her bra off now, Stepdaddy?” I gasped.

“Yes, Victoria. Take off her bra and suck her nipples now,” said Stepdaddy.

I reached behind Natasha and unclasped her bra; her big pale round breasts seemed to burst free as she clutched my head and pulled it down to them. My mouth sought one of her stiff dark nipples and Natasha cried out in pleasure as my lips closed around it, my hot wet tongue flicking it.

“Oh, oh, god, Victoria, that feels so good,” she moaned, and pulled my head to her other breast, and my hands came up and squeezed her breasts as I sucked and kissed them. She threw her head back and gurgled her pleasure. “You suck my tits just like your Stepdaddy does, I love it so much.”

Natasha’s hands were on my breasts, also, and I pulled my bra over my head hastily, without unhooking it, and threw it into Stepdaddy’s lap. “You can see my tits, too, Stepdad. It’s okay, now, isn’t it?”

“Nudity is a perfectly natural thing, honey. We shouldn’t be ashamed of our bodies.” He began to unbutton the white Oxford shirt he was wearing.

“Now suck my nipples, Natasha,” I moaned, and straddled one of Natasha’s legs as she sat on the couch, pushing my breasts into her face, cupping them in my own hands.

Natasha eagerly grabbed me around the waist, kissing me between the breasts as I rubbed my crotch, still covered with lace panties, which were now very wet, over Natasha’s hard thigh.

“Now, Victoria,” said Stepdad, chiding me gently, “you were going to make love to Natasha first.”

“Oh, Stepdad!” I pouted. “Please let Natasha suck my nipples. I want it so much! Don’t tease me.”

Stepdad smiled. “All right, honey. I guess you deserve it, you’re a good girl. Suck her nipples, Natasha.”

Natasha flicked her tongue over my left nipple and I purred my approval, and then pulled her head over to the right one as I ground my crotch against her thigh, rubbing it up and down her muscular leg.

“Your pussy is so hot on my leg,” said Natasha, and then sucked hard on my nipple, using her teeth, making me cry out in pleasure.

“That’s it, Victoria. Hump Natasha’s leg,” said Stepdad.

“I feel like I’m a horny little bitch dog,” I moaned, “like a little dog humping away.”

“No, you’re a good girl,” said Stepdad.

“Are you sure, Stepdaddy? I feel so baadddd…”

“No, you’re very good. I think it’s time to take this into the bedroom, don’t you girls?”

Natasha stopped sucking my tits long enough to say “Yes” and I could just moan at the heat and friction between my legs, and force myself to stop.

Natasha and I stood up; I held my arms out to Stepdad and smiled. “Will you carry me into the bedroom, Stepdad?”

He put his arm around Natasha’s waist and kissed her, their tongues touching. Then he turned to me and said “Of course, honey,” and picked me up, naked except for my white panties and stockings, and carried me towards the bedroom.

I put my arms around his neck and looked into his big blue eyes. “Won’t you kiss me, Stepdad?”

He kissed me tenderly on the cheek.

I pouted. “You know what I mean! On the lips! Hard.”

“Only on the lips?”

“Oh, Stepfather, I want you to kiss me on the lips, on the tits, between the legs, everywhere . . . “

He smiled at me. “You know that’s not appropriate.” He lay me gently on the bed.

“Kiss her, Natasha, she wants to be kissed,” said Stepdad, and Natasha got on the bed next to me and soon we were soul-kissing, sucking hard on each other’s tongues again, our legs wrapped around each other, our breasts and nipples touching with thrilling warmth, our stockings whispering as they rubbed together.

Finally Stepdad said, “Now remember, Victoria, you were going to make love to Natasha first. You’re not breaking your promise, are you?”

I raised my head and pushed Natasha onto her back; her hair spilled over the pillow and I got on all fours over, moving between her legs. “Should I take her panties off now, Stepdad?”

“So impatient, Victoria. Bend down and kiss her thighs first.”

I ran my mouth and lips and tongue over the silky skin and smooth muscle of Natasha’s inner thigh; Natasha’s hands came up and squeezed her own breasts as she moaned, pulling her own nipples between thumb and forefinger.

I raised my head. “I think she’s ready for her panties to come off, Stepdad.”

“I think so, too, Victoria. Is that right, Natasha?”

Natasha, breathless, still pinching her own nipples, just moaned an affirmative sound.

I peeled Natasha’s panties off and handed them to Stepdad, who stood nearby watching and rubbing himself. Natasha looked incredible, hot and flush-faced and writhing on the bed wearing nothing but her black stockings. Her pussy, like mine, was completely shaved.

“Kiss my pussy, Victoria,” Natasha whispered.

“You heard her, Victoria,” said Stepdad. “Now, I want you to get down there and use your tongue. Find her clit and use your tongue on it.”

I pushed my mouth onto Natasha’s wet vagina, licking the swollen labia and parting them with my tongue. I found her clit and rolled my tongue around it, and her moans reached a fever pitch; she spread her legs and was raising her hips into the air so I could get easier access to the sweet, salty depths of her pussy. I began sucking on her clit.

“Hmmm,” said Stepdad. “It looks like you’re doing it very well. Now stick your tongue as far into her pussy as you can.”

I did and Natasha screamed and bucked with pleasure; I looked up and Stepdad was on the bed next to her, bent over her and helping her feel her own breasts as he kissed her neck. He still held her panties, and he was rubbing the black lace panties over Natasha’s breasts.

Stepdad looked at me. “You don’t mind if I help you a little, do you honey?”

“No, of course not, Stepdad,” I smiled. “I want Natasha to cum.”

“She certainly looks like she’s close. Now I think it’s time for you to 69. Do you know what that means?” asked Stepdad.

I nodded. “Should I take off my panties?”

“I think so, Victoria.”

I stripped my little white lace panties off, and handed them to him. “I’m so glad you’re comfortable with seeing me naked now, Stepdaddy,” I said, as I reversed myself on the bed and put my ass and pussy in Natsha’s face.

Stepdad smiled and said, “I’m glad too, honey,” and unzipped his pants and pulled out a magnificent throbbing erection, stroking it.

Natasha eagerly dug her face into my pussy and gripped me around my hips; I forced my head down into her pussy again and extended my tongue, moving it in slow postage-stamp licks, as the pleasure of Natasha’s mouth on me caused me to shiver and moan.

Soon I was lost in the hot wet joy of Natasha’s mouth on my pussy; I dug my tongue harder into her pussy, then gently slid one of my fingers inside her as I felt her do the same to me. Soon we were both bucking and moaning and gurgling our pleasure into each other.

But then Stepfather pulled me gently by the hair and separated us; both Natasha and I were breathless and on the verge of orgasms.

“I want to see you girls rub your pussies together,” said Stepfather, holding up a bottle of baby oil and popping open the cap. “Can you do that for me?”

We both nodded eagerly.

He poured some oil  onto Natasha’s chest and she moaned as the two of us began to rub it all over her. She held her hands up and Stepdad poured more oil onto them and she began rubbing it all over my tits and arms and stomach, and soon both of us were making out again, sliding our oily bodies and tits over each other, both moaning uncontrollably.

“All right,” said Stepdad. “Now, lock your legs together … you can lie on your back, Natasha, and Victoria can sit up a little. She’s fucking you, after all.”

“Shouldn’t I take off my stockings?” asked Natasha.

Stepdad and I both looked at her and shook our heads.

“I don’t think the oil will harm them,” said Stepfather. “I’ll buy you new ones if it does.”

“Yeah,” I said. “We don’t want it to be too slick. We need some friction, after all.”

“Something to hold onto,” Natasha agreed.

We maneuvered into position, awkwardly at first; then we scissored our legs around each other, and pressed our tight pink young pussies together, our skin gliding together slick and hot, both of us covered in oil and with pussies that were practically dripping wet already anyway.

“Oh god,” I moaned at the ceiling, clutching at Natasha’s leg on my shoulder as we humped our pussies together, the heat and friction delicious as I felt the pressure and tingling of an orgasm building inside me. Natasha was on her back, making desperate mewling noises in her throat as she felt her own tits, and I reached down to help her squeeze her big oiled breasts.

Stepdad was watching us, eyes unfocused and jaw slack with lust, as he finally unzipped his pants and revealed his big throbbing erect cock.

Natasha and I found a good rhythm together, clutching each other’s legs and moaning, and the sight of Stepdad stroking his cock was enough to push me to the edge; “Oh god Stepdad I love to see your cock so much,” I whined as I ground my pussy hard against Natasha, pinching my own nipples as I threw my head back , spasming as I had an orgasm.

“Ha, you’re supposed to be fucking Natasha tonight, Victoria, but you came first,” said Stepdad.

“Is that rude of me?” I smiled at stepfather.  “We know that Natasha likes it on the inside.” As soon as I stopped shaking I began disentangling myself from Natasha’s legs.

“That’s right,” said Stepdad. “That’s why we’ve got a special surprise for her, right Victoria?”

Natasha was still breathless on her back, but got up on her elbows to look at us. She smiled a huge smile when she saw what I was doing.

I took the strap-on dildo from the drawer of the bedside table. It was attached to a belt that fastened around my waist and also went between my legs to attach in the back. Stepdad helped me fasten it, and then kissed me on the cheek.

I leaned back and rubbed against him like a happy kitten, and then stroked the silicon cock that was now in front of me.

“It’s about the same size as yours, Stepdaddy,” I said. “Turn around Natasha. I want to fuck you from behind.”

Natasha moaned and got on her knees and buried her face in the pillow, turning her big sweet ass towards me, her dilated pussy wet beneath her asshole; I looked over at Stepdad, who was still stroking his erection.

“Get your face out of the pillow, Natasha. I want you to suck Stepdaddy’s cock while I fuck you,” I said, looking at Stepfather and licking my lips.

Stepdad beamed back at me. “Thank you, honey.”

Natasha raised her head, and smiled back at me over her shoulder. “You want to watch me suck your Stepdaddy’s cock?”

“Yes,” I purred. “I watched him fuck you last week, but you didn’t suck his cock. You little ungrateful slut! Don’t you want to suck it?”

Stepdad moved onto the bed and sat in front of Natasha, his cock bouncing in front of him. She took it in her hand, her dark hair spilling onto it, and she gave it a tender lick, like a girl with an ice cream. “Yes,” she said. “I do want to suck it.”

I teased her swollen pussy with the head of the dildo. “And you want me to fuck you?”

“Ohhhh, yes, please fuck me,” she said. She tried to push herself back onto the dildo but I pulled it away.

“Suck Stepdad’s cock first. Get that cock in your mouth,” I said, and spanked Natasha hard on the ass once, eliciting a squeal of pleasure. She eagerly took Stepdad’s cock into her mouth, moaning as she bobbed her head up and down on it.

Stepdad grunted in pleasure. “Maybe next week I can teach you about bondage and spanking. Would you like that, Victoria?”

“Ohhhh, yes, Daddy,” I said. “I think this little slut would like it, too,” I said, and slapped Natasha on the ass again. She wriggled her ass back, seeking the dildo, gurgling and moaning around my Stepfather’s cock.

“Is she sucking your cock good, Stepdad? Should I fuck her now?” I asked. Natasha made a  desperate noise around her mouthful of cock.

“Yes,” whispered Stepdad, looking into my eyes. “Fuck her slowly, Natasha.”

I slid the dildo very easily into Natasha’s swollen wet pussy and she groaned and drove back against me, her pussy swallowing the dildo, gagging and slobbering and moaning around Stepdad’s cock.

“I think she wants me to fuck her faster, Stepdad,” I said, teasing my own nipples as I spoke, looking at Stepdad as Natasha forced his big cock deep into her mouth.

“All right,” said Stepfather, “fuck her a little bit faster …” he was holding Natasha by the hair and adjusting the speed with which her head bobbed up and down on his cock. I started fucking Natasha faster, with deep, even thrusts, feeling the pressure of the end of the dildo around my clit area, and the sight of Natasha’s mouth full of my Stepdad’s cock getting me off in a major way.

“Faster,” said Stepdad, through gritted teeth.

“I wish I had your cock in my mouth, Stepdad,” I pouted. “I wish I could taste your sweet sticky cum.”

I bucked my hips forcing the dildo hard into Natasha’s pussy, punishing her with it. “It’s not fair that this little slut gets it and I don’t!” I spanked Natasha’s ass again while I fucked her and Natasha was cumming now, bucking, her white skin flushing red, quivering and making hysterical wet sounds around Stepdad’s cock.

As her quivering slowed, Stepdad’s groans reached a fever pitch; he cried out and ejaculated in Natasha’s mouth, and she moaned and gulped at his cock eagerly.

I reached down and grabbed her hair. “Don’t you dare swallow that!” I said, slapping her ass again.

I pulled her head back and kissed her lips, the lips smeared with my Stepdad’s cum, and when I stuck my tongue inside her hot mouth there was a sticky mouthful of salty white cum waiting for me; she pushed her tongue into my mouth and I felt the gooey semen spilling over my lips. She kissed the cum off my lips and I sucked it off hers; we swirled the thick stuff from mouth to mouth until finally I swallowed the remains.

I looked at Stepdad over Natasha’s shoulder, reaching around to fondle her breasts, the dildo still buried her pussy from behind. Stepdad was still gasping and breathless, watching us with a benevolent smile on his face.

“I got to swallow your cum, Stepdad.”

“Yes, you did,” he said.

“Did I do good, Stepdad?” I asked.

“Very very good. Do you agree, Natasha?”

She just purred and leaned back against me, throwing her arms behind her to encircle me, still loving the feeling of the dildo inside her.

“And next time we’ll learn about spanking? And maybe we can tie her up?” I smiled.

Stepdad said, “Of course, honey.”

The story will continue in Stepdad, Teach Me about Bondage and Discipline

Coming Soon!

Thanks for reading! Remember to leave a review or a link somewhere, or at least a rating, if you enjoyed the story. It really helps an author get established.
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Jana is blonde and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin.

But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment.

Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.

But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes...

Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon
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Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy.

One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband.

But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ...

Get  BOUND BY THE BURGLAR HERE on Amazon!
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He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house.

She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her.

But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her.

The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her.

WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS EXTREMELY GRAPHIC AND DISTURBING MATERIAL It is not a romance, it is a dark and twisted tale of control and compulsion.

Buy I OWN YOU now HERE on Amazon


Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo …
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18-year-old Victoria has a problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of other ideas …

This collection follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between teenage cheerleader Victoria and her good-looking stepfather (and the hot Russian babysitter!) in three stories.

Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX HERE on Amazon
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It all seemed like a dream...

38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he even want to?

What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON!
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She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world.

He’s one of the most dangerous assassins.

He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her.

He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe.

But that would be a lie.

If she has to die, she wants it to be at his hands …

This is another sizzling and sexy dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller from Natasha Stevens. Violent and shocking as well as tender and moving, this is Natasha Stevens at her very best.

Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now!
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An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life? 

But Tara’s stepfather doesn't want Tara to go anywhere. He wants her all to himself, and he is trying to find her ... 

Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon!
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Natasha Stevens is one of the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest stories. 

A trophy wife gets a visit from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of acts ... 

These stories and others will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women, humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over it. 

This book is a sampler of eight stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of Natasha Stevens.

Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page

Visit the author’s website at http://www.natashastevensbooks.com
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